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As I mentioned in the first part of my memories, I consider myself exceedingly fortunate that a bountiful Nature has blessed me with the ability to enjoy a wide variety of sensual delights. I enjoy both spanking and being spanked; I can appreciate the differing qualities of both male and female flesh and love members of either sex wholeheartedly; caresses from either thrill me equally.

If chance had introduced me to the lovely Lady Arabella, it was my beauty and sensuality which had made her fall for me and decide that I in turn should be introduced to her cousin, Phillip. In the same way, it was luck that he should consider me worthy of the honoured position of his wife. Blessed indeed.

As this the second part of my memoirs opens, the year was 1891 and we had been married for less than a year. Phillip's reputation as an Artist was growing apace and we lived in a small, isolated farmhouse in the County of Sussex, where the normal conventions of our class touched us not and we could live in the freedom so precious to the Artist - and so important to my happiness.

If Arabella had not visited us so unexpectedly, I might well have played the role of loving and well-loved wife for the rest of my days. Who knows? As it was, she re-lit the embers of passion which Aunt

Grace had sensed and encouraged and I rediscovered the joys of punishing and of being punished, of the feel, scent and taste of intimate feminine flesh.

I was tested. And not found wanting. Lady Elizabeth A****** challenged me, my bottom and other parts to the very limit.

Thanks to Nature, Phillip, Arabella and Aunt Grace, I survived and eventually triumphed.

[bookmark: bookmark3]Chapter 1

Now that I was so accustomed to posing for my beloved husband, whether fully clad or, as now, in Eve's fair costume, I found that it had become an easy matter to hold my pose and let my mind wander in whatever direction seemed appropriate. On this day, some nine months after that happy day when we had joined in matrimony, I was positioned in a particularly straightforward posture, standing with my naked back to him and with most of my weight on my right leg which, as I well knew, made the right cheek of my opulent bottom curve and bulge more tightly than its sister. My familiarity with first my own body and then with other members of my own - and indisputably fairer - sex had begun in my early days in Aunt Grace's house, as I have related in the first volume of my memoirs, and Phillip's artistic eye had reproduced my naked charms in a number of his works.

He had often encouraged me to position myself before two carefully placed looking-glasses and had discoursed at length on the curves, colour and varied shapes of my charms, first from the point of view of the Artist and then had inevitably turned to caresses and we moved happily from Artist and model to husband and wife.

Although, as our beloved Queen Victoria's reign moved steadily into its later years, modesty was encouraged above all virtues other than hard work, faith and loyalty, I felt far more comfortable in the free and easy ways typical of the sensual Artist. As I stood there with soft tendrils of warm summer air caressing my naked skin, riffling gently through the golden hair on my cunny, breathing wispily on my plump breasts and even plumper buttocks, my flesh crawled with longing for Phillip's touch. I knew that he too was naked. I yearned to turn around and look my fill on his broad shoulders, deep chest, firm belly with the crisp curls leading down to the red-brown of his bush. I knew that his manhood would be quiescent in his concentration, hanging down between those beautifully muscled thighs. Our nudity inflamed my basic desires, so that my bosoms, buttocks, bottom-hole and cunny were tingling and prickling in expectation.

Suddenly I heard the creak of his chair as he stirred; my heart beat faster in the hope that he had laid his palette down and would be wanting to fill his hands with the reality of my fervent flesh, rather than his canvas with its image. Then I heard the soft pad of his bare feet on the floor and my heart sang, my nipples stiffened in anticipation of his clasping palms. I felt his lips on my neck, ground my bottom against the centre of his body and his rigid maleness slipped into the upper part of the dividing cleft, slotting into the welcoming depths.

There was no need for polite conversation. I gasped aloud as I felt the slippery warmth of his tongue in my ear; I moaned as one of his hands left my bosom and ran down the soft curve of my belly, lingered awhile in the little furry forest as my little love-button began to weep and the tight slit opened a little in welcome. Then his finger was sliding into the opening and curving with practised ease as it did so, rubbing my pulsating spot at the same time. My knees grew weak. I squeezed the cheeks of my bottom round the silk-clad iron of his erectness, and his gasp tickled my hair as it flowed around my shoulders. Just as the waves were about to overcome me, he hurried me over to the thick rug which was well-worn from our many energetic bouts of love-making, laid me gently down and glued his mouth to mine in a fervent exchange of moistly thrusting tongues, while his hands moved with practised skill all over my body. Then his lips left mine and fastened on my left breast, sucking the nipple in as far as it would go, while I arched my back and hissed my pleasure through clenched teeth. My right bosom was treated equally before the hot trail slithered slowly down my belly and a hand cupped my furry slit and squeezed the lips together in that heavenly caress which lifted the blissful waves further towards my crescendo.

As always at that point, my awareness of the precise nature of his caresses faded as I closed my eyes and surrendered to the multitude of sensations flooding through the very core of my being. Sometimes he would draw my legs up to my bosom until my most secret places were revealed and toy with them; at others he would clamp his mouth to my cunny and the tip of his stiffened tongue on my love-button would fill my head with the red mists of sensual ecstasy. Sometimes he would linger there until I was reduced to a limp and panting wreck. On other occasions he would wait until I was approaching the crest and then the fulfilling entry of his maleness would make me squeal with joy as I wrapped my legs round his back and my bottom began to dance in time with his.

I remember this time clearly, more for the events which took place afterwards than for the loving itself, although it was one of the few times when he turned me over on to my front, firmly spread my plump buttocks until the little hole buried between them was not only fully exposed but apparently standing proud of the surrounding flesh, and treated me to that much favoured, most intimate and utterly delicious caress. His tongue not only laved the opening but pushed its way past the tight ring of muscle into the opening itself, something which hitherto I had only experienced with my female lovers.

He had eventually turned me on to my back and my cunny was by then so slippery with my love juices that his entrance was effected in one smooth thrust. We had reached our climax at one and the same time, itself a feat worthy of note!

Finally sated, we had tried to continue with his painting but inspiration had left him, so we had meandered naked round our garden, hand in hand and happy.

Which is what we were doing when Arabella arrived unannounced and completely unexpected. I can imagine the shame and embarrassment which would have overtaken almost any other woman of my standing had even the closest friend and relative caught her out in God's fresh air in a state of complete nudity - especially in the company of an equally naked man, even if that man were her husband. Arabella's arrival evinced no more reaction than a squeal of pure glee as I ran towards her and hugged her to my bosom. As Phillip's cousin, she was in any event a close relation by marriage but, far more importantly, she and I had fallen deeply in love when I was with Aunt Grace, where I had been an enthusiastic participant in the Entertainments which that beautiful and aptly named lady had arranged for her Guests. These had exclusively featured a wide variety of spanking scenarios, taking place in the cellar of her large house on the outskirts of London, where a small replica of a theatre had been set up, with seats for some twenty Guests, all of whom had an excellent view of the stage where they could watch the girls having their bare bottoms severely dealt with.

I had been in the process of acting a naughty schoolgirl undergoing a sound spapking at the expert right hand of Cook, who was playing the Mistress. She had made me bend right over and hold on to my well-separated ankles, so that the audience was presented with a splendid view of my broadened and splayed bottom. By this stage, I was not only reasonably hardened to the pain of physical chastisement but had come to find sensual pleasure in the pain, so I could detach myself from the smart and enjoy peering between my legs at the rapt faces of the Guests as they stared with glittering eyes at my naked and fast-reddening posteriors. It was then that I had seen Arabella and had fallen ins|antly for her golden beauty. Very fortunately, I had had the same effect on her and we had spent many an evening and night together, sharing our love of spanking and loving everything else about each other.

She had then engineered a meeting between Phillip and myself and my cup of happiness had been filled to the brim. Now she had returned from her Tour of Europe, looking tired from the rigours of her journey but, despite that, still the fairest friend of all.

We kissed. As sisters to start with. Then the full import of our nakedness struck her and I saw her lovely face assume that slight tautness round the full and wide mouth which I knew denoted the onset of sensual excitement. She held me at arms length and her eyes swept down my body, pausing at those areas which are so particularly feminine, before hugging me close and pressing her sweet mouth against mine in growing passion. Our panting breathings mingled as our tongues engaged in a loving battle for supremacy and, when the pleasures of this oral contact diminished, our hands at one and the same time travelled down our backs until all four were firmly buried in the uniquely yielding flesh of the female buttock, mine all bare and hers thrusting against skirts, petticoat, chemise and drawers but despite that, still a treat for my searching fingers as they helped draw our middles together.

I am ashamed to admit that it was some little time before my mind returned to my beloved Phillip, so pleased was I to greet my Arabella. Eventually I withdrew from her embrace and with the broadest smile of which I was capable, turned to him, finding that I was hugely relieved to see that the sight of our rapture had brought about an equally broad smile on his handsome features.

Presumably due to the sight of his cousin's slim and elegantly long fingers sinking into the ample flesh of my stark naked buttocks, his manhood was showing every sign of recovery from our recent bout of passion and was fast rising and we watched in silent awe as it thrust itself magically into the air until the tip seemed to be brushing his navel. Our eyes met, and with the natural accord which was such a crucial part of our relationship, we tacitly agreed that it was ludicrous for our guest to be fully clad while her hosts were not. The obvious course of action was to render her as naked as we were.

Without a word we turned towards her. And if our agreement needed no words, neither did her understanding of our intentions. She backed away, laughing in embarrassment rather than complicity and, for the first time since I had had the honour of knowing her, I felt a twinge of disappointment. Had she changed in her absence? I should have known better!

'Please, my dearest loves. I am not in any fit state to be stripped bare. I have suffered a long and arduous journey. Please may I have a bath before I join you?'

'Oh Arabella, how thoughtless j of me. Of course you may - on the condition that I wash you!'

Our laughter tinkled through the trees as they nodded gently to the rhythms of the soft summer breeze as, arm in arm, we moved towards the house. I remember that I was sufficiently confident that Phillip was following closely to add an extra little sway and wiggle to my naked bottom, knowing that he would be captivated by the contrast in our rear views.

I had often thought that I should employ at least one maid. The admirable Mavis, who had been Phillip's cook/housekeeper for some years, had willingly stayed on in the same capacity and, although she and I had become almost friendly, I* still felt inhibited at the thought of other and inferior eyes observing the very Bohemian habits which Phillip and I found almost second nature. It therefore took me a little time to heat enough hot water to fill the bath to Arabella's satisfaction, during which time she and her cousin sat in her bedroom happily naked and talking with their own intimacy which, though of a different basis to the one she and I shared, was nonetheless very special.

In time, the tub was steaming in a most welcome way. I had added an infusion of my favourite scented oils and the intimacy of the small room was considerably enhanced by the exotic aroma. Weary from my exertions, I leaned back against the wall and joined with my husband in enjoying the delectable sight of Arabella getting cautiously into the bath. First of all, she daintily raised her right foot over the edge of the tub and placed it cautiously into the hot water. Evidently the temperature was just a little excessive for her delicate skin - or she was fully aware of the two pairs of eyes avidly drinking in the fascinating sight of her thighs, one straight and the other bent; the little copse of golden hair at their junction; her left buttock, atop the straight thigh, gloriously bunched and tight, yet so femininely soft in its plump smoothness; her right cheek sweeping easily into the near-upward curve of its adjoining thigh. And to me, the most eye-holding part of them all, the long deep cleft, angled by her position, concealing yet leading my mind towards that perfect little pink opening nestling in its innermost depths.

All too soon she decided that the bath was exactly as she required and our gaze was restricted to her pink and smiling face shrouded in scented steam. Not for long, because both Phillip and I were most solicitous in our caring for her and insisted that she should stand up while we saved her the onerous task of washing herself. We had a brief and good-natured little squabble over which of us should wash which part but resolved it to the satisfaction of all by each of us soaping and rinsing her whole body. We both therefore gained the satisfaction of re-acquainting ourselves with her bosoms, belly, thighs and cunny as well as the enticing plains of her back and loins and the divided hills of her buttocks. I know that I especially enjoyed sliding my soapy fingertips deep into the tight valley between them until they came to rest against the slightly wrinkled surround of her anus - and, judging from her little moans, so did she.

The rest of the evening was uneventful. Arabella was still weary after her travels, so we supped early and she retired alone, leaving Phillip and me to rid ourselves of our pent-up excitement. The sight and feel of her glorious bare bottom had presumably inspired both of us, for when she had gone, leaving a succulent reminder of the sweetness of her kisses on our lips, I undressed in the most lascivious manner of which I was capable before turning my back on my beloved spouse and waggling my own, and even more lushly formed bottom in front of his eyes. Then I lay face down on our bed and waited with eyes closed in happy anticipation while he stripped and joined me. At the first touch of his mouth on the very top of my bottom-cleft, my eyes flew open again, joined in time by my mouth as his hands firmly drew my cheeks apart and he saluted my little pink rosebud with lips and tongue.

My ecstasy grew and grew as he raised my hips until my bottom was straining upwards and giving him clear access to both my openings, his fingers joining in with his mouth with the skilful sensitivity of the ablest of musicians on his favourite instrument.

I then felt the velvet plum of his manhood nuzzling pressingly against the tightness of my bottom-hole and I cried out at the unexpected delight, for since I had discovered the pleasure of receiving him in the orifice designed for the purpose, my rear entrance had taken second place and I had almost forgotten the sweet and sour sensation of an expert penetration there. Owing to the lack of use, I re-experienced the special pricking as the ring of muscle stretched to accommodate the invader and then sighed aloud as he slipped steadily into the clinging depths. Then I felt his hand smooth up the inside of my thigh on its way to finger the little spot at the top of my slit and both my main pleasure places were sending their individual waves into the centre of my being, until we rose together to our conclusions.

We also retired earlier than was our wont and so all three of us woke suitably refreshed which, in view of the strenuous nature of the forthcoming day, was a blessing.

After a leisurely breakfast, and as soon as Mavis had finished her duties and left for her home, Phillip suggested that he should try and finish the painting on which we had been working the day before. Before I could even consider the implications of posing in Eve's costume in her presence (for I could not believe that she would consider retreating to a quiet corner of the house or garden with a good book or her needlework), Arabella immediately interrupted:

'Is dearest Annie posing for you, Phillip?'

'Yes, she is for this one.'

'Nude, I trust.'

'Naturally.'

'Excellent. And I shall position myself where I have a clear and close view of her naked bottom. It is far too long since I feasted my eyes on the richness of its curves and the whiteness of her skin. Tell me, Phillip, do you spank her?'

At this point they disappeared through the door into the garden and I had been so dumbfounded by her forwardness that I was too slow to follow immediately behind them and so missed his response. Had he been as truthful as I would have expected, he would have replied in the negative, because in the nine months of our marriage his hand had done no more than caress my buttocks. I had not been a perfect wife but had certainly not erred to the extent that I merited chastisement. However, Arabella's question suddenly aroused those yearnings which had lain dormant since I had left Aunt Grace's House. In that strange but love-filled establishment I had soon learned that Mother Nature had bestowed on me a bottom which not only seemed to please most who saw it all bare but also one which found pleasure in being spanked and beaten.

The happiness of my wedded state had made me forget this need. Nor had I longed for the touch of another female's body and for her touch on mine. I had enjoyed bathing dear Arabella the previous evening but had afterwards turned willingly and instinctively to my husband, without giving her treasures a second thought. But the prospect of posing with her beautiful blue eyes staring avidly at my bare bottom excited me; my mind leapt towards the enticing notion of her persuading Phillip to spank me in front of her; then I would gain my revenge on her -charging her with incitement - and feel once again the joy of having her across my lap while I reddened her delectable bare buttocks. Awkwardly aware of a tingling sensation in my love-nest which was noticeably different to that induced by Phillip's approaches, I hurried after them and all three of us went together into the Studio.

Had Arabella not stated her intention to gaze closely at my uncovered posteriors, I may well have felt a sense of modesty when first disrobing in her presence, notwithstanding all that had gone on between us in the past. As it was, helped by the fact that I was wearing only a peignoir, drawers, stockings and shoes, I was stripped stark naked in less than a minute. The two cousins were sitting side by side on the small chaise longue on which I had several times posed. I moved slowly until I was standing in front of them, nervous to start with until I saw the expressions on their faces. Phillip, who knew every inch of me as lover, husband and Artist: Arabella, a member of my own sex, whose eyes should have been at least appraising, if not critical, and who also knew every inch of me. As one, they slowly licked their lips as their gaze travelled down my naked body from plumply rounded and pink-tipped breasts, via the gentle swell of my belly with only the little button to interrupt its smoothness, to the neat, furry little triangle of dark gold hair which drew the eye down to the scarcely concealed lips and the tight slit between them.

Silently they stared at me. All my senses flared into new life, for although Phillip had several times commented on the attractions of my form - especially my bottom - it had either been an expression of artistic satisfaction or the sort of compliment a wife expects from her husband. Perhaps he had surveyed me with gleaming lust in his eyes but, if so, I had not noticed until that moment. And if Arabella was not looking at me in any different way, I had temporarily forgotten what it was like to bathe in her admiration in the confident expectation of sensual delights to come.

The warm summer air caressed my naked skin. I felt my nipples stiffen and a glance downwards confirmed that not only had they reached the pointed state which always indicated my excitement but also a pink flush had crept down from my prickling face to paint a little triangle from my throat towards my trembling bosom. My cunny throbbed gently and I sensed the moistness spreading out from her core.

I placed my hands on the top of my head and stretched upwards to give my breasts an extra prominence. I closed my eyes.

'Oh my darling Annie. You are more beautiful than ever. See her waist, Phillip, and how her hips curve out from it like a cello. Such lovely firm breasts .. . and I adore her little cunny. Look, her slit is so easily visible through the fine hairs there. Oh, there's a little drop of her love-juice . . . and your thighs are even plumper, I swear. Can I see your bottom?'

I had anticipated her desire and was turning around as she voiced her request. Only the sound of our breathing broke the silence. The skin of my bottom crawled as I sensed the four eyes fixed on the pale contours and the tight, deep cleft which I knew so well from long periods of study in carefully-placed looking-glasses. I jumped as I felt the soft touch of her hand on my flesh and then relaxed as the happy familiarity of her caress sent the blood coursing through my veins. Her hand smoothed slowly over the left cheek, pressing into the yielding softness before inching across to send its splayed fingertips delving into the division, deeper and deeper until the first touch on my anus made me gasp aloud. She patted both cheeks. Firmly. Enough to make each wobble. A warning of proper spanks to come some time in the near future? I hoped so.

'Enough for now, my dearest. We must not hold up your husband's artistic endeavours.' Her voice was husky and all my most sensitive parts thrilled to its echo. T must now content myself with simply looking. But I will find it hard to contain myself.'

I vaguely heard the bustling behind me as Phillip set up his easel and loaded his palette with the paints best suited to capture the fleshly tones laid out so willingly before him. As if in a dream, I remembered the exact pose he had requested and my body flowed into position of its own volition and silence reigned once more. My mind flowed in another sense and in other directions, recalling images of Arabella in the naked state which became her so well; the delectable combination of softness and firmness which characterised the flesh of her bottom and bosoms; her tiny, pink bottom-hole; the taste and scent of her; the feel of her hands stroking and spanking me; the quality of her mouth; her happy laugh as we indulged in our wickedly sensual games, especially with one of Aunt Grace's Maids; the intense pleasure gained from giving her a sound spanking.

It had seemed but a moment that I stood there but when Phillip's voice broke into my thoughts to announce that he had finished, I realised that I had been there for well over an hour. I stretched luxuriantly and moved over to examine the painting. Perhaps inspired by the atmosphere, it assuredly had a special quality which he had not achieved before. It was a simple nude study, without any of the Classical allusions which were demanded by most of the purchasers of his work and, although the pose was innocence itself, he had reached new heights in the quality of the flesh tones. My naked bottom seemed so real that I was tempted to reach out and touch it. Even I could see that it was beautiful and desirable.

With a modest laugh, Phillip carefully lifted the canvas off the easel and put it safely away in a far corner of the Studio. We then stood looking at each other, for once at a loss.

I studied the two people closest to me. Phillip, tall, slender, golden-haired, clean shaven, with an aristocratic elegance despite his appalling old painting smock and slightly dishevelled hair. Arabella and he were remarkably alike, in that both were fair-haired, blue-eyed and with similar wide and humorous mouths. Apart from the obvious differences due to their gender, Arabella had none of her cousin's leanness, being instead richly rounded in every proper direction.

Suddenly I felt awkward in my bareness, so quickly moved to where I had left my few clothes and donned them hurriedly and no sooner had I turned round than Arabella's voice broke the silence.

'I am glad you dressed yourself, Annie my dear.

Having been staring at your bare bottom for what seems no less than a year, I can no longer wait to place you across my lap and give you the prolonged spanking I have been yearning to administer ever since I decided to break my journey. As you well know, baring an errant bottom adds considerably to the occasion. That is why I am glad that you got dressed.' My heart leapt and I could hear it thud; my breathing lost its normal stately rhythm and the skin of my threatened buttocks tingled in keen anticipation. In a trice I was back at Aunt Grace's and all the strange pleasures of waiting for a sensual, although undeniably painful, spanking surged through me.

'Phillip dearest,' she continued, 'from what we have just seen, Annie's bottom seems to inspire you to new heights of artistic expression. Why do you not fetch your sketch pad and commit the scene you are about to witness to posterity?'

Far from protesting at the unseemly fate awaiting his wife's delicate buttocks, my husband complied with eager stride and a wicked grin, settled himself back on the chaise longue and signalled that he was ready to bear witness to my shame and pain. Arabella fetched a simple wooden chair, placed it carefully before him, sat down and patted her lap. I hesitated. Not from fear but to prolong the pleasures; to savour the hollowness in my belly, the pounding of my heart and, sharpest of all, the strange awareness of my bottom, which felt for the first time in over nine months that peculiar heaviness to which I had become so accustomed when I was being regularly spanked.

My gaze focused on Arabella. Our widened blue eyes held the other's, hers shining brightly at the prospect of the sensual act already under way. Her lovely face had an open-mouthed tenseness in its expression, telling me that her longings matched my own. Her breasts moved with her breathing under the flimsy stuff of her light summer gown. Its skirts moulded to the contours of her beautifully plump and rounded thighs and I stared avidly at them, imagining their yielding firmness under me as I proffered my buttocks in the time-honoured fashion. Her right hand stroked over her thigh, then patted it rhythmically, causing a visible quiver at every landing. I followed its movements, knowing that she was tantalising me. Suddenly the longing to rest my body on those thighs and to feel the whippy slenderness of her palm and fingers lashing into my naked flesh quite overwhelmed me and I almost ran to her side.

She took my trembling hand, smiled lovingly up at me, then guided me into position.

I had taught her well. She did not let her impatience lead her to undue haste but slowly ran her hand over the protruding mounds of my bottom, assessing the resilience of the flesh through the thin covering, adjusting my position until she was satisfied that the various demands of hand and eye would be met. Then she commenced an unhurried baring, inching the skirts of my peignoir up my legs and thighs, halting just below the upward sweep of my bottom to give her the opportunity to study my denuded limbs, before tucking my sole outer garment well up on the small of my back and exposing my drawers. I closed my eyes and tried to envisage the sight facing her, recalling a number of images from my days at Aunt Grace's, where I had been free to place any one of the Maids in the same position I was now occupying. I knew that my drawers - in pure white silk, with scarlet ribbons at the legs and waist to match the colour of my garters - were tight enough to cling lovingly to what they were still covering, but not so tight that they stretched across the opened divide between the cheeks. I could feel the soft smoothness of the material against the inner curves of my buttocks.

Once again her hand moved over me, smoothing, pressing, patting, pinching. My whole bottom tingled. My whole body thrilled. My re-opened eyes stared unseeingly at the rough wooden floorboards until I felt her fingers at the waist ribbons and knew that my bottom was about to be laid bare. I breathed deeply, then held my breath and tried to still my beating heart. I wanted no distractions to the thrilling sensation of my drawers sliding down over my swellings. My mind flickered between the sensations flooding into the centre of my being as the cool air visited more and more skin, and visualised how her eyes were drinking in the gradual exposure of my intimate flesh.

At last I felt rumpled silk slither down my thighs until it rested in limp surrender at the crook of my slightly bent knees and my breath sawed through my throat as I gasped air into my straining lungs. There was another pause while we both recovered from the tenseness of the preceding moments. I cannot begin to estimate how often I have had my bottom bared in readiness for a spanking but I suppose the natural modesty which is a part of most women has always prevented me from regarding the process with anything less than excitement, even if the person baring me is not only well known to me, but also a loving friend.

As is my darling Arabella. And yet as I sensed her eyes boring into my exposed flesh, I felt all the crawling nervousness which makes corporal punishment applied to the naked bottom so very effective.

Without conscious thought, I proffered myself even more blatantly, raising my hips by the simple expedient of bringing my knees inwards a little and by arching my back downwards. I heard a little mur-mure of appreciation from above and behind as my buttocks grew rounder and more widely spread. I was sure that my action would have revealed the rearmost portion of my moistening cunny to her and opened up those sensitive folds between thighs and cheeks. I felt the softness of her hand on my nakedness, again probing the yieldingness and measuring the span of the divided target before her. Then my breath stilled once more as I felt her fingertips digging into the in-rollings of my mounds and my cleft slowly opening up to the heat of her gaze and the coolness of the air as she closely inspected my bottom-hole.

At last her left arm spread itself across my naked loins and her hand gripped my right hip. We were both ready. Her first spank lashed with full vigour into the fleshiest part of my left buttock. I felt the wobble spread through my bottom, the sting made me gasp and the sound rang in my ears.

She waited. I could envisage the pink imprint of her hand on the whiteness of my skin, waxing rapidly, especially where the fingertips had stung the most. The second blow visited the other cheek and I began to lose myself in the amalgamation of sensations. The spanks rained down at regular intervals and steadily set my whole bottom ablaze as I fought to stay still and present a properly accessible target to my beloved friend. The pain and the consequent pleasure revived all the ecstasies which I had experienced at Aunt Grace's and which marriage to a man amongst men had made me forget. I was as aware of my naked posterior as I ever had been and the longer the spanking continued and the hotter Arabella rendered my flesh, the more I yearned for more. I rocked on the firm support provided by her broad thighs; I gasped, panted and sobbed as the fiery waves spread through my being; my brain thrilled to the ringing echo of her hand on my bottom-flesh; my cunny throbbed liquid-

[bookmark: bookmark4]iy-

To pervert a common saying, absence had obviously made my bottom grow fonder, because Arabella's hand obviously wearied before my buttocks and I felt a keen sense of disappointment when she stopped. I peered back over my left shoulder. She was vigorously rubbing her right hand with her left, her mouth open in her panting and her glistening eyes fixed on my naked and undoubtedly crimson rump. I then remembered my audience and craned my neck round in the other direction. Phillip's expression mimicked his cousin's so precisely that I smiled through the hot tears coursing down my face. Then I recalled Arabella's request that the events he had just witnessed should be committed to paper and I hoped that he had not been too carried away to obey.

I misjudged him. When I at last rose from the supportive lap and my rosy-red cheeks had been subjected to a lingering and admiring inspection, he showed us the results of his endeavours. Both Arabella and I were genuinely effusive in our praise. Given that the sketches were unfinished in that he had only recorded the essentials and planned to complete them in more leisurely fashion, they were beautifully evocative, with the outlines of our bodies depicting the essential actions of a good spanking to perfection. Suddenly my clothes seemed burdensome and I stripped myself naked and danced round the Studio, waggling my bare, red bottom at the others. Then I wanted to see them in the same state, so advanced with malice aforethought and stripped the giggling pair. My mind was full of desire for naked bottom flesh and, as soon as I had removed their apparel, I sat on the chaise longue, turned them so that they were facing away from me and helped myself to handfuls and mouthfuls of their buttocks, relishing Phillip's firm muscularity as much as Arabella's yielding softness. My blood was afire with lust. In nine months of wedded happiness, my physical yearnings had presumably been somewhat suppressed as all the many joys of a happy marriage had dominated my feelings - albeit with no apparent regrets on my part - but Arabella's arrival had clearly had the effect of a steady blowing on the embers and her devoted attentions to my bottom, Phillip's presence as enraptured witness and the sketches which were firm proof of his excitement, had sent the flames rushing through me.

My bottom was throbbing deliciously and I wanted to feel their hands and mouths on it, so I stood up, made them sit side by side on the chaise longue and then draped myself across the four naked thighs. Arabella was the further away of the two, so my bosom was comfortably squashed against her left one, while the remaining three pressed delightfully against various portions of my middle. The first touch of their hands roaming eagerly over my back, buttocks and thighs had such a languorous effect on my overheated emotions that the fervour which had consumed me since Arabella had first threatened my bare bottom ebbed gently away.

I lay there and my senses expanded so that I was able to enjoy all of the pleasing things, from the differences of the feel of each hand to the hot, stiff length of my husband's manhood pressing into me. My bottom was the centre of attention and was stroked, patted, prodded, kneaded, tickled, opened up wide to expose the secret little orifice nestling deep within its tight division - which in turn was tickled and prodded. Little moans flittered past my dry lips.

I loosened my hair so that it flowed over my shoulders. My whole body throbbed. I felt totally abandoned and the waves of ecstasy were crashing regularly through me, yet I had no desire to reach out for the climax which was so easily within reach. I wanted to wallow in the fleshy delights for as long as I could. And then, after the briefest possible pause, wallow again!

My thighs were being eased apart. Fingertips were brushing against the inrollings of my bottom-cheeks and the tops of my thighs. My buttocks were being held apart again. With panting eagerness, I spread my legs and pushed my bottom upwards, feeling their hands sink even further into the flesh and the division yawn more widely. My cunny was now within reach, the curly golden hairs seeming to waft in the breeze of exposure. A hand crept beneath and cupped the upper part while a finger slipped between the slackening lips and squirmed into the hotly yearning tunnel. Another found my pleasure spot. My breathing whooped through my constricted throat, mingling rhythmically with my gasps and moans. I felt the hot wetness of a tongue on my anus and the boiling surge of bliss into my very core was enough to send me finally over the edge of anticipation into the wonderful turmoil of fulfilment.

I finally regained my senses and turned to face my tormentors. We smiled at each other and I reached up and cupped Arabella's perfect breast and the touch of her satiny skin was sufficient to fan my temporarily sated embers. Flickering tendrils coursed through my vitals but with no sense of intemperate urgency. It was now evening and the cooling air reminded me of the pleasures of a hot bath but before that, I needed to salute my two lovers. I clambered off their laps, stood before them and kissed each beloved and lovely mouth. Lingeringly. And running one hand over each of their breasts as I did so, relishing the differing textures of skin and consistency of flesh between the masculine and the feminine, enjoying both but secretly preferring Arabella's softness to Phillip's supple muscularity. The rolling of her plump bosoms under my questing palm thrilled me. Emboldened by their willing complicity, I made them change places, so once again I was seated and they stood with their backs to me, presenting the part of the human body I find most attractive, sensual and exciting. I gazed at their bare bottoms, again marvelling at the differences in the shapes of the buttocks, the texture of the skin, the length, depth and tightness of the two clefts. Once more I found myself drawn more to the feminine than the masculine. I pondered anew on the stroke of fortune which had so fashioned my inner nature that I could derive such intense pleasure from both sexes. If Arabella's charms appealed to me more than my husband's, that did not mean for one moment that I regretted my marriage. As I sat there excitedly surveying their naked posteriors arrayed only inches from my face, I felt a surge of intense excitement at the prospect of the physical delights ahead and the certain knowledge that both my lovers would please me - and be pleased by me - equally, and that after Arabella had left, I would be happier than ever in my husband's company.

I planted a tender kiss on the crown of each cheek, then suggested that we bathed, had an early supper and then continued the entertainments indoors. My idea was well received and, pausing only to gather up the sketching pad and armfuls of clothes, we scampered naked into the house and in no time, the tub was emitting a welcome aromatic steam. We each took turns to stand in it to be washed by the other two, with Arabella and I having a happy little squabble over which one of us was to wash Phillip's burgeoning masculinity. Then I wanted to wash them both at one and the same time, again enjoying the contrast in the sight and feel of their bodies. This inspired Phillip to conduct a detailed investigation of 'the two most beautiful bodies in the world', so two giggling females stood while their personal areas were thoroughly soaped. Naturally, Arabella then had to do the same to us. By the end, most of the water was on the floor and we were glowing pink.

We decided to dress up for our light supper.

'It will make the subsequent undressing so much more exciting,' I announced. 'And, Arabella, my palm is already thirsting to sink into your delectable buttocks. After supper, and when Phillip has enjoyed his cigar and port, I shall place you across my knees, bare your bottom and spank it scarlet. And, I shall enjoy each and every moment of your thoroughly deserved fustigation!' Assuming the most supercilious demeanour and with my nose held in the air, I departed for our bedroom - adding the most sensuous sway to my own naked posterior as I did so and with her happy laughter echoing in my ears.

We ate the cold collation left by the worthy Mavis, accompanied by a bottle of Phillip's best champagne, with all the panache of a formal Dinner. Both Arabella and I had donned our best gowns, had dressed our hair with utmost and most fashionable elegance and wore our favourite pieces of jewellery, in my case a string of exquisite pearls and a diamond and sapphire brooch. The conversation sparkled, and our best silver candlesticks added a final touch to our table.

As the last crumbs of cheese were delicately transferred to our mouths at the end of wetted forefingers,

Arabella and I retired to let my husband enjoy his glass of port and a good cigar and, having lit the lamps, we settled down on the main sofa in the drawing room, still smiling at the lingering memories of such a harmonious repast. I rested my hand on the rich curve of her upper thigh, the tips of my fingers gently pressing into the yielding flesh through the varied layers of clothing.

'I am so glad that you came, my dearest. Your visit has revived so many desires and longings - and your presence has already begun to satisfy some of them. Did you enjoy spanking my bottom as much as you used to?'

Her big blue eyes held mine and her hand stole on to my thigh. 'More than ever. I do believe that the marital state especially becomes you, Annie. Not only are the cheeks of your bottom more fulsomely curved and plump than I remember, but I swear that there is a sheen to your skin, a gleam in your eyes, a spring in your walk and an effervescence in you which makes you even more beautiful. This all makes you even more desirable. And that made me even keener to spank you. Yes, my darling friend, I enjoyed it. I have not had the pleasure of having a bare bottom spread across my thighs since yours was last positioned there and the feel and sight of your flesh as it wobbled and reddened under my tender administrations was pure heaven. And I imagine that you are anticipating your revenge with equal glee.'

Her words thrilled me. I prayed for Phillip to hurry over his post-prandial contemplations and join us.

'Of course I am. I . . At that very moment, the door opened and Phillip arrived.

'I had secretly hoped that you would have started without me. Then I could have feigned extreme anger and punished you both!'

We grinned at him. 'My dearest husband,' I replied, 'I think that both our bottoms would benefit from the touch of a male hand - but only after I have had my fill of your cousin's. Do you have your drawing materials to hand? Good, for I feel that the forthcoming events will inspire you to even greater heights.'

At that I rose, placed an armless, upright chair in the centre of the room, seated myself and beckoned Arabella to me. For a moment she stayed in her chair, her eyes especially wide and fixed on mine, her mouth slightly open. I knew. I understood. The time for the deliciously humiliating and tantalisingly painful ordeal was upon her and, like me, she wanted to proceed with due deliberation, the better to savour it all.

She stood, eventually, and moved across the room with slow and stately grace. Her eyes left my face and travelled down to the twin columns of my waiting thighs, then, with a deep sigh, she lowered herself into position. Suddenly I was consumed with eagerness and immediately began the rather laborious pleasure of raising her skirt and petticoats up to her waist, tucking them securely underneath her until I was confronted by the entrancing sight of her drawers stretched tightly across her seat, their slit forced slightly open by her posture, revealing her chemise and, clearly visibly through that, the thin dark line of her bottom-cleft.

With trembling fingers, I tugged the thin stuff of her chemise from under the waist of her drawers, holding my breath as the hem crept spasmodically upwards over her bottom and, inch by inch, that delectable division was revealed to me. For long minutes, I sat looking down on the entrancing sight before me, revelling in the soft weight of her on my thighs and in the certain knowledge that whenever I wished, I could remove the last bastion of her defences and fully expose her wondrous bottom. But before I did, I introduced the skin of my right hand to its expectant target, running it from the nearer flank, enjoying the smoothness of the curves under the tightly stretched silk, then the even silkier warmth of her naked skin on the part protruding through the slit, growing warmer in the division itself. I squeezed the softness, patted and pinched it until I felt her stirring restlessly and knew that neither of us could wait any longer for the next step. I unfastened the scarlet ribbons and eased the drawers down until they subsided limply around her knees.

I stared at her bare bottom as if I had never seen it before. The broadened roundness, the soft tightness of the central inrolling, the clean folds at the junctions of her thighs, the pure whiteness of her skin all sent me into a state of rapture, which was only broken when my hand, of its own accord, rose and flashed down to sink into the crown of her left buttock. It fell away as I watched the pink imprint grow and then I shook my head to clear the mists and set to in earnest.

Perhaps I had absorbed some of Phillip's artistic inclinations, for I saw the naked spread of her bottom as an exotic canvas and my hand as a brush with which to colour the virgin surface with almost every shade of pink and red. I covered the whole area with sharp and even spanks until it glowed a bright pink. I then aimed slower, heavier blows to the crowns of each cheek until there were two darker oval patches like the rouge on a countrywoman's face. I held her buttocks open with my left hand so that my right could smack into the open cleft and thrilled that my beloved friend raised her hips to facilitate the operation. I parted her thighs as far as her tangled drawers would allow so that I could smack the very end of her cleft, as it joined the pink-lined slit of her cunny.

My vision was filled with her quivering and reddening flesh, while my ears sang to the ringing sounds of each impact. My palm grew warm and the skin of her bottom felt ever softer under it. She began to bob and weave and the rhythm of her movements on my thighs excited my cunny. I could imagine my own bottom, squashed between our weights and the cushioned seat of the chair. I could see my entranced husband, his attention split between the event taking place before him and the need to record it on his sketching pad.

I felt a resurgence of my love for Arabella. Spanking her on her bare bottom was more than sensuality personified. There was a communication between us, directed from my head and heart, through my hand, on to her bottom and thence to her head and her heart. I stopped, but only to adjust her position so that her head was on the floor, her spread knees bent inwards and her scarlet posteriors thrust into the air, inches from my face. Once again, I held them open, but this time sufficiently widely to expose her little rosebud. I gazed at her most private part with love and lust, before administering a final flurry of gentle spanks which I knew would touch her very core. They did and, as she bucked and screamed in her ecstasy, I grasped both cheeks tightly and squeezed the hot, red flesh while directing my middle finger right into the pulsating bottom-hole.

She slumped over my aching thighs, panting in her release, while I sat back, stroking the silken flesh, admiring the richness of the colour. I looked across too Phillip and, as I did so, his eyes lifted from his sketching pad, met mine and a broad grin slowly spread over his handsome features. It did not take any high degree of prescience to realise that his blood was up and that the two spankings he had witnessed already that day had inspired him to take an active role in this most exciting of sensual pursuits. Neither was it difficult to appreciate that with Arabella's still naked and exceedingly red buttocks clearly in need of a period of rest, that my bottom would have to provide him with the wherewithal to slake his evil desires. My grin of happy complicity matched his!

So with my middle portions already beginning to tingle in anticipation, I set about the pleasing task of soothing Arabella's throbbing flesh, rubbing, stroking, kissing and licking the hot, satiny mounds and the even more delectable flesh of her cleft, once more laying her bottom-hole bare and applying my lips and tongue to it, while my hand stole between her thighs, on to the deliciously sticky triangle of hair until I had one finger inside the moist heat of her passage and the other rubbing the firm little button of her 'spot'. Once more, the walls of our elegant drawing room rang to the echoes of her uninhibited shrieks.

Once she had recovered, we all agreed that her bottom was still far too sore to bear the touch of her clothing, so we stripped her down to just her boots and stockings. I played with her pouting breasts for a few happy moments and then turned to my beloved Phillip. Wordlessly, he took my hand, led me over to the chair and we assumed the traditional positions. I stared unseeingly at my splayed hands on the floor before me and settled down to enjoy the feeling of having my bottom laid bare for a spanking, a feeling which was even more pointed than usual for this was the first occasion my husband had so treated me. As it was not very long since I had been in an identical position over Arabella's lap, I was able to note the differences quite clearly, the biggest of which was the much firmer thighs supporting my trembling body. There was also the clumsier fumbling of his fingers, unaccustomed to the intricacies of intimate female apparel.

However, in due course, my various items of clothing had been suitably re-arranged and my bare bottom loomed excitingly into the warm air of this perfect summer evening. I had no modesty. Both onlookers were as avid to gaze upon my naked flesh as I was for them to do so. I drew my thighs inwards to accentuate the spread of my buttocks and in the hope that the lower portions of my cunny would be revealed. My eyes closed of their own accord as hands wandered over the exposed portions of my person. I abandoned myself completely. To the tingling ripples of the caresses. Then to the spurts of boiling heat as he began to spank me.

I had felt the strange communication between us when I had spanked Arabella and this sensation was even more intense as my husband spanked me. My own feelings took second place to my desire to please him to the utmost. I made subtle - and not so subtle - adjustments to my position to give different vistas and to vary the feel of my buttocks under his hand.

As usual, however, the pain eventually absorbed my full attention and I just lay over his thighs and did my very best to keep some control over the spasms. Until Arabella's beautiful face swam into my tear-stained vision and her hot mouth clamped itself over mine. She breathed in my gasps and moans, absorbed them and returned them to me, hushed within the sweetness of her breath.

And, unlike her, I was brought to my climax simply by the blazing heat in my bottom. I needed no further stimulation. And the ensuing few moments when I lay sprawled over Phillip's lap, beautifully conscious of my upraised bottom as the fires died down and my heartbeat began to settle, were even more delightful than ever, presumably because my beloved husband had been responsible for the pleasures and Arabella had not only been an avid witness but the passion of her kisses towards the end had brought a new quality to my joy.

It then seemed only natural for them to remove my clothing and reduce me to the same state as Arabella, although I was tingling to such an extent that I could not even bear the restriction of stockings and shoes. On helping me remove them, Arabella was clearly overtaken by similar feelings and removed hers, sitting to do so, and treating Phillip and myself to captivating views of her cunny between the round whiteness of her thighs as she raised first one then the other.

Up to this point, Phillip had been a traveller in the festivities, following the lead taken variously by the two women, but the sight of our naked charms began to inspire him. He professed that the chance to examine two such bodies came seldom to any man and so he was d****d if he was going to let such an opportunity pass unseized. He sat down, made us stand before him while our four scarlet buttocks were intimately examined. We then had to bend right over and grasp our ankles, while our cheeks, thighs and cun-nies were handled in a most delightful manner. Next we were forced on to our knees, out heads on the floor, our knees well apart and our bottoms thrust as high into the air as was possible. I cannot imagine that there are many women in this world who would regard being forced into such a humiliating and revealing posture with anything but alarm, but neither

Arabella nor I felt anything but excitement. We both knew that our beauty was not confined simply to the formation of our buttocks, but that we had both been blessed with bottom-holes which had enraptured all who had been privileged to see them, more in my case than in hers, for most of Aunt Grace's Guests had availed themselves of this peculiar honour. In both cases, there was a neat, discreet apd utterly charming pink femininity about this delicate and ultimately private orifice. And, of course, the man studying us was beloved by us both and so we could kneel there at perfect ease, troubled only by the period of waiting before the longed-for caresses commenced. As one, we turned our faces towards each other, so that we could take advantage of the proximity and exchange kisses of growing fervour as our bottom-holes felt the thrilling touch of his fingers.

My mind flickered, with diverse images filling my head in changing patterns. Like a kaleidoscope. I wanted to remind myself of the way Arabella's bottom looked in this posture. Then I could not recall whether I had, in fact, been so fortunate as to see it so positioned; I remembered arranging the looking-glasses in my room at Aunt Grace's house and gazing enraptured at my own reflection as I knelt. But had I gazed at her? I determined to do so. I had never been posed quite as tightly to be spanked. I wished to be so. And to spank my cousin-in-law thus. Immediately beforehand. Or perhaps immediately afterwards. I remembered the first time that I had set eyes on another girl's anus - round the fountain with that lovely naked statue. My Goddess. And one of the Maids being made to bend over by the others, who claimed to want to see whether her bottom had grown in plumpness since her arrival some weeks before mine. Bridget? Her name escaped me. But not the image of her slender little bottom and the little pink hole in its depth. Almost winking at me in the hot sun. I had seen Cook's. And Aunt Grace's. Both bigger and browner than Arabella's. Or mine. And with more hair encircling the opening.

And now Phillip was looking at mine. And clearly finding it pleasing, for there was a quality in his breathing which made that quite clear. My hip brushed against the silken warmth of Arabella's and we kissed again, and her moan fluttered hotly into my lungs. Then I felt my husband's tongue on the deepest inrolling of my buttocks and my own breath hissed through my clenched teeth as I eagerly awaited its touch on the opening. It came, and I strained to thrust my bottom even higher and widen the cleft even more. He left me and, knowing why, I turned to watch the contortions of Arabella's lovely face as her anus was bathed.

His finger slipped into my clinging tunnel. Another visited hers, for her gasp was loud. I squirmed my bottom against the welcome intrusion and squeezed my anal muscle to make the welcome clear. The feel of his knuckles against the still throbbing flesh of my buttocks told me that he had pushed it in as far as he could. I moaned again.

Against my wishes, he left me again and my bottom tingled with the memory. I sensed him leave and took advantage of his absence to straighten my back, to move round and peer closely at Arabella's straining bottom. Before I heard his returning footsteps, I had time for no more than a lingering glimpse of her treasures - broad, tight buttocks, still flushed from my earlier attentions; the flesh of the yawning cleft purest white; the split fig of her cunny at the base, the pink inside showing between the parted lips and the golden hair darkened and slightly matted from her excitements; and her violated bottom-hole, glistening, pink and so stretched by her posture that it was almost standing proud. A quick kiss; a quick gasp from her and I was back with my own bottom in position to greet Phillip's entrance behind us.

He licked us both again before I felt the pressure of a finger on the tightness and it slipped right into me with that sliding smoothness that told me that he had oiled it well. I knew then for certain that he was going to bugger me and my excitement surged anew.

As always, the near pain of his penetration made me gasp and instinctively try and withdraw my bottom, but my little ring of muscle soon yielded to his insistence and there was that lovely feeling of being stretched and filled. Our gasps of pleasure were loud in the silence and then we began to move our hips with the ease of practice. Inwards, until I felt the crispness of his body hair against my bottom and then outwards until my anus was squeezing the very tip of his manhood. And again, again and again until the rising passion took control and he jolted against me as the hot jets of his seed spurted into my depths. By this time my hand had reached for my 'spot' and my climax came almost immediately after his and the surges and spasms ejected the softening column, in spite of my attempts to hold him within me by tightening my anus.

Arabella had knelt quietly beside me while I was being ravished, even though I would not have chided her had she risen to watch closely. Her self-denial touched me deeply and despite my exhaustion, I determined that she should also be pleasured. Having kissed my husband in thanks, I lifted her to her feet and made them sit on the sofa, while I went into the kitchen, warmed up some milk and returned with the tray and a dampened cloth, which I used to sponge first Phillip's manhood, then Arabella's bottom-hole and cunny so that they were both refreshed and ready for the fray. We drank the milk, and I made her take the tray out, so that we could watch the twinkling sway of her naked buttocks as she walked and the sight was enough to bring about a visible increase in Phillip's interest.

We laid her down on the rich hearthrug, on her front and kissed and stroked her back, bottom and thighs. I held her cheeks open so that my husband could kiss and lick her hole and then he held them open for me. Just as her sighs were beginning to turn into moans, we turned her over and, after a brief but delicious interval on her bosoms we moved downwards, hauling her thighs upwards and backwards until her knees were almost pressing against her breast and both her cunny and anus were exposed and accessible. We had a brief discussion on who should do what and, with his usual impeccable manners, my husband gave me the choice.

I looked down at the feast laid out before me. Her two openings were beautifully framed by the smooth white flesh of her belly and thighs; her splayed buttocks formed a series of varied curves as they swept inwards, leading my eye smoothly to the little rosebud, thence to that enticing fold of skin which led to her love-nest, which was gaping in expectation, the pink interior glistening with the flowing of her juices and the lightly-furred lips pouting on either side. I hesitated, uncertain of which treasures to enjoy. I noticed that Phillip's gaze was fixed rigidly on her cunny and so indicated that I would take care of her anus.

So, we bent to out appointed tasks and pleasured her, our tongues flickering around and into her openings, occasionally meeting and saluting each other, the taste of her excitement was clearly discernible on Phillip and thrilled me more than somewhat. Her groans soon changed to shrieks and I could feel her bottom-hole twitching. I thrust my middle finger firmly into her bottom and felt the velvet grip of her contractions as she bucked and heaved.

We helped our panting cousin to her feet and she stood on unsteady limbs. I looked at her and my love for her surged. Her hair fell in disarray about her shoulders, her face was still flushed, her bosom was heaving, her cunny hairs were darkened from her spendings and her thighs trembling. She glowed radiantly in her wantonness.

It was time to retire. And, despite her reluctance, neither Phillip nor I could countenance the thought of leaving Arabella to sleep alone, so we took her hands and led her up the stairs, the flickering light of our candles throwing bizarre shadows on the walls.

We slept soundly.

[bookmark: bookmark5]Chapter 2

Arabella stayed with us for several days. And gloriously happy days they were. The sun shone, the birds sang and the gentle summer wind carried the sound of our laughter through the whispering trees. Even on sober, morning reflection, Phillip's sketches of the previous day's spankings excited both Arabella and me more than somewhat. I believe that it was my idea to suggest that my husband's talents should now be directed to producing a series of more studied drawings of similar scenes.

'I can well imagine, my dear husband, that it must be fearfully difficult to capture any key moment when your models are so active. Why do we not pose properly for you, so that you can select the most evocative pose - and add all the detail you wish?'

'Oh, Annie,' responded Arabella with a happy grin and a distinct gleam in her eyes, 'What a lovely idea. Phillip, are you prepared to bend your talents in this direction?'

'I cannot think of a more diverting theme,' he responded immediately and, like children granted a surprise treat, we settled down to plan the details, beginning with suitable apparel for the roles we would be assuming. As the hostess, I felt bound to offer Arabella the choice between first taking the active or passive part and was only mildly disappointed when she chose the active. At that moment,

I would certainly have preferred the prospect of gazing down on her bare bottom, although the alternative of having her looking at mine was not exactly a penance! We then decided that she should assume her most elegant day dress, while I would appear as an errant Maid. A simple white blouse, an old black skirt over a plain chemise and a pair of very ordinary drawers, ending in thick stockings and the old boots which I wore in the garden completed my basic ensemble. With Mavis's apron and cap, my reflection in my looking-glass gave me encouragement that my husband would not have to use too much artistic licence in capturing the image of a pretty but not very competent Abigail - and even less when I re-arranged my hair in a suitable manner. I then hurried to help Arabella with her preparations and when we eventually met Phillip in his Studio we were both in a ferment of excitement at this novel experience.

We then returned to the drawing room as Phillip had decided that the Studio was too bare of furniture and, even though our room could hardly be described as the epitome of elegance, it did provide a very realistic background to our little scenario. The chair from my bureau was placed in position, Phillip arranged his easel and materials, Arabella seated herself and I pulled my skirt well up to my waist and settled happily down on that familiar and well-loved lap. Closely following my husband's directions, she bared my bottom and we settled into stillness.

With the consideration which was one of his most endearing qualities, Phillip had decided that if he restricted his initial drawing to the basic essentials, we would not have to hold such difficult poses for an unbearable length of time. He also kept us well informed as to exactly which part or parts he was committing to paper, so, as long as we kept these absolutely still, we could relax the others. And all the time, there were pleasing distraction for both models. As the maid, I could spend time contemplating the simple pleasures of having my naked bottom prominently displayed to an expert and appreciative audience; when, later on, the roles were reversed, I could fill my visual sense with the splendid sight of Arabella's equally bare buttocks before me, and could every so often remind my palm of the delicious smoothness of her skin and the yielding softness of her flesh.

In all, we assumed four different poses that day, taking it turn and turn about to be the spanker and, for all our stiff weariness towards the end, the pleasure was greatly increased when Phillip suggested that our buttocks should show signs of the punishment and bade us to redden the 'victim' accordingly.

He refused to let us see the results of his labours until they were finished, so we left him in mid-afternoon, fortunately just as Mavis arrived, thus giving me a respite from the onerous task of preparing a bath. We undressed in my bedroom and, knowing that Mavis was busy in the kitchen, walked naked down the corridor, with Arabella in the lead. I remember to this day the sudden surge of lust as my eyes fastened on the stately, twinkling sway of her bare bottom as she trotted before me. And the sharp pang of guilt as I determined to enjoy her without Phillip's knowledge. This did not, however, prevent me from glorying in the anticipation of the wantonly sensual delights which would please us both.

I washed her first, revelling in the slipperiness of her soapy skin, lingering over her breasts until her nipples swelled like unripe mulberries. We kissed. I drew her tongue into my mouth and then pushed mine into hers and ran it all around the inside. Her hot wet hands gripped my bosoms and my nipples grew as stiff and hard as hers. I kissed and licked her cheeks and then held the damp tendrils of her hair aside and licked her dear little ears, eliciting a shrill little squeak of surprise - and an exhortation to continue!

With a sigh of relief, I returned Mavis's call of farewell and could then turn to my beloved with uninhibited passion. I made her stand while I washed the gentle curve of her belly and the rounded columns of her thighs before concentrating on her mound. She was standing with her thighs well apart and, as I knelt before her, I was treated to a view of her anatomy which was both new and delightful. The triangle of hair was darkened from its immersion and contrasted delightfully with the gleaming soft pink of the surrounding skin. For once, the tight little slit of her cunny was all but invisible. What caught and held my gaze, however, was the sight of the lower and central portions of her bottom between her thighs and below her love-nest. The twin cheeks presented a fascinating series of curves as they swept inwards to the cleft, with the hidden promise of her adorable little anus in its innermost depths. The complete vista epitomised smooth, soft, mysterious femininity. With a little moan of longing, I reached round for the cheeks of her opulent bottom and buried my open mouth in the wet fur, while my tongue searched avidly in the top of her slit for the little pleasure button.

I breathed in her scents; marvelled at the feel of her buttocks; I slipped the fingertips of my right hand into her bottom-cleft until I could feel the transition from smooth buttock-skin to the faint corrugations which indicated the beginnings of her anus, then pressed against the ring of muscle until it opened up to my probings and my middle digit was enveloped in her back passage. All too soon, her moans and sighs reached a crescendo and I could feel her spasms gripping my finger.

Pausing only to kiss her, I gently washed her cunny before turning her round to deal with her back and bottom. Somehow her climax had quietened my passionate ardour, enabling me to enjoy the sight of her pink posterior and to soap and rinse it with some degree of equanimity, although my emotions rapidly reverted to their previous state when she presented her bottom-hole for my attentions. This she did by leaning forward, grasping a buttock in each hand and slowly drawing them apart. It was such a lascivious sight that I leaned back for a moment to enjoy it at my leisure, gazing fervently at the way her flesh bulged through her splayed fingers, all of which seemed to point towards the gleaming, moistly pink and slightly open orifice.

With slow care I washed it; with a beating heart, I bent to kiss it; with my love-nest throbbing urgently between my thighs, I extended my stiffened tongue to salute it in that most loving and lovely of caresses, for I have yet to discover a more pleasurable way of indicating both physical and emotional love for another than by performing this most intimate of services.

It was then my turn and I luxuriated in her loving and skilful attentions. I stood facing her, with my thighs apart and encouraged her to look at my bottom between them, finding ample reward in the expression on her beautiful face. Later, after my first spending, I turned my back and spread my own buttocks to allow her full access to my pulsating bottom-hole. Then, when we had hurriedly dried each other, I chased her at full pelt down the all-too-short corridor and the sight of her wobbling bottom as she fled enthralled me. As soon as we had reached the sanctuary of my bedroom, we flung our arms around each other and the waves of our mutual passion merged into one maelstrom of lust, expressed in the time-honoured way, with panting, open-mouthed kisses, our tongues battling wetly for supremacy and our hands roaming wildly over the other's naked flesh. Our cunnies rubbed together, the still-damp hairs exchanging the drops of excitement which oozed from the throbbing slits.

It was but a short time before our limbs were trembling to such an extent that they could hardly support us and we staggered over to the bed, on which we collapsed. Our desires were as one. There was no need for discussion. In perfect harmony of spirit, we arranged ourselves in that deliciously convoluted position known to our French cousins as soixante-neuf, on our sides, mouth to cunny and cunny to mouth. My blood was on fire and I closed my eyes as I clamped my lips to the sweet oiliness of her love-nest, worked them into the slit until I could draw her little button right into my mouth and stab the tip of my stiffened tongue against it. Her pantings warmed the inner surfaces of my thighs and riffled through my cunny hairs and I felt her hands seize hold of my buttocks and move the mounds of flesh hither and yon, and the shiftings sent throbbing waves up my back passage into my very depths.

I opened my eyes to the glorious sight of the base of her bottom. I forced my left arm between her thigh and the bed so that I could grip the quivering cheeks and hold her middle close to my busy mouth. In the meantime her mouth was expertly assailing my cunny but, rather than distracting me, the waves of ecstasy only made me the more determined to bring her to the very peak of pleasure and I put my full attention to her until she had to abandon my cunny in her joy.

We needed to regather our breath, which we did without moving, heads pillowed comfortably on lower thighs, breathing in the rich musk of our excitement.

'Oh my darling Annie,' came her breathy voice from the far distance, T am sure that I have never spent so copiously. It was too delicious for words. Now it's your turn.'

The throbbing waves immediately began to pulsate through me and as her hands gripped my buttocks with a new intensity, I began to moan aloud in anticipation of the hot sweetness of her caresses. I felt the shifting of her soft cheek against my thigh and her breath wafted into my open love-nest. Then I felt the touch of her lips on its moistening slit and all I could do was to writhe on the bed and let the echo of my moans and cries echo through the hollow emptiness of my head, all normal thoughts having long since been driven into temporary oblivion. Eventually I spent, with such such overpowering vigour that I quite swooned away.

So when Phillip eventually found us, we were asleep in each other's arms and quite naked. He woke me in an unusual and delicious way, by patting my bottom, and the ensuing ripples began to cause the familiar but never unwelcome stirrings in that general region of my anatomy. I noticed that there was a fierceness in his expression and immediately felt a surge of guilt. In a sense, by slipping away to make love to Arabella, I had betrayed him. I deserved to be punished and my naked bottom began to tingle in agreement. Not wishing to wake her, I whispered:

'I am sorry that we deserted you and excluded you from our loving, Phillip. It was thoughtless and remiss of me. I imagine that you will wish to chastise me and I willingly offer you my bottom for you to give vent to your feelings. But please spare Arabella. The fault was mine and mine alone.'

A softness spread slowly over his handsome face. 'Your thoughts do you credit, my dear. But I know Arabella of old and even if she made no concrete proposals, I cannot imagine that, she did nothing to influence and inspire you. No, she shall be spanked as well.'

Having passed sentence on my unconscious lover, he woke her in the same intimate manner that he had done his erring wife and the naked sounds of his pats on her flesh further enhanced my apprehensions -and my longings. For even the satisfactions of our loving had not extinguished my perverse desires. The prospect of a painful and essentially humiliating spanking on my bare bottom thrilled me and the knowledge that I would also witness the quivering dance of Arabella's lush buttocks as they reddened under his vengeful palm made my heart pound even more violently.

He refused to let us dress. Not even stockings and shoes. And for all the hours that I had spent posing for him in Eve's costume, apart from the normal intimacies of our married life, I felt utterly vulnerable in my nudity as he shepherded us down to the drawing room. My arms instinctively tried to cover my bosoms and love-nest; I found that I could not walk with my normal stride, but could only take small, uneven steps. The loss of my normal rhythm made my bottom wobble unduly.

I had not been formally spanked in that state before and it felt a little peculiar when Phillip led me to the same chair which had provided the prop for our recent posing session and drew me firmly across his knees. As I shifted my position to achieve both reasonable comfort and to present my buttocks as pertly as I could, I was very aware of the quivers which agitated the tingling globes. He palpated them vigorously and pulled them apart to examine the central hole before making my breath hiss through my clenched teeth as his hand sank sting-ingly into the roundest and chubbiest part, spanning the division so that both cheeks suffered almost equally, although I could feel an extra smart from his fingertips on the right-hand side. After the fourth blow, however, my whole posterior was beginning to smoulder delectably and I could do no more than try to keep my writhings to a minimum as the pain washed through me. He could spank far harder than Arabella and my flesh had presumably softened during its abstinence, for it seemed to take an unbearable time before my peculiar bodily defences came to my rescue and enabled me to take pleasure in my pain. Especially as I was fully aware that my husband was not spanking me with any particular venom. Quite understandably, the sensuality of our afternoon's posing had inspired him far more than my poor behaviour and, as my flesh reddened, his blows grew softer and less frequent, so that I was kept on the boil in the most satisfactory manner and, in the end, did reach that unique climax which only comes to me via a burning bottom.

He stopped the chastisement at that point and presumably allowed me a few moments for recovery, but the fervent kisses with which he covered the target seemed to follow immediately on the heels of the final, ringing spank and the touch of his lips immediately set my blood afire once again. Then his left hand burrowed between us to seek out my love-nest and his right one appeared before my screwed-up eyes, the middle finger extended. I understood. I turned my head, took it into my mouth and, sobbing with emotion, laved it with my saliva. He withdrew it. I felt his probing fingers force my bottom-cleft open and thrust my hips upwards to accommodate him. The finger pressed gently against the tightness of the opening and I could not restrain myself from shrieking as he pushed it slowly but firmly past the muscular ring and into the clinging tunnel beyond.

Is there, I wonder, a woman on earth who could resist such simultaneous stimulation of her most sensitive parts? As long, of course, as she is being loved rather than ravished. I certainly have never been able to hold off the inevitable climax for more than a moment or two and I am sure that my pulsating cunny spent copiously on his busy hand before I slumped helplessly over the firm columns of his thighs, gasping and panting, while his soothing hands worked their magic on my throbbing buttocks. Until it was time to rise and witness Arabella's punishment. I hobbled over to sit beside her on the settle, kissed a little smile on to her tautened little face, then leaned forward to lift the weight from my still-sore bottom and watched hers as she stumbled to the waiting lap and laid herself gracefully into the required pose. Her plump and perfect buttocks loomed dramatically up from the rounded columns of her thighs and their resilience was manifest from the way her flesh moved under her cousin's roaming palm.

I watched, enthralled, as they quivered, shook, wobbled and bounced under the rhythmical assault. The red stain spread and deepened. Her legs began to scissor and her bottom to bounce in time with the masterly rhythm with which my talented husband was spanking the lovely naked girl posed so temptingly across his lap. Her cries and movements grew louder and more spasmodic as the colour of her skin passed eloquently through all possible shades of red, until, towards the end, even her stout resistance faded and she lay limply as her tormented buttocks wobbled uncontrollably in their burning.

By this time my own bottom was glowing more than paining and the sensuality of the scene before me was making other, less overt parts of me glow and throb, so when Phillip eventually brought the spanking to a noisy conclusion and began to soothe the flesh before him with gentle strokes, my early desire to retire to bed and sob the night away had been replaced with a growing need for further delights of the flesh. But, first, it occurred to me that it would be tactful to evince an interest in the drawings which had occupied the afternoon and, as soon as Arabella's sobbings had ceased, I asked him if we could perhaps see them.

'Of course you may, my dearest.' His term of affection confirmed that his understandable irritability had dissipated entirely - I have myself often found that when I happen to be feeling a little choleric, vigorous exercise has a most calming effect. 'But first I wish to examine the results of my labours. Would you both please stand side by side, with your backs to me.'

'The results of his belabours would be more precise,' Arabella whispered to me as our flanks nestled together. I only just managed to restrain from giggling out loud. I looked sideways at her incomparable figure. Her bosoms held my eyes, their neat little nipples prominently flaunting her excitement as she proudly displayed her scarlet posterior to her cousin, whose appreciative murmurs provided a barely audible background encouragement. I reached across with my left hand and gently stroked the silken warmth of her thigh before trailing the tips of my fingers across the springily tight curls of her cunny. The moisture of her excitement began to excite me anew and the feel of her hand on my thigh, touching my moss, proved a perfect compliment to the stroking and kneading which Phillip simultaneously started on my quivering buttocks.

The lustful waves surged through my being and the restraint natural to one of my sex fled. I whirled round and kissed the surprised expression from my husband's face.

'Oh darling, I cannot wait a moment longer - my very blood is on fire. Let us make love.' As I spoke I took his hand and encouraged him to his feet and bade Arabella to help me strip him.

It did not take long to invigorate the bath with a few bucketfuls of boiling water, for Phillip to freshen up - with enthusiastic assistance from the two women in his life, whose nude state seemed to inspire him, for when I lovingly soaped the full length of his manhood, I could have sworn that it had surpassed itself in terms of size and hardness. With some reluctance, I allowed Arabella to repeat the exercise. Not that I objected one iota to her touching this favourite part of my husband's anatomy, but I sensed that he had already reached a high degree of excitement and I did not want to risk a premature conclusion. It was, however, exceedingly difficult to restrain myself from encouraging her to continue. The sight of her elegant hands caressing his velvety shaft, the expression on her face as she bent forward to kiss the weeping tip (and the expression on his face as she did so), plus the sudden awareness that if she continued I would witness for the first time the spurts which I had so often felt in both my bottom and my cunny, all combined to tempt me grievously to bid her to continue. But the bath was not the most dignified of couches. Nor the most comfortable for him and I stayed her hand, reaching for the towel to rub him briskly and thereby to cool his ardour until we could reach the bedroom.

We led him down the corridor, both twitching our naked and still colourful rumps to keep him simmering happily. As soon as we reached the bedchamber, bathed in the softness of the early evening light, warm enough to make our nudity natural and yet without any trace of the summer sultriness which can discourage intense physical activity of the sort which was uppermost in all of our minds, we moved as one towards the expanse of our bed.

Arabella and I were like putty in Phillip's masterful hands. He laid us on our bellies, at full stretch and side by side while he reminded himself of the various and varied curves, plains and mounds of our backs and bottoms. As his hands, lips and tongue roved freely over our flesh, we were able to turn our heads and exchange kisses of increasing fervour. As he eagerly drew the cheeks of my bottom apart to survey, touch and kiss my little rosebud, I inhaled her sweet breath as I panted. When he did the same to her, her sudden inhalation emptied my lungs.

We were turned over and our bosoms thrilled to his firm manipulations and then to his even more thrilling kisses. His tousled head disappeared from view; my thighs were eased apart and his mouth clamped on to the upper part of my slit; I writhed and squeaked as he sucked the whole of my pleasure spot into the hot wetness of his mouth and I shuddered as my first climax thudded through me. He moved to his cousin and I rested my head on the softness of her bosom, enthralled at the sight of his head between the quivering, white columns of her splayed thighs and feeling the pounding of her heart against my cheek; and hearing the whooping of her breaths as she succumbed to the intensity of his caresses.

We were allowed no respite. We were made to kneel with our bottoms thrust into the air so that our bottom-holes were on view. And easily accessible to his avid tongue. And the waves began to thrill us both again. I sensed that he had shifted .until he was directly behind me and his hands roamed freely over my yawning hindquarters and straining thighs. My ravishing was nigh and I feverishly wondered which of my willing orifices would be selected. Either would have pleased me. Then I moaned as I felt the urgent nuzzling of his manhood against my slithery cunny. And again as it thrust its way past the portals of my femininity and filled my passage with hot, velvet-covered steel until his belly rammed home against the separated peaks of my buttocks. I began to churn my hips to match his thrustings.

'Darling Arabella,' I gasped, 'why do you not look? And I shall look when it is your turn.' She kissed my open mouth. Briefly. Then she vanished from my sight and my eyes glazed as I abandoned myself to the vigorous plugging.

'Oh!' She squealed from way behind me. 'Annie, your cunny is so stretched. And your spending has made his pego glisten like a ... I don't know what, but it is a most arresting sight. And his balls swing with his movements. Your lips quiver. Oh, Phillip, when you next withdraw until only the tip is within her, please hold still and allow me to look at her bottom-hole. Yes, like that. It too is glistening. This is almost too exciting. Let me reach under her and tickle her spot for her. Is that not an improvement, Annie?'

A loud smack echoed through the room and my husband jolted into me as she impelled his bottom forward. His groans and gasps penetrated my consciousness as his movements grew more spasmodic.

'Harder. Please. Harder.' My voice seemed strange and distant but immediately both his thrusts and the movements of her hand on my cunny intensified until I was again lost in the thundering echo of my climax, only dimly aware of the sounds and movements as Phillip came with me.

He withdrew his still-hard erectness with typical gentleness and I came to, turned over and opened my eyes to the entrancing sight of Arabella's lovely mouth licking it clean of our spendings. I sat, entranced at the total lasciviousness of the spectacle and was just on the point of tearing myself away to attend to my own ablutions when she removed her mouth from the softening prick, grasped my ankles firmly and raised them upwards and towards my head until I was flat on my back with my throbbing cunny lewdly accessible. My bewilderment did not last for long for, in a trice, she was licking me clean, starting with the inner surfaces of my thighs, my buttocks and anus before setting to on my sensitive slit, with her tongue roving freely around in the interior. It was almost painful. Certainly the initial shock was sufficient to stop my breath in my throat but it was not long before the novelty of the sensations was making me gasp. I peered down between my breasts at the jerky little movements of her golden curls in the junction of my raised thighs and my love for this gloriously sensual and uninhibited woman filled my heart to bursting point.

This intimate service seemed to have quietened Arabella's natural ardour for the moment and the three of us lay intertwined in companionable silence for some little time before I felt another, and considerably more common, appetite. I realised that I was hungry. Once again clothing seemed completely superfluous as we drifted down the stairs to the kitchen where the esteemed Mavis had laid out a cold supper for us. Phillip disappeared into the cellar and returned with two bottles of champagne.

'I thought that we have all done enough to deserve a treat. My heavens 'tis cold in that cellar. Fine for keeping my wine in ideal condition, but it strikes chill on a naked pelt.'

He placed the bottles carefully down on the table and began to jump up and down on his toes, an action which produced the most dramatic movements in his central portions. Both Arabella and I watched in open-mouthed fascination as his manhood swung vigorously to and fro. He grinned at our preoccupation and jumped with increased energy until his pego swung in a complete circle.

'Do not stop, dear husband. I have never seen anything quite as splendidly exciting.'

'I agree with you, Annie my dear - certainly as far as the male physique is concerned. Although the first time I saw your bottom being bared for a spanking was perhaps even more breathtaking. Which reminds me, his bottom is probably bouncing enticingly. I shall investigate.'

'So shall I.'

With a little reluctance, we tore our gaze from his front and moved round to inspect his rear portions, which were indeed bouncing and quivering quite splendidly, although we agreed that the additional fleshiness of the female globes would undoubtedly add greatly to the spectacle.

We would have been better advised to have kept our thoughts to ourselves, for, quite obviously, Phillip immediately conjured up the vision of two plump, love-softened female posteriors bouncing before his eyes and came to a panting standstill. Sure enough, in the twinkling of an eye, we were told to move before him and to start jumping with all the vigour of which we were capable.

I was unquestionably in an inspired mood that evening.

'Er, Phillip, may I suggest we perform individually rather than as a duet? I am sure that you would find it hard to devote your full attention to four bosoms and two bottoms. Not to mention four thighs and two cunnies.'

I did, of course, also want to observe the contrast between the male and female, especially when the female sex was represented by the ripe curves of the beautiful Arabella.

I received the full warmth of his dazzling smile.

'You are right, my dearest. Come and stand by me.'

Together and hand in hand, we watched flesh made mobile. Her bosoms bounced, the upper parts of her thighs quivered and I could have sworn that even the lips of her cunny wobbled slightly. My eyes travelled slowly up and down, feasting on the various aspects, from the pumping knees to the flowing, disarrayed tresses framing her face, which was sweetly screwed-up with concentration and effort. Then she showed that she too was inspired by the occasion for, to save us the effort of walking round her to study her rearward portions, she moved to present us with her profile, giving us a splendid impression of the jostling, vertical shifts of her left buttock and breast. Then she completed her turn and we could study the rippling waves which affected her chubby posterior.

She managed four complete circuits before she clearly ran out of both breath and patience and slowed to a stop, facing her admiring audience, her pantings still agitating her bosoms most delightfully and a smile splitting her flushed face.

Then it was my turn and I could think of no way to improve on the manner of her display, although I was quite proud of my ability to last considerably longer than she had done. I believe that I was able to perform ten circuits before coming to a halt.

Both watching and doing had proved surprisingly sensual and the glass of champagne which Phillip thrust into my hands moments after I had finished was all that was needed to send bubbles of excitement coursing through my veins. I was, as I have said, in a particularly inspired frame of mind, because as I looked at the tempting array of meats and salads laid out on the bare wooden surface of the table, I had the sudden thought that even one of our best tablecloths would not do justice to either the food or the atmosphere. As soon as we were halfway through the second glass, I voiced my thoughts:

'I think, my dears, that this feast would taste even better if eaten in a way which honours both it and the diners.' Ignoring the puzzled looks on the faces of my nearest and dearest, I began to move the plates and bowls to one side of the table.

6My luscious young body - if you will forgive my lack of modesty - will act as table and plate.' I had by this point cleared sufficient space for me to lie at full stretch along the table, so, gasping slightly at the relative coldness of the boards, I prostrated myself on my front, presenting the surfaces of my back and loins.

'Naturally, knives and forks are not permitted,' I added before resting my head in my folded arms.

'My dearest Annie, you are a truly inspired hostess. Is she not the perfect wife for you Phillip? Now let me take charge of the arrangement. May I have a sharp knife so that I can cut the beef into smaller pieces? Thank you. I shall lay them here on her shoulder blades.' They felt pleasantly cool on my skin. 'And the salmon can be placed on her waist, just here. Pieces of lettuce here, here and here. Phillip, why not cut some of the tomatoes into quarters and place them among the lettuce leaves. Most artistic - perhaps you should try painting, my dear cousin, you could well have a talent for it. . . Oowww. That stung - deliciously. Now, that just leaves her bottom . . . Annie, you really do have the most delicious rear end I have ever seen. Phillip, is not perfection in its curves and whiteness? There is no trace of the spankings she has suffered today. And the division is so deep and tight. Pass me some sticks of celery, please.' It was not hard to guess what she intended to do with this apparently innocuous vegetable and I had to stifle a moan of pleasure when I felt coolness of the wide and concave end slip between my buttocks. 'And now, as a finishing touch, a pile of the potato salad on each cheek, there. Our dinner awaits, dear cousin, so if you would like to sit on that side while I stay here. Oooh, the seat feels cold to my bare bottom. Bon appetit.'

The next quarter of an hour or so passed in a flash. My body had warmed the table and I was sufficiently comfortable to devote the whole of my attention to the unique sensations that sent tingles up and down my back as soft lips brushed and nibbled my skin; as mouths carefully started to eat the celery, sending little vibrations down the stalks and into the inner recesses of my bottom; as some of the potato salad was presumably disturbed by my tremblings, for I felt a trickling slither down the steep curve where my right buttock fell towards the thigh, with one cube coming to rest in the very centre, where bottom, thigh and cunny joined in happy unity. That sensation, however tantalising, faded to naught when a wet tongue first licked clean the traces of its passage and then burrowed between my legs and retrieved it. Their desultory conversation impinged but lightly on my awareness.

'Arabella, that last piece of beef is yours.'

'Thank you, Phillip. And you must finish the salmon. Would you like some more celery?'

'Yes please.'

'One moment. Tighten your buttocks a little please Annie - this is rather a long piece and may fall out. There you are. While you are eating that, I shall lick her shoulders clean. Oh, Phillip, we have overlooked the radishes! I know, you hold her cheeks apart and I will place this one on her little rosebud. Oh, isn't that the most entrancing sight? Let go now and let me see if I can retrieve it using just my mouth.'

I do not believe that she tried as hard as she could have, because there was a great deal of burrowing with lips and tongue before she succeeded!

'My turn now,' announced my husband and I was delighted that he found the task no less onerous. By the time they had consumed three each, my whole bottom was tingling. And it was my turn to feast. And all my appetites had been whetted! Unable to select one to be my 'table', I made space for them both to lie and hurriedly arranged the foods in very unartistic profusion on both backs and bottoms, before bending down to satisfy my hunger. The food proved to be as tasty as it had looked and the novel delights of the method of serving added notably to the pleasure. The faint saltiness of the naked skin provided the most subtle of seasoning; the gentle tremors of Arabella's soft buttocks under my lips as I ate my way through the little mounds of salad which I had placed there; the out-of-focus view of their bottoms as I crunched my way down the celery stalks and then the silkiness of skin on my lips as I reached the ends and had to scoop them into my mouth with my tongue; the bliss of performing the almost identical action to retrieve the carefully positioned radishes; all combined to make it a most memorable supper.

For dessert, Mavis had made one of her special trifles, a rich and creamy delight. As we wiped each other down with an old towel, I turned my thoughts to how best to enjoy this treat. Phillip was facing me and the sight of his rampant manhood decided me.

'Darling, it is your turn to be the dish. On the table and on your back, please. Excellent. But legs tightly together, I think.'

Arabella and I stood on each side of him, gazing down in awe at the thick shaft which lay flat on his belly, almost reaching his belly button, some eight inches from its root. I dug a serving spoon into the bowl and carefully ladled the first portion on to the exposed tip. Presumably due to the chilled nature of the pudding, he gave a jerk, a squeal and his dimensions shrank with impressive - albeit disappointing - rapidity. Undeterred, I heaped three further spoonfuls on the shaft and gestured to Arabella to help herself. With a cry of joy, she buried her face in the tempting mound and, in no time at all, was happily licking the last vestiges of cream and custard from a pego which had miraculously restored itself to its former glory. No less enthusiastically, I refilled the same area and set to, hungrily working my way through the magnificent concoction to the stiffening shaft and tightening balls beneath.

It was then Phillip's turn to provide an idea to match mine in its brilliance. He made Arabella lie on her back with her bottom on the very edge of the table, pulled her legs back until she was able to maintain her position by wrapping her arms round her knees and used the general area of her love-nest as a bowl. My gleaming eyes moved between Phillip's head between her thighs and her adorable face, eyes closed and teeth bared with the intensity of her feelings.

Then it was my turn to eat from her and the taste of her femininity did nothing to spoil the sweetness of Mavis's culinary triumph, and the, sensation of holding the yielding smoothness of the tops of her thighs while meticulously licking away the last vestiges from her cunny hairs - and making quite sure that I thoroughly cleaned her straining bottom-cleft of the trickles which had yielded to gravity - was all too delectable.

After which, I happily proffered my pulsating middle portions to first the cold and then the warmth, first to Arabella, then to Phillip. By then, our appetite for food may have been sated but there was no gainsaying our other desires. Pausing only to heat sufficient water to fill a bowl so that we could stand in it in turn to be thoroughly washed by the others, we scampered up to our bedroom, lit all the candles there and fell on to the bed, exchanging fervent kisses while our hands groped at our fleshier parts and smoothed over hotly silken skin.

'Arabella,' I gasped, 'I want Phillip to love you. Where would you like him? In your bottom or your cunny?'

Her eyes were rolling wildly in her passion.

'Both. Please.'

'You have no objections, my husband?'

'Of course not, you little ninny.'

'Good. But kiss me please, my dearest.'

Freshly kissed, I raced to the washstand, found a phial of scented oil, returned and made her kneel on the bed with her rump projecting in divided splendour over the side. Squatting behind her, I gazed for a moment at her tightly rounded buttocks, the yawning cleft and the charming pinkness of her little anus. In her excitement, it was slightly open, affording me a glimpse of the even pinker depths. I noticed that the slit of her cunny was also gaping and its glistening coral almost distracted me from the delights of the first target. My trembling finger slipped into the neck of the phial and I watched the gleaming digit as it slipped easily into the tight warmth of her rear passage, which clung lovingly around the intruder. I slowly moved it in, out and around to ensure that the inner surface was properly lubricated, withdrew, carefully placed another drop on the end of my forefinger and transferred it to the outer surface of the little ring.

It was my final duty - and pleasure - to cover the twitching length of Phillip's pego with oil, which I did to a chorus of soft groans. I then moved back, gripped the slippery shaft and guided it towards the waiting anus. By bending down and holding her left buttock aside, I was able to get some view of her defloration. Even in his natural eagerness, Phillip was consideration personified. He nuzzled gently until the tip of his manhood had just slipped past her portals, then paused to allow her to become accustomed to the novel sensation. As I watched, my mind drifted back to the first time I had had my bottom plugged by Uncle George and my anus tingled and prickled at the memory. Then Phillip moved steadily forward and my attention was fully occupied with the arresting sight of her ring of muscle stretching in the most dramatic way as he forced it open.

I could feel her little tremors of apprehension via the hand still holding her cheek as far as possible away from its sister; her breathings were sharp and uneven as she wondered if her bottom was being split open. I knew; I sympathised. I held my breath as Phillip moved forward once more and another inch or two slipped inside. She cried out and squirmed as the distension of her bottom-hole increased. I reached between her thighs and gripped the furry mound, squeezing the soft lips and moving, them around until I felt the oozings of excitement on the tips of my fingers and the quality of her moans changed as the pain turned to pleasure, at which point my husband remorselessly thrust in to the hilt, trapping my other hand between his hipbone and her buttock. It did not hurt. It was, in fact, rather delightful, so I left it in place, perched on the edge of the bed and watched the re-emergence of his shining rod as he eased back until only the very tip was within her.

'Is it good, Arabella?' His voice was strained.

'Oh yes, Phillip. It pained me more than expected . . . ooohh ... to begin with. Annie, is that your hand on my cunny? I thought it was. Push it back in, please, Phillip. Ohhh . .. yes.'

As the sensual feelings spread through her, she began to churn her hips in time with his movements. I sensed that it was time for her full attention to be devoted to her bottom, so took my hand away from her love-nest, moved round until I was kneeling on the bed and looking straight down on to her gaping cleft. I watched the instrument of her pleasure moving in and out like a piston and placed a hand on each of her cheeks, opening and closing them to add to the sensations invading her whole rear.

Her gasps increased in intensity. She, like me, was experiencing that strange spending that only a thorough reaming of the rectum can induce and in a matter of moments, she slumped liquidly at full length as the strength left her limbs and Phillip's magnificence plopped out of her exhausted little anus. We both watched as she writhed gently, clenching and relaxing the full roundnesses which were now enveloping her orifice in their usual soft embrace. I reached down to stroke her, marvelling at the change from yielding softness to bunched hardness as the dimples came and went.

I glanced at my husband's condition. He was jutting magnificently and the exposed tip glowed in the soft light. For a moment my own love-nest tingled in expectation of its fulfilling thrusts but my love for Arabella was paramount and I urged her on to her back, held her legs well out of the way and bent my head to prepare her for the next and final stage, inhaling the rich aroma of her spendings as they clung to the darkened curls.

'Oh Annie, no more, please. Can I have Phillip now?' Once more I guided him into her, only this time his well-oiled length slipped into her more accommodating passage without a pause and I only just managed to whip my hand out of the way. Once again, I bent down breathless at the splendour of their union, her parted lips pouting and receding as they clung with loving persistence to his organ as he pumped passionately in and out. As the climax approached, I straightened up and watched the impressive actions of Phillip's buttocks as they pounded up and down until the smoothness of their rhythm broke and he jerked and gasped until he eventually shuddered to a halt and lay on her breast in panting exhaustion. As he did so, she wrapped her legs and arms around him as though to give him no excuse for leaving her, while her own hips jerked spasmodically in the last throes of her own climax.

We slept deeply and together until the warm tendrils of light through the chinks in the curtains announced the break of day.

Two days later, Arabella's carriage arrived to take her away from us. Arm in arm, Phillip and I sadly waved her out of sight, each of us presumably holding all the happiness of the past days deep within our bosoms. She had left behind her far, more than a large number of exciting sketches. The contentment which a happy marriage had brought me had been astound-ingly enhanced by re-acquaintance with her merry laughter, her dazzling smile, her golden hair and plumply-curved, velvet-skinned body. Gazing at, stroking, patting, slapping and spanking her bare bottom had encouraged me to look at my husband's anew and to appreciate its very different qualities to the full. Watching them in the act of love had breached one of the few remaining barriers inside me. I had given myself to my husband with all my accustomed enjoyment and ardour and had also been able to gain the deepest pleasure from watching the two of them making love. I had felt as one with them; a spectator perhaps, but by no means cast out, even temporarily.

Soon, however, we settled down into the common round, the trivial task. Phillip spent some considerable time working on the spanking sketches, adding further details and generally ensuring that they lost any sense of roughness. Most were simple pen and ink but the lack of colour did nothing to detract from the vividness of the impression. Neither Arabella nor I were recognisable, so that I felt none of the self-consciousness which assailed me when I studied one of the several nude portraits of me which Phillip displayed with pride in the Studio.

A week after Arabella's departure, I was helping with one of his commissioned portraits by sitting in the dress worn by the subject, enabling him to complete much of the work without being forced to spend more than the absolute minimum of time in her company. To occupy myself I was leafing through the portfolio of sketches, lingering especially on three water colours. These represented the beginning, middle and conclusion of a punishment, beginning with myself as a young girl draped across Arabella's lap. She was dressed in her finest gown, a startlingly beautiful bonnet and he had drawn her to look sufficiently more mature than 1 to be plausible - not perhaps as my mother but possibly as a stepmother or young aunt. The first showed us the moment after my drawers had been lowered. Arabella's stern features gazed down on my newly-exposed rear, while my face was eloquently communicating my shame and discomfiture at the revelation of my more personal regions. Her left hand rested firmly on the small of my back and the right was still holding the waistband of my drawers prior to letting them go.

Phillip's talent was manifest in the way he had portrayed the tension in my limbs and the nervous tautness of my bottom, particularly the thin tightness of its cleft and the discernible dimples indenting the clenched cheeks.

The second showed me with my bottom a bright pink, Arabella's right arm held at full stretch above her head ready to flash down and administer the next spank. My modesty had clearly been overcome by the smarting because my body flowed more easily over her thighs, with my bottom looking smoothly rounded and far more natural. My arms rose straight up from the floor and I was staring directly at the wall ahead of me with a distantly preoccupied expression on my face. Arabella had a trace of a smile on hers, clearly indicating that she was beginning to find the spanking a pleasurable exercise.

The final one showed the moment soon after the final blow had landed. Her right arm hung limply by her side and her softly-smiling face looking calmly down on my crimson bottom, which was thrust up towards her as I slumped on bent arms, my head hanging down between them to hide the flowing tears. A few wisps of dark gold curls peeped out from the junction of my sprawled thighs, adding a startling touch of the sexual to what had hitherto been simply sensual.

My examination brought back all the happy memories of our posing sessions - and time had conveniently obliterated the cramped muscles, the aching limbs and the frustrations of so often having to see Arabella's lovely bottom spread nakedly before my eyes and being unable to yield to my fervent desire to spank it properly. I began to plot how I could seduce Phillip into giving me the hot chastisement for which I was beginning to yearn. And then to wish that I could find a pair of female buttocks on which I could exercise my rusting skills whenever the mood took me.

The first desire was satisfied that very evening. There had been, I swear, no intention on my part to aggravate my gentle spouse, but some demon within me drove me to be unusually petty and argumentative until his patience finally snapped.

'Annie, I have had more than enough of your behaviour. This moodiness of yours is unbearable. I shall now chastise you most thoroughly. Fetch that chair and place it in the centre of the room.'

I had just risen to do his bidding, anticipation and contrition battling for supremacy within me, when there was a knock on the door. We had both forgotten Mavis! Fortunately I felt certain that she would not have overheard the conversation immediately preceding her entrance, so was spared the additional shame of knowing that a servant would have known that I was about to be spanked. While we waited for the sound of the door closing behind her, I placed the chair - the same one which had featured on many of the sketches - in the required position and stood waiting for Phillip to place himself on it. He did not take long and, as I had already raised my skirts and petticoats well above my waist before bending over his lap, it took little longer to lay me suitably bare and even less time to set my moon wobbling like twin blancmanges. It stung from the outset. Abominably. Deliriously. I locked my arms to prevent myself from slumping inelegantly - and to present a more firmly rounded bottom for his attentions and gasped my relief at the spiritually cleansing pain, until he had vented his immediate anger and paused.

My blood was flowing through my veins and the burning sensations were spreading from my naked flesh inwards, outwards, downwards and upwards. Had I not been me, and had Phillip been no more than a husband administering a well-merited punishment, then I am sure I would have been happy to have clambered to my feet in tearful relief. As it was, both flesh and soul longed for more. And Phillip was not the sort of man to relinquish such an opportunity for different pleasures prematurely. His hands roved firmly and freely over my exposed portions.

'You are sorry dearest?'

'Yes.'

'Say it.'

'I sincerely apologise my darling.'

'And you would like me to stop?'

'No!' My humbled whisper was the most blatant of invitations and it was not ignored. The quality of the spanks was different. His hand lingered on my bottom after each one had stoked the welcome fire and after every half dozen or so each cheek was treated to a vigorous and most stimulating massage. Now that the spanks were no longer designed primarily to sting to distraction but more to make my flesh wobble enticingly, I could simply wallow in the sensuality of it all. After each massage, I altered my position to grant him a change in view and texture, straightening my limbs, or tucking them in to accentuate the separate roundness of each mound. This clearly pleased him.

'Your bottom is glowing beautifully, my dear. I hope that it is a long way from the limit of its endurance, for I am enjoying myself.'

'My bottom is proving rather more durable than my stomach.' I replied, slightly breathlessly, I admit. 'Could I perhaps lean over the back of the armchair? It would provide a welcome change. For us both.'

And so I was duly re-positioned and, after a thorough assessment of the elasticity of my flesh, the room rang again to the evocative sound of his hand landing on my naked skin. It ended with me kneeling on the end of the sofa, with my hindquarters thrust high and wide into the air ('I want to be able to see that delectable little bottom-hole of yours' was the instruction), and when he eventually concluded with a few little pats on my tingling anus, I was soundly poked.

From that day on, if I wanted Phillip to give me a well-warmed bottom I did not have to misbehave -I just had to ask.

Then my desires to act as the spanker were met.

Several weeks had passed smoothly by and Phillip was spending a few days away on another family portrait - in Hampshire as far as I can remember, so that it made sense to accept their invitation to stay rather than face a weary journey each day. In the meantime, he had added several more to his growing collection of punishment drawings, after I had had the idea of using me to pose for both participants. It had proved to be easier to avoid across-the-knee scenarios and so we had progressed first to spankings administered to the culprit bent over the back of an armchair or kneeling on the seat, to scenes involving various implements. For example, an irate Cook beating a kitchen Maid with a wooden ladle, and another of an elegantly grand lady birching her personal Maid. That one had demanded a proper reddening of my bottom and as I had not tasted this most effective of implements since I had received it during one of the last of Aunt Grace's Entertainments in which I had participated, the special smart had come as quite a surprise - after a time, quite a welcome one, I must confess!

I had been looking happily through the burgeoning folder one evening and had obviously forgotten to lock it away in the bureau, for when I went into the drawing room the next morning, I saw Mavis leaning over one of the tables and clearly engrossed in something resting on it. Obeying some instinct to keep my presence secret, I edged far enough through the open doorway to see what was occupying her but, before I had managed that, one of her hands stole round to the back of her skirts and rested on the amply-filled seat, gently squeezing the rotundities beneath. At that point I guessed what she had found. I was, at first, unsure of what action to take. My first thought was to chide myself bitterly for leaving them on the table. Then I clearly recalled having tied the folio up and putting it in the bureau, although I could not remember having locked it. She had therefore been unforgivably nosey and my anger resurfaced.

'And what, may I ask, are you doing with those?'

She whirled round and her hands flew from her nether cheeks to the upper ones, covering her confusion but not the ashen hue her face had assumed.

'Oh, Madam. I was simply looking for . ..'

She hesitated. And I waited, smiling grimly to myself, knowing full well that there was nothing in the bureau for which she could have been looking.

'Yes Mavis? I am waiting.'

I think that the same memory visited the two of us simultaneously - on our wedding night, Phillip and I had arrived back from the Breakfast and he had teas-ingly told me that it was a local custom for a bride to be spanked by her mother before being finally passed to her new husband's care. And as I had no mother, Mavis would spank me. She had done so with admirable light-heartedness and I had quite happily prostrated myself on her lap. But it had been on my bare bottom, it had been hard enough to smart and to render my buttocks a bright pink. I knew then that I could claim my revenge without retribution. And, from the way she hung her head, blushed and let her hands fall to her side where they plucked nervously at her skirt, she knew what was in store for her.

I realised that I would have to proceed with some caution, however. She was not completely dependent on us and her role was housekeeper rather than Maid. She was also a warm, friendly soul and I both liked and was attracted to her. I contemplated her nervous figure for some time before deciding that a light-hearted approach was the one to take. I softened the tone of my voice.

'What did you think of the drawings?'

They're lovely, Madam. I hadn't realised that Mr Phillip was so clever.'

They are good. Well, now that you have seen what they are, why do we not sit down and look at them properly. Together. Would that amuse you?'

She blushed most fetchingly and stammered out an avid acceptance of my kind offer. We sat comfortably, hip to hip, my heart beating furiously at the exciting prospect before me. My desire - nay need -to give her a lingering spanking was more complex than simply an act of punishment for her interference in our private affairs. She was a very handsome woman, with shining brown hair, smilingly dark eyes, a wide and upturned mouth and lovely white, even teeth. Her bosom was splendidly womanly and she showed every promise of being equally well endowed in the rear. Certainly there was a comfortable fleshiness in the part of her nestling against my side. So the thought of seeing her ample bottom all bare was something to be anticipated eagerly.

Arabella's visit had reminded me of the complex delights which administering a good spanking can bring, from the yielding softness under the impacting palm, to the quivering of the flesh and the reddening of the skin. These pleasures would all, I knew, be even more vivid when the bottom in question was new to me. I had plenty of time and could therefore avoid all sense of unseemly haste.

'Do you recognise this bottom, Mavis?'

She stared hard at the drawing in question, one of those where Phillip had made virtually no efforts, to disguise the features of his models.

'Is ... is it ... yours, Madam?'

'Considering that you have had intimate acquaintance with it, I am slightly surprised - and a little disappointed - that you did not recognise it immediately! Yes it is mine. Do you not agree that my talented husband has captured its contours to perfection? And this is Lady Arabella's.'

'Oh my goodness! She is nearly as beautiful as you, Madam.'

'Thank you, Mavis.'

And so we went through the entire collection, with the comments becoming increasingly uninhibited as we did so. Until:

'Well, Mavis, I hope that you will not be tempted to pry into my husband's personal papers again. It will, I am sure, come as no surprise to you that I am going to punish you. Nor that I shall do so by giving you a sound spanking. On your bare bottom.'

She hung her head again, and I could find no clue as to her thoughts in her expression, although her interest in the drawings had been such that I felt certain she felt less than the awful dread natural to a woman with no natural enthusiasm for the subject. Then my interest in her reaction faded in favour of a full concentration on the revelation and positioning of her posterior. I first wanted to examine it with her standing upright, so moved what had become our spanking chair to the centre of the room, sat down and beckoned her to me.

'Stand before me, Mavis. No, with your back to me. Good. Now raise your skirts and hold them well above your waist. Excellent.'

Her drawers were basic, probably home-made, and hung loosely about her person. Drawing a deep breath, I untied them and slowly lowered them, pausing every two inches or so, fully relishing the gradual exposure of lovely white skin, firm curves and a deliriously long cleft. When the full expanse was there swimming nakedly before my unblinking eyes, I let the coarse garment fall to her ankles and stared my fill. The folds at the junctions of her thighs and buttocks were particularly attractive - long, clean-cut and marking the lower limits of the target area most clearly.

A few passes of my right hand confirmed the visual impressions. Her skin was as smooth and soft as it looked and her flesh was firm and solid, yet delightfully female to the touch. A splendid bottom and eminently spankable. I revelled in the feeling of power. She was trembling visibly but I was enjoying the preliminaries far too much to worry about her nervousness, however much I sympathised with it. I hefted the weight of each mound. I ran the tip of my forefinger down the silky divide between them and then along the full width of the twin folds. She shuddered. I smiled.

'Mother Nature has been generous to you, Mavis. You are blessed with a delectable bottom.' As I spoke, there was a subtle shift in her attitude. My compliment had re-assured her, for her posterior assumed a softer shape and looked even more tempting. 'Now lay yourself across my knees.'

She turned to my right and, still grimly holding her bunched-up skirts well clear, giving me a tantalising glimpse of a large triangle of dark hair and rounded thighs, bent forward until she had to place her hands on my lap to prevent an undignified tumble, then put her centre in position, placed her hands on the floor, straightened her legs and gave a few pleasing little wriggles to get herself as comfortable as possible. Despite her efforts, her inner petticoat slipped down and covered her moon. I did not mind. It gave me an unexpected opportunity to lay it bare once again, which I did in one fell swoop, so that the divided mass of white flesh popped into view. I passed my palm hungrily over it.

'Spread your legs a little please, Mavis.' She did so and her buttocks opened out to perfection. By then, my heartbeat had steadied, my breathing was more regular and I enjoyed a few more moments gazing at and stroking her bare bottom, while I eased my mind into a state of complete calm so that I could gain full enjoyment from spanking her.

This I did to my complete satisfaction. I was angry with her, but not to the extent that the desire for retribution clouded all other emotions; I liked her well enough, but did not love her, so that I could devote my whole concentration to her bottom, without any great concern that I was injuring her spirit as well as her flesh; and now that I was no longer at Aunt Grace's establishment, my chances to spank another female were few and far between, so I was determined to commit as much of this opportunity to my memory as I possibly could.

And it proved to be a memorable experience. The ringing sounds, the quiverings, the steady reddening: the second phase, when I bent her over the back of the armchair and, by moving my position could treat myself to different and differing views of her bottom: her gasps, sighs, squeals, moans and cries: the strokes and squeezes which reminded me of the incomparable texture of female buttock-flesh: the finale, when I followed Phillip's recent example and made her kneel up with her rear end as tight and as fully distended as possible and her little sobs of shame as she knew that I was staring at her generous cunny and delicate little bottom-hole, which together provided such a delightful focal point to the expanse of reddened flesh before me. All of these thrilled my heart and soul and there was real affection and gratitude when I ended by clasping her to my bosom, soothing her hot flesh and murmuring little compliments.

From that moment, I found her company far more pleasing. It was as if she had been regretting her complicity in my wedding day spanking and was now free of all guilt. And, now that I had broken the ice, I felt sure that it would not be hard to find a reason for turning her up again!

It was a few days after this rewarding event when I received a telegram from Phillip telling me that Lord Chilgrove had been so pleased with the portrait that he had immediately commissioned another of his three children. I was, of course, delighted that his talents were receiving such handsome recognition, but at the same time, began to feel the first pangs of loneliness. When he eventually returned and we were lying blissfully in our bed after a happily rigorous evening, which had left me with red and throbbing buttocks, a bottom-hole still aching gently from the energy with which he had plugged it and a love-nest which oozed contentedly, I raised the subject of employing a Maid. He fully agreed with the necessity and made the excellent point that we could convert one of the outbuildings to make quarters for her, thus leaving the house free for us to indulge freely in our more private activities!

In a matter of weeks, all the work had been done and I was interviewing applicants. Then Bertha arrived and I fell for her at once. She was as tall as I, with glorious red hair which cascaded in shining perfusion from under her simple bonnet, green eyes, skin that was almost transparently clear, a most kissable little mouth and every sign of a richly contoured figure. Even more important, her demeanour charmed me from the outset. She complimented me on the drawing-room furnishings, blushed shyly when I admired her dress (it was clearly home-made and I had assumed that it had been her own work and a testimonial to the quality of her needlework) and generally showed willing. Her references were excellent and I employed her on the spot, offering her the maximum wage agreed with Phillip.

She added enormously to my enjoyment of life. At first she was no more than a willing and effective servant but, before long, I discovered in her an encouraging desire to learn. We began with lessons in reading and writing, for she was almost completely uneducated. Perhaps it was my inexperience in the arts of teaching, but progress was slow and my impatience with her apparent inability to grasp the basic principles of the alphabet must have communicated itself to her, in spite of my best efforts to be understanding.

'Perhaps I should be whipped, Madam,' she whispered.

I stared at her, my breath stopped in my throat and the thudding of my heart loud in my ears. The thought of punishing her had not occurred to me -she had given me no cause and her lowly status had inhibited me from contemplating any form of intimacy. Then the urge to sample again the delights of an active role consumed me. My voice was low, vibrant and authoritative. I remembered that only the day before I had made a nice swishy little birch for us to use in one of our sketches, and that I had never used one in earnest.

'Yes, Bertha. A nice little whipping is definitely in order. Have you been so treated before?'

'Oh often, Ma'am. Both my mother and father beat me. Well, my mother only spanks me but my father uses his belt.'

'They still punish you?'

'Yes.'

'Your bottom has tasted the birch?'

'No, Ma'am.' She looked very apprehensive.

Then it has a treat in store. Wait here.'

With a spring in my stride, I went to collect the implement, thrillingly aware that another chapter was unfolding in what had already been a life rich in sensual experiences.

[bookmark: bookmark6]Chapter 3

My eyes lingered on her for a moment as I left. She was blushing and her gaze flickered from downcast nervousness to a steady meeting of mine. Her hands rested on her lap and were trembling visibly. I sensed that there were hidden depths to her emotions. The atmosphere reminded me so strongly of my early days at Aunt Grace's House, when I had found myself on the threshold of some exotic intimacy with one of the Maids. Until I had reached the first glimmer of understanding I had been unsure of the certainty of the other girl's desires and had proceeded with caution. Then I had learned to read the signals. I had known when one of them wished to be spanked. I had seen behind the eyes and looked into the longings.

I was sure that it was like this with Bertha. Her fear was tempered with odd stirrings deep within her. I smiled softly at her troubled little face and closed the door behind me. The birch was in the Studio, so I had time to ponder. The choice was simple. Did I simply punish her? As a careless schoolgirl would be punished by her Mistress? Without emotion and with little involvement? Correction, nothing more, nothing less? Or dared I lead her to the first steps on that upward and often strenuous path to the pleasures which I now found rewarding beyond compare?

I walked slowly across the grass until I had reached the Studio, found the delicate little rod and closed the door behind me. The pliant bundle, the handle tied up in a pretty scarlet ribbon, helped me in my decision. As I raised the business end to my lips and kissed the tips of the twigs as though envying the quality of the skin and flesh they would soon themselves be kissing, I determined to test the accuracy of my perceptions and make the forthcoming punishment as sensual as I could without giving away too much of my future plans for the girl.

I wandered back even more slowly. I pictured her pretty little face and mused on the possible contours and complexion of her nether cheeks. Would they be as soft and smooth as her facial ones? Were they as plumply rounded as the curvature of the seat of her skirt promised? I was sure that I would not be disappointed in her form - I was not without experience and I had yet to confront a female bottom with no attractions whatsoever. And, as I had found with Mavis some days previously, there was always the basic satisfaction in having another girl under my complete control. Smiling broadly to myself, I strode on.

She was as I had left her. Perhaps a little more tense and drawn, but still sitting calmly on the small chair beside mine at the bureau and with our books still spread out before her. She rose at my entrance and stood, head down, with her hands folded in front of her. I placed the birch on top of the books and her widening eyes followed it to its resting place. The silence was broken only by our unrhythmical breathing.

'You have never seen a birch rod, Bertha?'

'No, Ma'am.'

'Not even at school?'

'I never went to school, Ma'am.' I should have guessed.

'Do not be afraid. It is not as fearsome as it appears. And I have no desire to do more than give you a little warning of what will happen to you if you happen to be naughty in the future. Do you understand?'

'Yes, Ma'am. Thank you.'

Her relief that she was not facing a severe flogging softened her little face back to beauty again.

'Sit down, Bertha. There is no hurry. Now, you said that your mother spanks you. Does she place you across her knee?'

'Yes Ma'am. She says, er.' She looked up at me shyly.

'Go on, Bertha.'

'She says that sitting down to spank me is the only chance she gets to take the weight off her feet.' I laughed aloud. She smiled back at me and I sensed her relief that I had not felt that she was being flippant.

'And your father. How does he thrash you?'

'I bend over the back of his chair, Ma'am.'

'An excellent position. Well, Bertha, I am pleased that you are accustomed to being disciplined in the proper manner. And, if I may say so, your behaviour in the time you have been here shows quite clearly how important it is. You are a credit to the way your parents have raised you.' Once again, she cast her eyes to the floor and blushed most prettily. 'Now we must discuss the manner of this punishment. Look at me when I am speaking to you. I told you some moments ago that the birch is not necessarily something to be feared. Respected of course, and when it was used on criminal women, I am sure that the much thicker, longer and stouter twigs used would have made even the most hardened offender shake with fright. This little tickletail is a different matter. It will sting, but no more.'

Our eyes met once more. She had paled again but this time there was determination in the set of her chin and her gaze was steadfast. My affection for her grew. As did my pleasure in the whole event. I leaned forward.

'Do your parents remove your drawers?' I kept my voice low and intent. She again reddened and looked down. Her shyness thrilled me.

'Oh, I've never worn drawers, Ma'am.'

'So you are beaten over your skirts?' My disapproval was clear.

'No. Just me shift. Nothing else . . . underneath.'

'Humph. But it is your posterior which is the target of their attentions?'

'You mean me bum, Ma'am?'

'I do not care for that word, Bertha. It is too ugly to describe a beautiful part of a woman's form.' She looked up at me, puzzled. Obviously she had not thought much on the theme of physical attractions -but then had I at eighteen? It was my naked statue in Aunt Grace's garden which had opened the first chink in my vision. 'From now on we shall say "bottom" when we are discussing that part of you. Now, answer my question.'

'Sorry Ma'am. Well, mainly my .. . bottom. But my back and legs get quite a few as well.'

'I see. Well I shall only strike you on your bottom. That I promise. It is the only place. Especially on a girl. And, Bertha, I shall always punish you on your bare bottom.'

Her startled eyes flew back up to meet mine. Her pale lips parted, showing her delicious white teeth. Suddenly I longed to kiss her.

She was panting. Her bosom rose and fell in her agitation. In pure fear and outraged modesty? Or was a hidden desire influencing her? Time would tell. I continued remorselessly.

The birch is in any case always administered to the naked flesh. Otherwise the ends will snag in the clothing. But I shall bare your bottom even when I decide that a spanking is the right punishment.' I watched the confusion and dismay flicker across her features and as I did so the echo of that delectable phrase rang in my brain. BARE BOTTOM. The time to see hers drew nigh and I could scarce contain my mounting excitement. 'Actually, Bertha, I have had second thoughts.' She looked up and although there was relief and hope in her expression, I recognised a hint of disappointment. I understood. Even if my hopes for her innermost desires were wrong, she had been screwing up her courage to face the humiliation and pain of a whipping for some little time. 'I shall spank you as your main punishment and then give you a few light strokes with the rod at the end. You have been inattentive rather than wicked and so anything more would not be fair. Now stand up with your back to me and raise your skirts.'

'Yes, Ma'am. Thank you.'

Her hands were trembling so badly that she had difficulty in grasping a sufficient quantity of the cloth and then her shaking transmitted itself to her arms, for the hem rose up the columns of her limbs with tantalising slowness. This pleased me, in that I could savour the gradual exposure to the full. The shapeliness of her legs was not disguised even by the coarseness of her knee-length stockings. Her naked thighs were temptingly curved. As she felt the cool air begin to caress their upper surfaces, thus informing her that her buttocks were about to be exposed, her nerve seemed to fail her, for she shook to a series of little sobs and the skirts fluttered in sympathy. I said nothing: I just gazed longingly at the sturdy columns. I heard her drawing in a deep breath and the material resumed its upwards creep. The outward swelling of her cheeks began with two adorable folds and the first of the inrolling to the division. There was another stifled sob and her bottom inched slowly into view until it was completely bared.

'A little higher, please, Bertha.' She complied immediately. I leaned further forward and looked long and hard at what was undeniably the second most desirable bottom I had set eyes on looming palely before me. Only my darling Arabella's was lovelier. The cheeks were so plump and firm that they almost seemed ready to burst out of a skin which was white to the point of translucence. The cleft, probably tightened by her apprehension, was little more than a thin line. The exposure of this magnificent mass of intimate female flesh had caused a temporary halt in the normal rhythm of my breathing, so I fear that I had to exhale in a gusting sigh which must have given her a clue to my feelings. Certainly I could clearly see a subtle change in the general shape and formation of her naked buttocks, presumably due to the first intimations of my approval causing some relaxation.

I reached out with a firmness which belied the turmoil of my emotions and rested my hand on the crown of her left buttock, the fingertips just brushing into the cleft. Her skin was as soft as it looked, smooth and warm; I pressed and squeezed into the firmness of the mound and it yielded willingly; I ran my palm over the entire surface and was entranced at the feel of her; I patted each side and loved the springy quiver which shimmered across the surface.

'You truly do have a very pretty bottom, Bertha. I hope that you did not mind that I lingered over the inspection but its charms quite seduced me.'

Thank you Ma'am. No one has ever looked at it before. Your strokes felt really nice.'

'I am glad to hear it. I doubt whether my spanks will feel half as nice but they will do you far more good. Now place yourself across my knees.'

Modestly ensuring that her skirts were held low enough to hide her cunny, but still holding them well up behind, she moved beside me, bent forward and placed herself in position without allowing her skirts to fall, a feat which is hard to achieve gracefully.

'Could you please move forward, Bertha. I want your posterior plumb in the centre of my lap.'


She obeyed instantly and the shifting of her soft weight on my thighs and the trembling that her movements caused in her bottom accentuated the steady little throbbings in my love-nest. I rolled up my sleeves, gazing down at my delectable target as I did so, noting that although her posture had caused her buttocks to spread and make them noticeably flatter than they had been when she was upright, their youthful firmness was such that the cleft seemed almost as long and deep.

I placed my left arm across her bottom, carefully nudging up the rumpled mass of her skirts so that the sensitive skin on the inside of my forearm was in close touch with her, and firmly gripped the well-fleshed ball of her hipbone, then took aim at the roundest part of her nearer buttock and sent my eager hand flying down to sink gladly into the marvellous flesh, revelling at the sound, feel and sight. Her whole bottom quivered most becomingly. I felt the little jerk of her body through my thighs and I heard her gasp at the unexpected sting despite the ringing sound of my hand on her buttock. All those elements were as expected. What did come as a surprise was the dramatic colour of the imprint of my hand on her fine skin. Even though it could hardly have been described as a hard spank, the mark stood out in a glorious shade of bright pink and it was this characteristic of her bottom which was to prove an unending delight for many years.

Each subsequent impact produced further delights and for the whole of her spanking, the reddening of her flesh absorbed me almost to the exclusion of the other pleasures, although the soft feel of her under my palm was always delicious.

She was, however, an unusually noisy spankee. From the third blow, her moans were audible and, as the fustigation progressed, they grew to squeals, cries, sobs and howls, as she bucked and twisted on the firm support of my parted thighs. This troubled me not one bit, for the noises were as music to my ears and her cavortings added most splendidly to the wobbles induced in her ample flesh by the impact of my flailing hand. I continued until I was quite out of breath, with a smarting palm and aching arms. Her bottom was by then a rich deep scarlet. All over, including the very tops of her thighs where I had occasionally strayed in my efforts to ensure that even the folds marking their conclusion were visited.

I slumped back.

'Well, Bertha, I believe that will have warmed you up nicely. Does it feel very different being smacked on your bare bottom?' While she struggled to get her sobbing under control, I smoothed both hands over the glowing mounds, knowingly moving them apart and then bunching them together to send those little tingles into the dividing depths.

'Ohhh, Ma'am, it really stung. I feel as though a swarm of bees has been sitting on my arse.' Smack. 'Owww, I'm sorry, Ma'am, honest I am. I mean my bottom. Please don't smack me no more.'

'Any more. No, you can remain where you are for a little longer so that your bottom can cool off a bit.'

'Oh thank you, Ma'am. Can I rub it please?'

'Of course.'

And a delightful vista it was. Her hands flew back (causing a pleasing increase in the soft weightiness on my left thigh as it was now supporting the whole of the upper part of her body), sank into the discoloured globes, so that the flesh bulged out from between her fingers, and then palpated the masses with happy abandon. I swear that my heart stopped when she accidentally drew the cheeks apart and gave me a brief glimpse of a deliciously pink little anus in the distorted depths of the cleft.

'That will do, Bertha. Now it is time for the rod. Stand up.'

She clambered to her feet, her skirts fell back down and she stood before me, with her hands still busy rubbing away at her seat. I looked up at her, quite incapable of maintaining the stern expression which would have been more appropriate to the occasion, and smiling my growing affection into her woebegone little face, which was so flushed that it almost matched the dramatic colour of her adorable buttocks. Her bosoms heaved with both her sighings and the vigorous actions of her arms.

By then, I was relishing the sense of power to the full. I had spanked in punishment several times before - including Mavis but a few days previously - but on every other occasion, there had been some form of constraint. Either because the other participant was to some degree a friend, or because I suffered from a basic uncertainty over the advisability of my actions, as with Mavis. With Bertha, there were no such doubts and I was able to dominate her without any fear of the consequences. At the same time, she was so pretty and the possessor of such a delicious bottom that my inherent sensuality was indulged to the full. And it was not over.

'How does your bottom feel now, Bertha?' The frantic rubbing had been replaced with a more contemplative soothing, her blushes had faded and her tears no longer flowed.

'Better, Ma'am.'

'It no longer burns, I assume. More like a warm throbbing.'

'That's it. I . . .' There was an amusing change in her expression as the import of my words struck her - I, too, knew what it was like to be soundly spanked. I was impressed at the evidence of her quick mind and felt even more warmly disposed towards her.

'It is quite a pleasant feeling, is it not Bertha?'

Blushing again, she lowered her eyes to the floor. 'Yesss, Ma'am. It is quite nice.'

'Let me see it, please.'

She turned and raised her skirts with far less diffidence than she had shown the first time and I leaned right forward to peer closely at her. The red stain covered the entire area and little trembling spasms made it quiver gently. I stroked it and suddenly my nostrils flared. When she had moved in, I had been at pains to point out that we had provided very adequate bathing facilities and I had been sufficiently generous to give her a cake of my scented soap. I had therefore expected to sense a waft of this perfume, but not the slight hint of musky excitement which accompanied it. My cup of happiness was filled to overflowing. Her eventual seduction was now assured.

'Right, Bertha. It is time.' I could not resist a couple of brisk little pats, both of which elicited lovely wobbles and surprised squeaks. 'Move that armchair into the centre of the room.'

As she moved to my bidding, her skirts were momentarily held up by the outward jut of her buttocks, granting me a tantalising glimpse of their mobility before her clothing yielded to gravity.

The armchair was soon in place and the implement was in my hand. I swished it experimentally, enjoying both the ominous flexibility and the alarmed look on her face.

'Pardon me, Ma'am, but does it have to be ... on my bare ... bottom?'

'Do not annoy me, Bertha. I told you that the birch has to be administered to the naked flesh - and that I have no intention ever of wasting my energies beating dust from your clothing.'

'Sorry Ma'am. Will it mark me?'

'Of course not. Well, not permanently. There will be little weals but it will soon heal completely. Now lean over the back.'

She did so, gracefully resting her hands on the arms of the chair and straightening her back so that her bottom thrust against the seat of her skirts.

'Excellent.'

I carefully placed the birch on the seat of the chair, so that it was right before her eyes, then moved behind her to lay her bottom bare again, slowly rolling the skirts all the way up to her waist and folding them neatly on her back. I retrieved my weapon, moved to her side and tapped her glowing cheeks with it to ensure that I would strike the full centre, and that the tips of the twigs would bite into her buttocks rather than her flank. With my eyes fixed on the nervously quivering orbs, I raised it with tantalising slowness (fully aware that her moist eyes were glued to it) and swept it smoothly down. My senses were so very alive. The faint hiss as the bundle of supple twigs raced down through the warm summer air; the 'thwick' of their landing; the ripple in her flesh as they bit into the softness; the jerk of her body; her gasping inhalation: all these thrilled me. I could see the swathe of red left by the stroke, narrow on the nearer cheek, broadening as it crossed her bottom, where the twigs had spread. I heard myself mewing softly in my ardour and delivered the second with another smooth, wristy sweep of my arm. She squealed at that one and, out of the corner of my eye, I saw her dear little face screwed up with the pain. She jerked her hips inwards until her cunny was squashed against the chair. Oh how I suddenly longed to see it, to cup it in my hand and palpate the furry softness until her juices flowed! She tried to shake the smart out of her hips and her fat cheeks wobbled gloriously. Then, with a little sob escaping from her compressed lips, she stuck her bottom out again, then lowered her arms to project it even more. I hit it again. She wailed, wobbled it about again, proffered it again, and I smacked it for the fourth time, inched my feet backwards to alter the landing position of the tips, aimed at the upper parts of her bottom, just below the commencement of her cleft and whisked again, tempering the power to allow for the relative sparcity of the flesh there. She almost stood upright and I feared for a moment that her skirts would fall but she caught herself in time, slumped forward and stuck her rump out again, with her knees sagging inwards, presenting a sharply rounded and well-divided target. In a flash, I whipped the rod in an upward sweep and landed exactly where I had intended - on the lower, sitting portions of her bottom.

Her resistance broke and she burst into tears, stood up with her hands nursing her blazing hindquarters and dancing from foot to foot. I dropped the birch and pulled her to me, so that she could sob on my shoulder. I did not attempt to touch her beyond resting a comforting hand on her back. She had enough on her mind for the moment and seduction should take place in moments of greater calm. I let her recover, stroking her back, then pushed her far enough away to let me gaze into her face. Her tears were still pouring down her cheeks but I saw no signs of real distress. Just the normal visage of a young girl with a well-smacked bottom. There was certainly no resentment.

'It's over now, Bertha. I hope that I whipped you to your satisfaction?'

I had expected confusion, so her remarks came as something of a surprise.

'Oh, Ma'am, I really needed that. I was feeling all lazy and dozy. I'm all lively now. Thank you.'

I smiled at her choice of words, which described the benefits of a loving chastisement so well. 'And how about the birch? Was I not right in telling you that it would not be too punishing?'

'Yes, Ma'am. You were. It stung just right.'

'Good. And I hope that you now agree that a spanking is much better delivered to a girl's bare bottom.'

She blushed modestly and her agreement was a whispered 'Yes'.

'Good, now you had better go to your room. Mavis will do my supper and so I shall not need you until the morning. I suggest a cold flannel applied to your bottom will soothe it as well as anything. Off you go then.'

She went, limping slightly, leaving me so weak and drained that I was bold enough to help myself to a generous glass of Phillip's best brandy but soon the throbbings in my cunny began to consume me. I went up to my bedroom, stripped myself naked in a feverish rush and stared at some length at my reflection in the long pier glass. My bosoms were jiggling gently with my tremblings and the nipples thrust stiffly out from the centres. The dark gold hairs on my love-nest were matted with my juices. I turned and peered over my shoulder at the shimmering reflection of my own bottom. Bigger and broader than Bertha's, with a less tight cleft. But a pleasure to any eye. I raised my right hand and brought it down in a sizzling spank. Groaning aloud at the spurt of pleasure, I rained spank after spank on my quivering flesh, until my knees weakened and I sank down on them, crouching with my naked bottom thrust high in the air. My right hand continued its excellent work, while my left one stole past my belly, gripped the furry triangle, slipped a fingertip on to the weeping little love-spot and my shrieking climax echoed distantly in my ears.

If I had been happy and content before, with Bertha's arrival in my life my cup was now running over. Phillip was very much in demand, so our financial circumstances were improving by the week and apparently a publisher in Paris - whom he had fortuitously met in London - had shown keen interest in the spanking drawings and had asked for enough of them to produce a special edition. He also hinted that he would pay well for more such work.

I found myself busily occupied. Our little household demanded some of my attention. I had started a little kitchen garden some months before and enjoyed the gentle but productive labour involved. Mavis and I exchanged recipes and, although I learned far more from her than she did from me, I was still proud to be able to teach her some better ways of making jams and other preserves which I had absorbed when a young girl, watching the cook on the Leicestershire farm on which I had been raised.

And, gradually, I was brought in to the local

Society. Phillip's titled connections (his Uncle, the Earl of *********9 was weii known in this part of Sussex) provided an entree into the several grand houses thereabouts. Our Bohemian habits and temperaments prevented us from being anything other than occasional visitors, but I did make several pleasant acquaintances on my own account. None of them, however, made any contribution to this tale, though during one or two of the duller tea parties I attended, I did find my lascivious mind wandering over the figures of the other guests and wondering what their bottoms looked like!

But none of these activities provided more than the slightest distraction from the sensual pleasures which had moved to the forefront of my nature. I had bought a handsome mare, as there was excellent riding in the surrounding country (she had also been trained to pull a little trap, so that visiting my friends became so much less troublesome) and the exercise certainly kept my figure trim; the fresh air was blissful and the scenery delightful. But feeling Matilda's rocking movements beneath me was enough to set my love-nest into tingling excitation.

Fortunately, at that particular time, Phillip was more present than absent. I remember at one dinner party my glance drifted towards an elegant and well-stocked fruit bowl, which one of the maids had just placed in the centre of the table. On the top was a deliciously ripe peach and in the warm candlelight, the natural cleft which is so much part of this fruit was shadowed, so the effect bore a remarkable resemblance to a soundly beaten pair of buttocks. Immediately, I began to squirm on my seat, shifting the flesh of my own cheeks around on the unyielding surface beneath them and sending ripples of sensuality into the centre of my being.

Phillip must have noted something in my expression, for he led me away from the gathering with almost impolite haste and drove Matilda back home as fast as the gathering gloom allowed. We bedded her down in her stable and rushed up to our bedroom with indecorous speed. While I lit all the candles and lamps I could find, he was stripping off his clothes with such efficiency that when I eventually turned to him, he was completely naked and his sturdy pego was doing its utmost to touch his belly-button. And all but succeeding!

6I saw you gazing at that peach, my dearest. And I knew exactly what shameful thoughts were going through your mind!' My chubby bottom began to tingle in eager anticipation. 'I have neither the time nor the inclination to render your flesh a matching shade, but I fully intend to pinken it for you. Fetch that chair!'

Gladly I skipped to his bidding. I knelt to his right and quickly kissed each of the firm pale thighs which were so avidly waiting to support my weight, before prostrating myself across them with all the gracefulness at my disposal.

It was a short spanking, though satisfyingly brisk, to the extent that my whole bottom was sizzling by the conclusion. It took an unconscionable time to remove my evening gown, especially as my beloved husband did his best to render assistance, but eventually we were both as naked as the other and hurled ourselves passionately on to the bed, our mouths glued pantingly together and our hands roving desperately over heated flesh. After a few minutes of this rather purposeless writhing, he disengaged, laid me flat on my back and, with a hand under each knee, raised my legs until my bottom was cocked provocatively and conveniently in the air. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the tingling in my anus as I confidently awaited his penetration there, vaguely hoping that the juices seeping down from my cunny would make up for the lack of prior oiling. Nothing happened, so I opened them again.

My gaze lingered briefly on the entrancing sight of my triangle of golden hair, darkened from the moisture which indicated my eagerness for loving and surrounded by the gleaming whiteness of my belly and thighs, but then moved upwards to Phillip's face, his shining eyes fixed on the twin orifices so close before them. Having on several occasions posed in this way before carefully arranged mirrors, I could easily visualise the view - and, without undue vanity, could feel a touch of envy. I knew that both holes were temptingly pretty and the part of my nature which loved and always longed for feminine flesh would have made me happy to have changed places with him. Suddenly I could feel the heat of his breath on my open bottom-cleft and my wandering fantasies faded in the face of the delicious reality. I screamed without inhibition as the wet heat of his tongue Javed my taut little anus and again when he thrust it into the depths of my weeping cunny. I bucked, heaved and then climaxed as he sucked the part surrounding my spot into his mouth and flicked his tongue over the button.

He let go of my legs and my warm buttocks and cool thighs folded my orifices back into their protective embrace as I regained my breath. I kissed him and the taste of me on his mouth thrilled me anew, so that it was easy to slide down and take as much of his manhood into my mouth as would fit and suck and lick him until his gasping roars filled my ears as his spending spurted into my throat.

I remember this loving session above all the many others we enjoyed at this time mainly for what occurred an hour or so later. Probably affected more than I by the excellent food and wines we had consumed earlier, Phillip was dozing when I noticed that his pego was once again stretching stiffly upwards. I ran my lips along the full length, cupping his balls in the palm of my hand with extended fingers stroking the lower portions of his tight bottom. He began to twitch and sigh, but showed no sign of giving me the lusty poke I was beginning to yearn for. In a flash of inspiration, I squatted on top of him and, holding him aloft, lowered myself until its tip was nuzzling at my cunny's re-awakened portals, then sank slowly down, filling my passage to bursting point and only stopping when the cheeks of my bottom rested on his thigh's cleft. I rose and fell, revelling in the very different feelings within me as I controlled our passion for once. Clearly the friction was as stimulating for him as it was proving to me, for he began to jerk and spasm fairly soon and while I was no more than glowing all over. I watched the contortions of his handsome features with loving fascination before reaching down between my thighs to finger my love-button and speed me to a climax which was gloriously moving.

In the meantime, Bertha had been proving a joy. I had deliberately avoided any threat of further punishment until both her bottom and mind had fully recovered from her fairly strenuous initiation. I gave her lessons as often as possible and was both encouraged by and impressed with her abilities. As a part of my general campaign to bring out the sensuality which I was sure lingered in the recesses of her mind, it was an obvious ploy to introduce her to Art and to use some of the suitable books in the Library to illustrate my points. I remember quite clearly when we were studying one on Titian and we turned first to his 'Diana and Actaeon', a mythological picture of the hunter surprising the goddess at her bath. I was pointing out the fluid energy in the varying postures, when I noted that her eyes seemed to be fixed on the pale, naked flesh of the seated Diana. I smiled inwardly as the tip of her tongue passed slowly over her dry lips.

'Has she not got the sweetest bottom, Bertha? All plumped up under her weight. And see how well he has captured the clean softness of the cleft between her cheeks. Titian was a master at capturing the subtlety of flesh tones. Doesn't her body gleam, drawing one's eyes across the painting from left to right, pausing on the belly and bosoms of this handmaiden, then this one's thighs and knees, then the arms and shoulder of the one drying Diana's feet, across her nice round belly, ending up on her bottom.'

I spoke those last two words with noticeable emphasis and ran the tip of my forefinger over the relevant part of the print, all the while watching her expression out of the corner of my eye. There was a charming flush on her round cheeks and her eyes were shining. I then moved to another illustration, carefully selecting one which showed nothing in the way of exposed personal flesh and ended the lesson with some basic mathematics. This she hated and, probably due to the faintly lascivious nature of the preceding conversation, was even less adept than usual. I gave serious consideration to the delightful prospect of spanking her but decided that further delay would be even better.

'That was not very good, Bertha,' I declaimed rather pompously as I marked her slate. 'But you are showing some signs of improvement, so I shall not punish you this time.'

I watched her carefully. The instant signs of relief that she had been spared the pain and humiliation of a beating were replaced by another look which could well have denoted a slight longing. My devious plan seemed to be bearing fruit.

In the meantime, my attention was drawn towards Mavis. I had thought that the spanking I had given her would have kept her on the straight and narrow path of virtue, for I had assumed that she was above all a true and faithful wife. That afternoon we were working together in the kitchen.

'Have you whipped Bertha again, Madam?'

I laughed. Primarily to cover my confusion at the directness of her question.

'No, Mavis, I have not. Although I confess that I was tempted earlier on today. Why do you ask? Do you think she needs another chastisement? How did you know I had beaten her?'

'I saw her wince as she sat down, and guessed straight away what had happened.'

'I see. And did she show you her bottom?'

'Well, yes. After I had offered to spread butter on it. To help ease the smart. And I made her show it to me every day to see that it was healing.'

'That was presumptuous of you, Mavis.' She probably did not fully understand the meaning of the word, but my feelings were clear, for she swivelled her head to meet my eyes and I saw the spurt of nervous apprehension. 'As her employer, I have every right to bare her for punishment, but for you to force her to expose herself simply to gratify your desires, is wrong.'

'But Madam, I was only trying to make her better.'

I stared at her, trying to understand her fully. She obviously felt some sort of attraction to the female posterior and had happily seized every opportunity to make Bertha expose hers. Yet my displeasure was causing her to feel distinctly anxious, as there could be few doubts as to how I would give vent to my feelings. Her hands, for example, were kneading her buttocks very thoughtfully. She expected a sound spanking but, unlike myself in similar circumstances, was not expecting any pleasure from the experience.

'But you enjoyed seeing her baje bottom, did you not Mavis?'

'Yes, Madam, I suppose I did.'

'And you derived some pleasure from rubbing butter into the softness of her flesh?'

'Yes.'

'Am I correct in supposing that you would like to witness her being punished?' She did not reply, but her blushing countenance and lowered eyes were answer enough. 'You would gain pleasure from seeing her chubby little cheeks laid bare, to watching them quiver, wobble and redden under my hand?'

'Oh, Madam.'

'Then one day you shall, I promise.' I leaned forward and softly kissed the moist softness of her wide mouth. Her hands flew from her rear end and clung to my back and mine sank gratefully into the yielding flesh of her hindquarters.

'I am glad that you like bottoms, Mavis, because you will understand my pleasure in the immediate prospect of seeing yours all bare while I give it a sound smacking. And I am sure that Bertha will share the same pleasure. For I intend to make her witness the whole proceedings.' There was a pause.

'Oh Madam. She is only a chit of a girl. And my position as Housekeeper will be ..

'Compromised?'

'If that is the right word, Madam.'

'Perhaps it will be. But on the other hand, it could well be that if Bertha knows that you are also subject to proper discipline, it will bring you closer together. In either case, it will do you both good to know who is the Mistress here. Now, go and fetch her. You need not explain the reason for the summons.'

And so a very woebegone woman crept out of the room, to return after some five minutes with a nervous Bertha, to whom I flashed my most reassuring smile.

'Bertha my dear, I understand that Mavis forced you to expose your behind to her. No, do not interrupt. And not only once. I could have forgiven her had she restrained herself and simply soothed it with one application of butter, but for her to make you bare it on subsequent occasions under the pretence of checking the healing process is too much. You have my deepest sympathy, my child. I told you not to interrupt, Bertha. And so I shall now give you the opportunity of seeing her naughty bottom. All bare. Yes, I intend to give her the spanking she deserves. Come here, Mavis, and place yourself across my knees.'

In one fell swoop I had given myself the chance to re-acquaint myself with Mavis's opulent curves and also to see whether Bertha could be led astray by the captivating sight of another female being spanked.

Thank the Lord I was right. Once Mavis had recovered from the exceptional humiliation of being bared in front of a younger and inferior girl, she accepted her chastisement with courage. I devoted most of my attention to the wobbling and reddening expanse of bare flesh before me, but could not fail to neglect the youngster and my heart sang at the open-mouthed, astonished but rapt expression on her face as she watched.

I did not wish to test Mavis to anything approaching the depths of her resilience so stopped as soon as her bottom had attained a delicious shade of salmon pink, at which point I helped her to her feet and massaged her, making sure that she held her skirts well above her waist so that Bertha was treated to further delights.

A week or so later, Phillip had time to spare and I suggested that he did more work on the collection of spanking illustrations. I then quietly told him of the progress I had made with the servants.

They are both pleasingly endowed, my dearest, and would make excellent models. I appreciate that your talents allow you to alter the shape of my bottom to make for some variety, but I am quite sure that their very different forms will help you greatly. And Bertha's air of innocence qualifies her admirably as the victim.'

He stared at me steadily. 'I hope you have not corrupted them, Annie. They are our servants and we therefore have responsibility for their welfare. Moral and physical.'

'I have only brought out what was within them, dear. After all, Mavis spanked me on my bare bottom on our wedding night. At your suggestion, I may add, and I have no reason to suppose that she did not enjoy herself thoroughly. Bertha has the need in her as well. It has been deeply hidden, perhaps, but the way she informed me that her parents spanked and beat her - and I believe still do - made it quite clear that she expects this treatment whenever she errs. Her attitude since I first punished her has been most laudable. But in the last few days, I could swear that she has been disappointed as well as relieved when she has survived another lesson without having to present her bottom. And, I assure you, she is delectable.'

'In which case, I cannot wait to see them. In the meantime, I shall have to make do with yours, my darling. Come here.'

He did not spank me immediately. I was made to stand with my back towards him, lean well forward, raise my skirts and petticoats and grasp a buttock in each hand, holding them as far apart as possible so that my little bottom-hole was exposed and fully accessible to his questing finger and tantalising tongue. After some five minutes of this treatment my back passage was throbbing along its entire length; my back was aching and my knees weak; I was gasping uncontrollably; my love button was weeping with passion and I fell across his lap, begging him to put the fires out with fire of a different nature. He spanked me hard and long until I was crying real tears, then tipped me on to my back, tossed my drawers aside, ripped open his trouser buttons and quite took my breath away as he plunged through the portals of my cunny and filled me to bursting. My trembling hands were just capable of taking hold of the backs of my knees and pulling them back to my breast, so that our hairs intertwined lovingly as he ground against my mound until the various pressures on my most sensitive parts overwhelmed me.

And so Mavis and Bertha became the objects of admiration for discerning gentlemen - and, I hope, ladies - throughout Europe and probably the world. Or rather, their bare bottoms did. Poor Bertha was covered in confusion when the appointed hour of her first posing session arrived. I could see her whole body quivering under her shapeless dress, and her demeanour inspired Phillip to begin with a series of water colours, the first of which depicted Bertha as the cowering culprit being sternly lectured by Mavis, playing the senior servant, dressed in a plain white blouse and neat dark skirt. The second showed her vainly trying to prevent the baring of her bottom, her right hand gripping the waistband of her drawers, Mavis's pulling the other side down and perhaps half of the cringing globe bare. The next three illustrated different stages of the spanking, its progress obvious from the increasing discoloration of the flesh and the changes in the way Bertha was made to proffer her buttocks, moving from across Mavis's lap, to bending over the back of a sofa and ending with her kneeling on the seat, with her bottom stuck out so far that her little anus and the rearmost portions of her cunny were fully exposed.

Phillip worked with practised speed and I was not bored for one moment. When I was not absorbed in watching his flying pencil, I concentrated on the scene before me.

The days flew by. Phillip decided to leave the finishing of the pictures until he had rather more leisure, so when we were not occupied with the actual posing and drawing, we happily devised other scenarios. Naturally, it was a logical progression for me to participate in order to add further variety, always as the chastiser, using virtually the full extent of my wardrobe.

Further and very detailed knowledge of our servants' bottoms did nothing to reduce my feelings towards them, either in respect of my general fascination for this part of the human anatomy, or for theirs in particular. Bertha's was particularly luscious and I never tired of stroking it. Her skin was so soft and smooth, the flesh so pliable that sitting patiently with her suitably placed over my lap never wearied me in the least. And Mavis's even larger curves were no less a pleasure.

Not only were both girls increasingly fond of this bizzare duty - helped by the fact that they were generously paid for their services - but it greatly eased my plans for their eventual seduction. Bertha was the prime target and I could hardly wait to feel her naked body close to mine. I sensed that Mavis's husband had little idea of the finer points of love-making and even though her natural inclination was towards members of the opposite sex, she had something of an eye for a well-turned bottom and enjoyed attention to hers.

I felt no sense of urgency. Both Phillip and I found our activities most stimulating and it became a habit for us to begin our private evenings by bathing each other and making love before re-dressing and going downstairs for supper. Practice makes perfect, as the old saying goes and there is no doubt that we had by this time established a deeply satisfying rapport. He rather nervously produced a couple of volumes which the Publisher of the spanking illustrations had given him. They described an amazing number of different ways of making love and, after an initial period of scarlet-faced shock, I fell on them with squealing enthusiasm. Quite a number of the positions shown demanded a degree of athleticism which was either too painful for us or simply impossible for any normally-jointed human being, but they definitely provided food for thought!

I certainly found it impossible to select any one position or method which I could describe as my favourite. On my back with my husband on top, my arms holding him to me and my heels stimulating his bottom was possibly the most usual way of reaching our climax, but I derived equal pleasure from kneeling with my bottom thrust high in the air and my knees widely parted. The sight of my rear so presented never failed to inspire him to kiss and caress me in most splendid fashion, taking full advantage of the accessibility of my buttocks, cleft, bottom-hole, cunny, thighs, back and even my bosoms, so that when his magnificent member cleaved whichever of my two orifices took his fancy, I was always more than ready for him. And when he devoted some time to the exquisite combination of licking my bottom-hole, rubbing my cunny with one hand and with the other moving between my tautly-str^tched cheeks and swaying breasts, I had always spent at least once before penetration.

The demands of variety in the spanking illustrations led us to experiment with a wide range of spanking implements. Arabella and I had already used the birch and a wooden ladle, so these were reintroduced. With totally false modesty I suggested to Phillip that it would help to have some idea of their effect before immortalising them on paper. My offer resulted in a series of experiments. We started with the back of my old, wooden hairbrush and it took all my courage to stay in place over Phillip's knees as the searing smart smashed through me. I had rather forgotten how to absorb and then to welcome such pain, so was fortunate that Phillip was essentially a gentleman and eased the force of his spanks, thus allowing myself to familiarise myself with the peculiar sensation more gradually.

The slipper proved far more pleasing. I preferred receiving it bending over the back of a well-upholstered chair, as my cheeks were nicely relaxed and the broad impact made them bounce and wobble deli-ciously. I must confess, however, to receiving special pleasure the second time that Phillip used it on me, when he made me kneel on the seat with my buttocks spread high, wide and handsome so that he could direct a volley of concluding spanks into the cleft.

In a final flurry, Phillip completed the spanking works and we all settled into our normal routine. Except that the time was now nigh to give Bertha her second chastisement. Finding a reason was no problem. At the end of one of our maths lessons:

'Bertha, my dear. I think that I have reached the limit of my patience. I know that you have tried, but not hard enough. I shall not whip you this time but I am going to smack your bare bottom for you. Quite hard. Now, let's see ... I think that you had better take your dress right off. You are wearing the drawers I bought you, I hope?'

'Yes Ma'am. Oh, please don't make me undress. Can't I just lift my skirts up? Please?'

I glared at her with mock severity. Inwardly I was gleefully relishing her maidenly resistance.

'Bertha, just for that, you will take everything off -except your drawers and stockings, of course. Quickly now, or I shall be forced to increase the punishment.'

Her trembling fingers fumbled awkwardly with her buttons and bows, her face was purple with embarrassment and tears trickled forlornly down her cheeks. She gave me a final, pleading glance when she had reached her shift but my implacable expression dashed any lingering hopes she may have had for a reprieve. At last, she was standing before me, all but naked.

'Stand up straight,' I snapped. 'Put your hands by your sides.' Her breasts were utterly adorable. Their shape and size bordered on perfection, the nipples were as tiny buttons, and they puckered as though aware of my admiration. Taking a deep breath, I leaned forward and reached for the ribbon at the waist of her drawers, untied it and slowly slipped them down, gazing in rapture at the soft, white swell of her belly, pausing as the first tendrils of glorious, dark red cunny hair appeared, then continuing the downward path until I was easing her feet out of them and only her boots and stockings broke the long expanse of beautiful flesh. Holding her drawers, I looked my fill. Her cunny was quite delectable, with full lips nestling together to form a tight slit. I made her open her legs so that I could see the lower parts of her buttocks. I stroked her softnesses and the crispness of her hair. I hefted each round bosom and jiggled them.

Turn round.'

She shuffled awkwardly round until her superb bottom was nakedly shimmering only inches from my face, white, soft, smooth in both skin and curvature, deeply and tightly clefted, wide and clean-cut folds at the join of cheek and thigh. Eminently kissable. Temptingly pattable and superbly spankable. I ordered her across my eager thighs. I made several minor adjustments to her position, testing each alteration by feeling her buttocks to check the degree of resilience and, having attained near-perfection, began a prolonged spanking. I did not strike her hard, but the quantity of the smacks more than made up for the lack of quality. Even so, her fine skin coloured remarkably quickly and I was soon facing a delightfully red area of intimate female flesh. And each spank was certainly firm enough to make the flesh shiver and ripple.

I paused several times. She proved to be quite a wriggler, despite her experiences at her parents' hands and the respites gave her a chance to regather her fortitude - and me the opportunity to stroke her loins, back, thighs and hips. Or to prise her open to look at her lovely little pink anus; tiny, discreet and hairless, jerking in tune with her sobs, which grew louder at each exposure of her intimacies.

At last my hand was burning, my arm aching and her bottom an angry scarlet. It was time for the finale.

'Now, Bertha. I think that you have merited a few more for arguing when I told you to undress. Just a few, but rather special ones. Kneel on the seat of the armchair. Stick your bottom out. Further than that. Yes, I know it's shaming but that is the point. Right, that is good. You are, by the way, Bertha, an extremely pretty girl. A perfectly delightful bottom. Right, to business. There's a white slash down the middle which should be at least a bright pink. Brace yourself.'

A couple of dozen sharp little smacks with the tips of my fingers completed the task to my satisfaction, if not to Bertha's. But the colour of her bottom was more important to me than her finer feelings in any case, which is why I made her stand in the corner of the room with her hands on her head, so that I could gloat over my handiwork. The contrast between the redness of her rump and the pure whiteness above and below was dramatic.

At last, when her dejected body had stopped shaking to her sobs, I took pity on her and told her to dress and go, giving myself the final treat of the sight of her walking naked across the room to where I had placed her clothes. The mobility of her plump buttocks was another delightful aspect.

This had occurred while Phillip was in Paris handing over the spanking illustrations and was the only event of real note, until he returned some four days later, richer in pocket and, I suspect in experience as well. We were in bed, happily and relaxed after a passionate loving during which he had plugged my bottom as well as my cunny and I was still throbbing delightfully, when he shattered my peace of mind by telling me that he had met up with some artists in Paris and had been invited to tour France, Italy and Greece with them.

His happiness at the prospect quashed my protests, but my heart was increasingly heavy as I helped with his preparations and, when I waved him goodbye, I am ashamed to say that I broke down completely. In a most touching gesture, Mavis took me up to my bedroom, laid me on the bed, bared her bosoms and held my head to their comforting opulence until I had cried my heartache away.

[bookmark: bookmark7]Chapter 4

For the first few days after Phillip's departure, I drifted around with no purpose in life whatsoever. Not even the glorious summer weather could tempt me towards a sunnier disposition. However, time is the great healer and perhaps a week or so after he had left me, I felt sufficiently recovered to harness Matilda to the trap and set off into Petworth, in the hope that a serious discussion with my dressmaker would speed my recovery.

In the square in the centre of the town I happened to meet an acquaintance, a very pleasant woman of perhaps thirty years in age and so somewhat older than I. She clearly deduced from my woebegone expression that all was not well in my world and kindly asked what was troubling me, whereupon I confessed all.

She looked at me with noticeable severity. 'And you say that your husband will be away for no more than four months? 'Tis nothing. You may not know that my beloved husband is a Captain in Her Majesty's Navy and is at present on the China station. He has been there for a year and a half and I do not expect to see him for at least a year.'

Immediately I felt exceedingly foolish and stammered out an apology at burdening her with my petty concerns, which she accepted most prettily and I drove back home, with refreshed eyes for the beauties around me and a sudden desire for intimate contact with one of my servants. Bertha was taking a day's holiday to visit her parents, and I recalled how Mavis had comforted me in her sweet bosom. I had a sudden yearning to envelop myself in their softness again. I flicked the reins against Matilda's straining haunches to urge her into an even brisker trot.

Sure enough, the worthy woman had done all the preparations for several meals and had almost finished clearing up when I came in from the stables. My happy mood was obviously plain to see on my face and the heart-warming smile with which she greeted me completed my recovery in an instant. I went up to her, flung my arms around her and hugged her to my breast, feeling the warm softness of her cheek against mine and breathing in the scent of her hair - clean femininity, with a subtle hint of delicious cooking!

'Mavis, my dear friend. I shall never forget your kindliness immediately after my husband's departure.'

'Think nothing of it, Madam. It was a pleasure.'

I felt her arms tighten on my back and, in the hope that the memory was stirring more than her natural sense of compassion, leaned back so that I could look into her face. She was attractively flushed from the heat of the kitchen. A tendril of rich brown hair clung to her moist forehead. Her warm eyes were smiling at me and her generous mouth curved upwards in an enigmatic little smile. Not unlike the captivating Mona Lisa, I thought. I kissed her. Had she not murmured softly as our lips met, I would probably have withdrawn my mouth and sought another path towards the physical intimacy I was longing for, but the little 'Mmmmmm' made me kiss her again. I opened my mouth a little so that I could run the tip of my tongue over her lips and, when her mouth yielded to the insistent pressure and opened to receive the intruder, to push it inside. Eventually, I withdrew and we held the other's eyes, panting softly.

'I would love to see your lovely big bosoms again, Mavis. May I uncover them?'

'Oh, Madam.'

I happily took this as full consent and with practised ease, removed her bodice and pulled the shoulder straps of her shift down over her arms until she was quite bare from the waist upwards. I gazed avidly at the splendidly opulent globes, noticing a faint tracery of blue veins just below the creamy skin and drawing in a sharp breath as the big nipples puckered. I reached out with both trembling hands and stroked them; I cupped them and revelled in the soft weight in my hands. I bent forward and ran my dry lips over every inch before taking each hard nipple into my mouth and sucking vigorously.

'You are a most handsome woman, Mavis,' I told her as I straightened up. 'Lovely firm breasts. And such smooth skin. I hope that your husband appreciates your physical qualities?'

'Not really, Madam,' she replied, looking down at the floor and blushing modestly. My suspicions as to the nature of their relationship were thus confirmed and I felt a small flare of anger on her behalf, at the same time determining to do what I could to help her appreciate and gain enjoyment from her body. But I sensed that to rush her would be a mistake.

'It is warm in here and I feel the need to be refreshed. It would take too long to run a bath, but why don't we fill the small tub? We could sponge each other down - that is, if you do not mind my seeing you completely bare. Or seeing me in the same state?'

'Not at all, Madam.' And she turned to the range, pulling her shift up.

'There is no need to do that, Mavis. 'Tis hot work in any case, so let us undress. Last one naked gets a good smack on each cheek from the first!'

She rewarded my little inspiration with a broad smile and then her hands flew towards her various fastenings. I lost comprehensively, handicapped as I was by being fully dressed in the first place and secondly because the sight of her nudity emerging from the fluttering of her rapidly shed, clothing distracted me more than somewhat. Under her enthusiastic gaze and with my eyes fixed on her heaving bosoms, I finished stripping and with a conspiratorial grin, turned and proffered my naked rear for two sharp spanks which jolted it into warm life.

Together we had soon filled the tub with hot water and I motioned her to step in. With great enjoyment, I soaped and rinsed the front of her splendid body, relishing her breasts again before acquainting myself with the roundness of her belly, the breadth of her thighs and then the generously haired cunny, using my hands rather than the sponge to our mutual delight. When she turned round, I dealt briskly with her sturdy back and shoulders, at greater length with the backs of her thighs and then focused my full attention on her magnificent buttocks. I had, of course, seen them before, but I had long maintained that most, if not all, bottoms are seen at their best when the owner is standing upright. I had caught an occasional glimpse of hers in this position during the preparations for a new pose while Phillip was engaged in his drawings, but I was not going to miss the chance for a lingering inspection.

It was splendidly broad, with a particularly long cleft and wide folds at the base of each cheek. Damp trails left by water trickling down from the washing of her back slightly marred the visual impact of her skin's smoothness but I soon reminded myself of this quality by soaping my right hand and applying it to the generous surface before me. I started gently but added sufficient vigour to set the fleshy masses wobbling spectacularly. I rinsed her off, carefully using the tips of my fingers to remove every trace of lather from the warm recess of her cleft.

T do confess, Mavis, that I find it hard to judge which is more lovely - your bosom or your bottom.' She laughed, with an underlying tone of embarrassment.

'My bottom is a bit big, I think, Madam.'

'Stuff and nonsense. Men tend to prefer big bottoms. What else accounts for the bustle? No, I am sure that size is relatively unimportant. Shape is all. And you have a splendidly female form. Now, if you could bend forward and open it up for me, I can finish you off.'

She hesitated. I did not show any signs of impatience as I fully understood that this was not an easy action for an essentially modest woman to make, especially one unaware of the potential sensuousness of this part of the body. But, accompanied by a deep and shuddering sigh, her hands crept behind her, each grasped a buttock, the slightly spread fingers sank into yielding flesh and the division slowly opened up until her anus popped into view. I washed it gently and quickly, told her to straighten up, slapped her wet bottom and reached for a towel, which I then used to dry her before taking her place in the bath.

My washing was carried out in complete silence, which worried me not one bit. I enjoyed her touch, which was initially a little tentative, but which improved noticeably towards the end.

By the time she had finished, I was not only feeling physically refreshed but the sight of her lovely big bottom as she walked across the kitchen to retrieve her clothes, sent my cunny juices flowing copiously. I knew, however, that she needed more time and further innocent intimacies before she would give herself to me without guilt. So, my need for love meant that Bertha's fate was finally sealed, but as she would not be returning until the morrow, I had to content myself with my own hands. As soon as Mavis had left, I moved up to my bedroom, undressed completely, arranged the looking-glasses so that I could study my body and started to dampen the fires.

With the two pier glasses angled to allow me to study both front and rear without hindrance, I watched my own hands smooth their way over my bosoms, belly, thighs and buttocks; squeezing, kneading, clutching, stroking, patting. I discovered several new pleasures in the heat of my desires. Stinging little slaps on my breasts made them sway and quiver in a way which was a treat for the eye and a joy to the flesh. Sharp pats on my cunny made the lips wobble and sent surges of bliss into my very centre. I then slipped my middle finger into the oily heat of my slit, my enraptured eyes alternating between the twin images before me - the movements of my hand on the patch of dark-gold fur and those of my left hand gripping my bottom as it jerked to the incessant rhythm of my pleasure-waves.

It soon became too much and I sank to my knees, just able to see the reflection of my up-thrust posterior in the mirror behind me. I saw my finger buried in my passage and my bottom-hole pulsate as the spasms made me close my eyes and revel in my spending.

And thence to Bertha. I contained my growing impatience until the afternoon, easily keeping everyone busy until I could genuinely concentrate on a leisurely lesson with her - and I gave her due warning from the outset.

'I trust that you did not give your parents any reason to punish you during your holiday, Bertha. I have a feeling in my bones that I shall be attending to your bottom this afternoon and it would be a shame if it were bruised!' I was smiling as I spoke and was rewarded by only the slightest blush and the briefest lowering of her eyes before she assured me that she had not been touched.

We began with writing and she completed the exercises with disappointing perfection and this encouraged me to move to spelling, at which subject she was less competent. I then remembered a very successful Entertainment I had conceived during my time with Aunt Grace. We had set up the little theatre in the cellar as a schoolroom with the 'Mistress' organising a Spelling Bee, but where errors were punished with six spanks as well as demotion in the line. It seemed to be a perfect way of improving her spelling, her sensual education and my enjoyment of life at one and the same time! I was absolutely fair with her, did not smack for not knowing how to spell words which were beyond her, yet she still ended up glowing brightly by the end.

I also took every chance to make her appreciate her beauty and to nurture her burgeoning sensuality, ending with her kneeling on the seat of the sofa:

'You do remember my telling you that I find your bottom exceedingly pleasing, Bertha?'

'Yes, Ma'am.'

'I trust that my admiration pleases you?'

'Course it does. I hadn't thought about it Ma'am. I didn't know that they could be pretty. I suppose that I just thought that some are big, like Mavis's, some are little, and they are only for sitting on - and whipping, sometimes.'

'How did you feel when you first saw Mavis with her bottom all bare?'

'A bit embarrassed to begin with, Ma'am. She's a grown-up woman and it didn't seem right for her to be spanked like a girl. Even if it were just for a picture. But then, when I had looked at it for a bit, I felt... sort of funny. It was really nice.'

'You mean that you felt strange feelings here?' I ran a finger along the full length of her tight slit.

'Oooh, Ma'am. Yes. There.' *

'There is absolutely nothing to be ashamed of. If Mother Nature had not designed us to have nice feelings in our cunnies, then it is rather unlikely that she would have made those parts capable of experiencing such feelings. Now, I will finish your spanking and then I will show you some more pleasures. Keep still. And stick your bottom right out. Good girl.'

And ten minutes later:

'How does your bottom feel now, my dear?'

'It smarts well enough, Ma'am. But ... it doesn't really hurt.'

'Good. It is throbbing warmly, I assume. And quite deliciously. And how do you like my stroking?'

'Ohhh, Ma'am, it's really lovely.'

I looked down at her, full of loving admiration at the series of curves which formed the vista of her back, loins, hips and widely parted buttocks, and used the diversion to plan my next move. By this time my blood was afire and the throbbings from my cunny were becoming too insistent to keep in the background of my awareness.

'I want you to strip naked, Bertha. Absolutely everything. Including your stockings and boots.'

She did so without the slightest hesitation.

'You really are a very pretty girl, Bertha,' I whispered to her, 'and giving you the nice feelings I promised will be no hardship. Now, where shall I begin? Your mouth, I think. Kiss me!'

She did, and before very long it opened to welcome my probing tongue and I could inhale the sweetness of her breath as she began to gasp at the pleasure of it all. I drew back and stroked the firm plumpness of her bosoms, then bent my head to salute the neat, pink little nipples with lips, then tongue, and thrilled to the way they stiffened and expanded under my caresses.

I looked into her face again. Her eyes shone into mine, glistening green; her moist lips were parted in their bliss and her cheeks glowed red. I lowered my gaze and rejoiced at the subtle blush which coloured the lower part of her neck and the top of her breast, forming an inverted triangle, confirming her excitement.

'Bertha, I plan to take you into areas of pleasure which you haven't even dreamed of. Will you come with me? All the way?'

'Oh yes, Ma'am. If it's as good as what you've done to me already, I can't wait.'

She did not have to. I made her lead me to my bedroom, where I placed her on my bed and played with her until her lovely red cunny hairs were matted from her copious spendings and her inner thighs glistened. I gave her time to recover, sponged her down and gave her full rein to indulge her own curiosity on my hot flesh.

From that day on, I rapidly regained my sense of contentment. There was pleasure in working with Mavis and Bertha in house and garden; my social engagements provided variety of company; I borrowed one of Phillip's sketching pads and found that I had some artistic capabilities. I read and embroidered. I rode Matilda through the lanes and across the fields.

And I spanked Bertha whenever she needed it and took her up to my bedroom whenever I needed to.

Before the second time, I saw the yearning in her eyes when I hinted that extra efforts with her maths would please me sufficiently to 'give you some nice tingly feelings' and knew for certain that I had found another little soul-mate. She also proved that her taste for corporal punishment was growing apace, as evidenced very soon after our first session on my bed. I had been genuinely irritated with her for some small sin of commission or omission and had given her bare bottom a sound spanking, at the conclusion of which, she turned her flushed and tear-stained face to me.

'Is that all, Ma'am? Perhaps you should whip me. Teach me a real lesson.' My heart leapt at the prospect. I made her kneel on all fours on the long, padded footstool which normally resided in front of the sofa and flicked my supple rod with firm yet loving ardour against the smoothly curving mounds before me.

The only desire which stayed unrelieved concerned my own rear. My own spanks and caresses only made me long for Phillip - or for another woman. I wrote to Arabella to ask her to stay but unfortunately she was very preoccupied with the Season and replied begging me to repeat my invitation in the Autumn. My only hope of salvation seemed to lie with my servants. My opportunity came very soon on one of those aggravating summer days when the sun is hidden in a thick blanket of cloud and there is not a breath of wind to ease the weighty sultriness of the air. It was assuredly not the time to be bent over a hot range and my suggestion that we should abandon all thoughts of work and have a picnic in the garden were received with cries of glee. Preparing the food took the three of us little time and I wrapped a bottle of champagne in a wet towel as a special treat. It was then that inspiration struck.

'It is so unpleasantly hot, my dears, that Eve's costume is called for. Let us strip naked.' They both stood stock still, staring at me, open-mouthed. I blithely ignored their discomfiture and continued. 'After all, we are all girls together, we are not overlooked and I have in any case seen both of you naked. And have no compunction in admitting that I am very happy to see you both in that happy state at any time.'

Mavis broke the ensuing silence. 'We don't matter, Madam, but is it right for us to see you ... all bare?'

I laughed. 'Of course it is. After all, you have already seen my bottom, have you not? Yes, Bertha, on my wedding night this shameless woman turned me up and spanked me. Mind you, I have revenged myself since then, so honours are even. Besides . ..' I moved over to them and placed my hands on their shoulders. '... you both know that I enjoy looking at you. I cannot believe that I am so ugly that you will have to look away! And Mavis has already seen me nude.'

Blushing in embarrassment, they began to remove their clothing, while I avidly watched as their rounded treasures popped into view, before copying them with all the subtle coquettishness I could muster. I then found three wide-brimmed hats lest any rays of the sun managed to penetrate the clouds, we picked up armfuls of cushions, rugs, picnic baskets, jugs of lemonade, the champagne and I beckoned them to follow me to the most secluded part of the garden, knowing that their eyes would be fixed on the sway of my naked bottom and exaggerating the movements accordingly, enjoying the feeling of the cheeks sliding against each other and the little rippling wobbles.

We ate and drank without any specific references to our nudity, all of us sitting modestly with our legs folded beneath us, so that there was little more than gently jiggling breasts and curving flank to provide distraction. Until we had finished and, with a contented sigh, Bertha instinctively rose to clear away, revealing her glorious behind, pinkened and slightly marked by her weight on the rug and shifting superbly as she bent and straightened. It was then a simple matter to lead them astray. The languour induced by the combination of heat, food and champagne made them putty in my fervent hands.

It took little to encourage them to treat each other to lingering, open-mouthed kisses, while I busied myself with first one cunny and then the other and my efforts were rewarded in full when I peered up and, looking through the moistened tangle of Bertha's cunny hairs, saw that each was massaging the other's bosom with evident enjoyment.

As a finale to this stage in the proceedings, I made them kneel up together with their hips thrust out to the greatest possible level of distension and the two dear little bottom-holes were pouting impudently at me. I bent my mouth to Mavis's first and the simultaneous jerk and gasp which greeted my first touch were most satisfying. With one hand on a silkenly taut buttock, my tongue softly laving the twitching orifice and a spare finger diddling her stiff little love-button, I was busy enough to be completely oblivious to anything else, although the following whispered conversation did penetrate my awareness:

'What's she doing to you, Mavis?'

'Wait . . . and . .. see.'

'Looking at your face, it's so nice that I can't wait!'

'Hush, girl . . . OhhhHHH MY Word-d-d-d!!!!'

And that accounted for her first climax and the same treatment did the same for Bertha.

Suddenly the passive side to my sensual nature asserted itself and I longed for their touch.

'Oooh, my bottom is stiff from all this sitting.' I stood up, turned my back on them and began to rub life back into the gently aching mounds. I could almost feel the intensity of their eyes and intensified the vigour of my movements until my posterior wobbled like a massive blancmange. That is much better,' I announced cheerfully before moving back to the rug and laying myself down between them, but face down. I closed my eyes and waited on events. Soon I felt the first welcome touch of a hand on the centre of my left buttock. Mavis had taken advantage of her seniority to make the first move and before long the two of them were cooing happily over my opulent derriere and I was sighing equally happily as the throbbings spread from buttock-flesh to anus and thence to my love-nest and into my depths.

'You really are beautiful, Ma'am.'

'Thank you, Bertha. Ahhh, that is especially nice. A bit harder, please.'

My globes were being shifted around in a way that tested their pliability to the utmost and I was writhing and squirming at the sensations flooding through me, pressing my cunny hard against the roughness of the rug beneath me until I spent.

Then we walked round the garden, watching the seductive movements of bosoms and buttocks with easy pleasure. I chased Bertha to slap her and revelled in the sight of her pumping, swaying and quivering rump as she fled in mock terror. We both turned on Mavis and slapped her soundly for laughing immoderately. We found a full watering can and cooled ourselves by pouring refreshing sprays of water over each other. We laughed our way back to our picnic spot, collected up all the things we had brought and returned to the house, much refreshed.

For the next week or so, the new atmosphere pleased us all. I still gave Bertha lessons on a daily basis and spanked her uninhibitedly during and after each one. I introduced her first to the fiery kisses of my hairbrush, then to a wooden spoon, in both instances relishing not only the different noise as they struck her flesh, but aso the fascinating patterns I could make on the canvas of her fat little bare bottom.

To my delight, she soon proved that she shared my taste for sensually-applied pain and on several occasions, I gazed down on her scarlet flesh as it shone up at me in such glorious contrast to the pure whiteness of her thighs and back, she craned her face round towards me and quietly requested 'a few more, please Ma'am. I really have been a very naughty girl and deserve to have my bare bottom soundly smacked.'

Then I received a long letter from Aunt Grace, which ended with an invitation to spend a week or so with her. Suddenly, I longed to see her again. The thought of making free with the Maids again thrilled me. I craved the exotic sensuality which so characterised her house, so I accepted and took Bertha with me to further her education.

We arrived after a tiring journey by stage into London and then a hackney cab to Aunt Grace's house near Richmond, with Bertha's eyes growing wider and wider at the profusion of houses and people. The warmth of our welcome was almost overwhelming, with a profusion of Maids in the hall to hug and kiss me, to smile warmly at the shyly blushing Bertha, before leading me into the kitchen to greet Cook.

I had told Bertha little of the atmosphere of the house. It was nigh impossible to describe the open freedom with which one was able to express one's most sensual desires. The only taboo I could imagine would be forcing another to do some act which would have been harmful to her, or that she would have found repellent. So when Cook released me from her very ample bosom and led me wordlessly over to a convenient and suitable chair, Bertha was the only person in the room who had no idea of what was about to take place.

I knew because, as I related in the first part of my little memoir, on the occasion of my first arrival there, her second act - after she had provided a much appreciated slice of cake and a jug of lemonade - had been to place me across her massive thighs, flip my skirt and petticoats above my waist and give me a brisk spanking. In my time there, I had often had my revenge on her and my taste for being spanked was well known. So it required no great powers of deduction to guess my immediate fate. Neither did I face it with anything other than keen anticipation because for all the pleasures which Mavis and Bertha had supplied, I had not felt confident enough to lead them into giving me the chastisement which I had grown to love and of which Phillip's absence had deprived me. I felt a flood of yearning to have my naked bottom the centre of attraction; to have eager eyes glued to every little quiver and wobble; for the reddening to be witnessed; for the sharp, enlivening sting. And, afterwards, that oh-so-lovely throbbing warmth.

She sat down, smoothed her skirts over her rounded thighs and patted them in invitation. I bent forward, placed my hands on the nearer limb, feeling the firmly yielding quality of the flesh so easily discernible beneath her clothing, then rested the centre of my body in the ideal position, with my cunny pressing against the inward slope of her right thigh and lowered my upper half until it was comfortably supported by my straight arms. For a moment or two I stared down at the worn stone of the floor, then raised my middle to allow her to bare me. And I knew that she would, even though that first slapping had been administered over my drawers. We had both moved on since then.

My skirts were swept briskly up, followed more slowly by my two petticoats. Then my chemise was pulled out from my drawers. Then she paused. My throat tightened and breathing was harder. There was that familiar hollow feeling in my belly as I awaited the final revelation, hoping that my audience would approve of the new pair of drawers which I had carefully selected for the occasion - red satin, with white trimmings, no slit and which my bent position had tightened to the extent that they clung like a second skin. Utterly decadent! Cook's hands smoothed urgently over them and her touch stoked the fires of desire. Then I felt her sure fingers undo the fastening ribbons and I relished to the full that heart-stopping series of sensations as an increasing area of naked skin was open to the caress of the warm afternoon air. There was a palpable silence as my rapt audience studied me.

None save Bertha had laid eyes upon it for a twelve-month or more and I was most flattered at the collective sigh which greeted its unveiling. Having often studied its form, I knew that my married state seemed to suit it as well as the rest of me, and that it had grown noticeably, with rounded white cheeks which pouted most provocatively and which were separated by a cleft which was longer, deeper and tighter than before. Clearly I was not alone in my opinion, for several comments reached my burning ears.

'My, what magnificent plumpness!'

'I had forgotten how white her skin is.'

'That's a bottom to be proud of, no mistake.'

I jumped slightly at the feel of Cook's hand on me, but she was merely reminding herself of the quality of my skin, for she stroked rather than spanked. Then, at last, I felt the sharp burn of a good smack, the assailed buttock quivered and the sound rang in my ears as I settled down and the numbness induced by my journey rapidly disappeared.

I could not resist craning round to look at the smiling, wide-eyed faces of the Maids, flattered and pleased at the rapt expressions and flushed cheeks. Then I almost smiled at the sight of dear Bertha, her mouth parted in shock at the sight of her Mistress laid over another woman's knees and being treated like a naughty girl. And yet I noted that there was a gleam in her eyes, which could only have come from sensual excitement as Cook sent my naked buttocks jiggling and wobbling towards another happy conclusion.

After that most welcome 'Welcome', I had time for a good bath, to change into a more elegant gown and to meet Aunt Grace and Uncle George for tea. It was a delightful reunion and, by the time Agatha had cleared away, all the fatigue from the journey had disappeared. My bottom was still tingling away in the background of my awareness and when Aunt Grace rather tentatively asked me if she could see it, I whisked my skirts up and my drawers down without the slightest hesitation and the thought of yet another, albeit smaller, admiring audience studying this part of my anatomy sent the tendrils of desire coursing through me yet again. As I stood before them, my eyes staring unfocused at the wall of their elegant and spacious drawing room, the skin of my bare bottom tingling at the intensity of the gaze upon it, I felt such a strong surge of passion that I could hardly control myself.

I swayed my hips slowly from side to side; I squeezed and relaxed the muscles of my buttocks; I slowly bent right forward, then reached back, grasped a cheek in each hand and drew them widely apart to present the innermost secrets of my femininity to them.

'My dearest Annie, I do believe - impossible though it might seem - that you have grown in beauty. You are assuredly even more richly curved in that area which charms and interests us most. Do you not agree, George?'

'Most certainly.' My 'uncle' was always a man of few words!

'And from the pink flush on your cheeks, you have already been spanked. By Cook, I presume?'

'Yes, Aunt Grace. Soon after my arrival.'

'She had no right to rechristen your bottom before me. She will be punished. Immediately.'

I whirled round before her hand had even reached the bell-pull. 'Oh, please do not be angry with her, Aunt Grace. I am as much to blame. I remembered that she spanked me only minutes after my first arrival here and it seemed appropriate to recall that event in the due manner. I did not ask her, but had I shown the least resistance, she would not have proceeded. I know it.'

Her eyes had initially been glued to my naked cunny, but as I spoke she looked smilingly up at me.

'Annie, as usual your honesty does you credit. But it is some time since her fat bottom was smacked and it will do her good. And as she spanked you then you shall spank her. And if you show the least reluctance to do so, I shall be more than a little surprised!'

We smiled happily at each other and she rang the bell.

'And ... er ... the Maids were watching, Aunt Grace. You can imagine how degrading it was for me to be turned up in public.'

Her smile broadened and there was still a twinkle in her eye when she ordered nice plump Vera - who was the first girl I had spanked in earnest all those months ago - to summon Cook and the Maids 'except the two new ones' to come at once.

With due promptness, the girls arrived and the sense of excitement in the atmosphere increased as Aunt Grace calmly chided Cook for her presumption and passed sentence, at which point she glanced at me and I smoothly took over. I had already placed the traditional spanking chair in position in front of the sofa, so all I had to do was to place the spectators, smiling broadly at a nervous Bertha as I did so.

'Stand behind the sofa, girls. You will be able to see quite clearly from there. Now, Cook, my dear. My poor, innocent, little derriere is still smarting like a furnace after your vicious assault and Aunt Grace has most graciously permitted me to exact a suitable revenge on your larger, less innocent hindquarters. In other words, I am going to treat you like a wicked little girl. I shall place you across my knee, lift up your skirts, pull down your drawers so that your fat bottom is completely bare for all to see and spank you. Now come here.'

I laid her lovely big bottom bare with despatch, gazed down lovingly at the looming splendour, stroked and paddled the deliciously warm, soft-skinned flesh and then my right arm rose almost of its own accord, paused at the apex of its sweep and then flashed down to land with considerable force on the crown of her left buttock. That unique ringing sound was music in my ears. My mind held on to the vision of the way her whole bottom wobbled and bounced and the brilliance of the pink mark which sprang up on the assaulted part. Even I would have squeaked at the force of that first spank but the stoical Cook neither moved nor uttered a sound. I watched the hand-shaped patch solidify, relishing the beauty of the shade of pink against the gleaming whiteness of her skin. Heaving a deep, deep sigh, I raised my arm again and smote the sister buttock with even greater enthusiasm, continuing in a heady rhythm until I finally had her bouncing up and down on my lap and squealing for mercy. The upward jut of her splendid mounds made it easy for me to reach down and kiss her better, an action which brought heartfelt sigh from the other end - and a sweet little burst of applause from the audience.

Everybody filed thoughtfully out of the room, with Bertha looking touchingly lost in her confusion. I signalled her to approach me, so that I could whisper to her to go up to my room and wait for me. Then Aunt Grace suggested that Cook should remain behind and, as Uncle George had also left, the three of us spontaneously began to strip naked, after which we sank on to the softly-carpeted floor in a passionate display of Sapphic love. After a satisfying period of mutual kissing and stroking, we collected ourselves somewhat and acted in a more considered way, taking turns ,to play the passive object of the others' desires, presenting whichever part was most in demand for examination and stimulation.

It was a quietly pleasing session, and I much appreciated the opportunity to remind myself of Aunt Grace's manifold charms, especially enjoying the several minutes I spent carefully judging which of the two of them possessed the larger bottom. Cook was the winner but, after detailed examination, I had to call for a tape before I felt sufficiently confident to decide. I believe that they enjoyed the prolonged measurement as much as I!

By the time we had finished, the rigours of the journey and the excitement of the welcome had taken their toll and I asked Aunt Grace for permission to retire early and if Bertha and I could have cold supper in my room. This was immediately granted and I wearily stumbled upstairs, where Bertha was waiting for me. I drew her to my bosom and kissed her tenderly, ignoring all the questions which her eyes were asking of me.

'Do not worry, my dear little friend. This is simply a household where the female posterior is almost worshipped and delights of the flesh are to be enjoyed, not preached against. Now, I have been meaning to promote you to the position of my personal Maid. For, let us say, an extra £20 per year. Does the prospect attract you?' She nodded dumbly, her green eyes wide with shock. 'Good, well you have now seen me all bare on several occasions and have watched me receive a good spanking, so there can be few, if any, silly secrets between us. In which case, while we are waiting for the supper I have ordered, you will undress completely. Look lively now . . . Excellent. Now undress me.'

Sated though I was, I could still enjoy the sight of her body as she stripped me.

'Oh, that is much better. Now, come with me to the washstand and refresh me.'

The cool dampness of the sponge was bliss indeed and there was no gainsaying the sensuality in the way she washed and dried me. I was even more pleased by her lack of stupid modesty when I told her to wash herself. The way she bent over with her bottom stuck out to sponge the inner recesses of her cleft was quite delightful. We had just arrived when there was a knock on the door and my dear Elspeth arrived bearing the happiest of smiles and a tray laden with food and wine.

After promising her that I would see more of her on the morrow, Bertha and I settled down to enjoy supper in companionable silence, after which I was quite overcome with tiredness and told her to come to bed with me. I just had sufficient energy to slap her for being silly enough to want to fetch her nightdress!

I woke early enough to greet the sun's first rays and stood naked by the open windpw, breathing in the air, feeling my nipples pucker at the slight morning chill after the warmth of a night in a comfortable bed snuggled up to Bertha. I filled my lungs and contemplated the pleasures I knew the day would bring.

Turning back to the bed and noticing the way that the blanket hugged the curves of the sleeping girl's projecting hip, I decided that it would be most pleasing to start the day with some gentle loving and, as there was neither time nor point in summoning one of the Maids, I tip-toed back to the bed, stood by its side facing her back and gently eased the covers down until she was exposed as far as her knees. I had not woken her, so was able to contemplate the smooth roundnesses of her back, hips and buttocks with heady pleasure before rudely interrupting the last of her slumbers by running my hand down her side, up over her hip-bone and thence to the tightness of her compressed bottom. To my delight, as soon as she was conscious of my attentions, she gave a little groan, rolled fully on to her belly with her legs apart and stuck her middle portions up in the air, thus allowing me easy access to her most exciting areas. It did not take me long to bring her to a violent climax and by then I was very much in the mood to exchange places and submit to her increasingly expert ministrations, after which I trotted naked to the bathroom, with my cunny and bottom-hole tingling with the impressions of her fingers, lips and tongue and the lingering traces of her taste and scents adding spice to the fresh morning air.

After we had dressed, I joined Uncle George and Aunt Grace for breakfast. Over our repast, Aunt Grace informed me that there was an Entertainment planned for that very evening, and my presence as a Guest would be warmly welcomed. I had, of course, witnessed several of these splendid events, but always as a (willing) participant. I accepted her kind invitation with a thrill of eager anticipation. Then she came up with another surprise.

'Annie, my dear. We shall be very preoccupied with our preparations during the day and I fear that there will be little that you can contribute at this late stage. I am sure that you and your maid, Bertha, is it not? Yes, Bertha, will be able to divert yourselves. There is, however, a favour I must ask of you. I hope that you will not find it burdensome. Two girls have joined us as possible Maids and I would be most grateful if you would take them up to your room to assess their suitability. I would appreciate your opinion.'

'I would be delighted to, Aunt Grace. They will, I am sure, fully occupy me until dinner. At the usual time?'

I would have relished even the most unexciting day there, but to have most of it free to devote myself to the physical and mental seduction of two girls, and then to be able to enjoy the exotic atmosphere of an Entertainment, meant that my cup of happiness was full to the brim. First I wandered into the sheltered garden, eager to revisit the statue of the goddess, whose gleaming marble body had given me the first inkling of the joys of the female form. She was as lovely as I had remembered and my thoughts travelled happily back to the time when Cook, the Maids and I had sat naked in the pool surrounding her, and the nude croquet tournament which had followed, and the running races, with the sight of our bare bottoms bouncing, swaying and wobbling, and the sound spanking with which we had had to pay for our pleasures.

I shook the past from my mind and happily rejoined the present, arriving back at the house in time to change into appropriate dress - drawers, stockings, a slim dark skirt and white blouse, which did nothing to conceal the nakedness of my bosoms beneath it.

They proved to be most charming and promising girls. The elder, Clara, was just twenty and her companion, Agnes, nearly nineteen. They had been working as seamstresses in London, so had some refinement, were both exceptionally pretty, neatly dressed with fine bonnets and both showed appropriately modest demeanour, whilst avoiding any trace of silly coyness. I led them to my room, offered them refreshment and we sat down to talk. They told me a little about their lives and, as soon as I felt that they had begun to settle in the strange surroundings, I led the conversation round to the main subject of interest.

'Please call me Annie, by the way. Now, I trust that you understand that young girls should appreciate the value of discipline?'

'Yes of course,' replied Clara immediately. 'Mrs Jervis, our employer, punishes us all whenever it is needed.'

'How?'

'She beats us with a long wooden rule. It don't half sting!'

'On your bottoms?'

'Oh yes.' At this point, I leaned forward a little and addressed myself to Agnes, who seemed a comparatively shy girl. Both were blessed with lovely golden hair, but hers was less striking than Clara's. She was plumper and her more rounded face had a calmness which was lacking in her more vivacious friend. I was very taken with them both, but found her slightly the more beautiful.

'And does the worthy Mrs Jervis take your drawers down and punish you on your bare bottoms?' I certainly communicated my keen interest in this particular aspect, for the dear girl blushed a little before whispering her reply.

'It depends how naughty we've been. If it's just a few smacks, than she opens the slit. If it's going to be more than six, then she takes them right down.'

'So the rule always lands on your bare skin?'

'Yes.' Either fond memories or keen expectation were clearly playing on their minds, because both of them returned my stare with parted lips, shining eyes and subtle movements of plump bosoms beneath their loose blouses. I then explained a little of what would be expected of them were they to be accepted by Aunt Grace and this led me to my next move.

'Everybody here finds pleasure in the sight of a pretty girl being spanked. I now wish to check that you are both capable of receiving a spanking with due grace and in the right spirit. But so that I can observe you properly, you will spank each other. Do it in whatever manner you wish, but give and accept in a way which will please and entertain me. Agnes, you will spank Clara, and then she will spank you. Proceed.'

It proved to be a most delightful episode. As I suspected, Agnes was a little tentative in the way she put Clara across her knees before baring a bottom which quite charmed me. It was a trifle larger than her overall slenderness had suggested, with a slightly boyish look, which was utterly belied by its smooth whiteness, by the dramatic way it jutted out from her loins, by the clean, tight softness of her cleft and by the diamond-shaped portion of a sparsely haired cunny visible between her firm white thighs. I noted that, as soon as she had been bared, Clara adjusted her position so that her rump was cocked provocatively up in the air and the moment her spanking commenced, bobbed up and down to add to the natural quiver of her cheeks.

Agnes, by contrast, displayed a much bigger and broader derriere, which quivered and rippled far more. I also observed that Clara was the more convincing and authoritative spanker. Both, however, had comported themselves with credit and I praised them duly as they stood before me, rubbing their pink bottoms and smiling their pleasure at my compliments.

I then told them to strip so that I could examine their charms. Both were quite delightful, with the firmness of Clara's plump breasts captivating me more than Agnes's smaller ones, although inspection of their rear aspects proved that the latter was definitely better endowed in this area. It then seemed perfectly natural to kiss them both in turn and to stroke, tickle, pat, prod and kiss every part of their bodies I wished, before leading them to the bed and gently but firmly encouraging them to kiss each other, while I sat on the edge and watched with growing ardour as the pleasure they found in intimate contact overcame their natural modesty, until they were both lying on their sides, their mouths locked pantingly together, while each fingered the other's golden-curled cunny.

It was thrilling to see how the hot waves spread through them. Their thighs spread; their bottoms began to twitch and jerk; their mouths panted lust into the other, but their tongues refused to lose touch, and the stiffened tips flickered against the other. Clara climaxed first, but I was most touched by the way she collected herself almost straight away and applied herself to the task of satisfying her friend. And there was a sweet expression of furrowed concentration on her face as she watched the movements of her hand on the plumply mobile lips, with her middle finger buried in the top of the slit.

I let them draw their breath, then told them to rise while I checked their general deportment. As this involved making them walk up and down the spacious room, and having long considered that the movements of a bare-bottomed girl walking away to be one of life's more delicious sights, I was extremely critical and made them go up and down again and again!

By then I knew that I would give Aunt Grace a most favourable report on their potential as Maids and, for a moment, considered dismissing them, but the whole experience had set my juices flowing in a most insistent manner and while my eyes were glued to their swaying and rolling bottoms, my mind lingered over how I could both advance their education and satisfy my desires.

By the time that I had improved the quality of their walks sufficiently for the moment - their backs were a great deal straighter and there was far more pride in their femininity evident in their actions - it was a suitable time to suggest an interval. Clara and I sat together on the edge of the bed and watched Agnes refill our glasses with the last of the lemonade - to which, I confess, I had added some white wine. We sat, the girls more at ease with their nudity than I expected.

'Now, I imagine that you have both seen a number of bare bottoms before - you told me that Mrs Jervis punishes you in public - but when you spanked each other just now, was that the first time that you have actually touched a girl there? Agnes?'

Again she flushed and lowered her eyes. 'Yes.'

'How about you, Clara?'

She neither blushed nor dropped her gaze. 'No, I've done it often. I always offer to rub ointment into the other girls after they have been beaten, and some of them like me doing it. Not Agnes though. I hadn't touched her before.'

'But you liked it?'

'Very much. She's got a lovely big soft bottom and I loved the way it wobbled. And it was really nice watching her walk up and down all bare.'

'Good. And have either of you played with other girls' cunnies before?'

'Yes,' said Clara.

'No,' said Agnes.

By then we had finished our lemonade and I moved on to the next stage of their assessment and told Clara to lie face down on the bed.

'Now, Agnes my dear. Run your hands all over her bottom. Stroke it, squeeze the cheeks, pat them. Good. Isn't that the most delicious little ripple? And has she not got the most adorable little folds where her buttocks meet her thighs?' My gaze moved between her hands on the firm little derriere and the entranced expression on her face. 'Now, Agnes, you are now going to perform one of the most thrilling caresses possible. Move her cheeks well apart. Further than that. Good.' Cheek to cheek we peered into the gaping division and studied the dear little anus. 'Is that not terribly pretty, Agnes?'

'Yes, I suppose it is.' She was staring at the pink opening with wide-eyed awe. I made her run the tip of her forefinger over the tiny corrugations of the surrounding area and then on to the raised oval of the tight ring of muscle. Clara's indrawn breath

hissed.

'Now I want the two of you to change places.' They did so and Clara stroked Agnes's much plumper rear with evident enjoyment and when ordered to separate the buttocks, did so with a rapidity which proved her eagerness. Once again we studied the bare bottom-hole before us - larger than Clara's and more pinky-brown than pink, but equally desirable - and she fingered it. This time a squeal of delight accompanied the hiss!

As I stared at the entrancing view before me, I pondered on my next action. The sight of Agnes's soft buttocks, distorted by the pressure of Clara's fingers and with her pretty little anus winking up at me, plus the plump lips of her cunny just below, all combined to set me tingling with lust. I determined to lead them on a further stage on the voyage of discovery.

'Well you are both very well favoured. I do not think that I can possibly resist the chance to play with two such delightful bottoms. Stay where you are, Agnes, and you Clara will lie alongside. That is perfect.' They lay comfortably across the bed, feet resting easily on the floor. I stooped over the two softly curved posteriors and filled my hands with the yielding flesh, moving the handfuls around and the consequent stimulation of their little orifices soon had them gasping. I spanked them. Quite hard, to test their fortitude, moving from one to the next, relishing the subtle differences in the textures of skin and flesh. I kissed the reddened masses and the quality of their little moans changed accordingly. I made them kneel up and I kissed and licked each bottom-hole and then used a finger on each wet cunny, moving my mouth from bottom to bottom in turn and their shrieks were music to my ears. I gave them a short interval to recuperate before the next and final act.

'You have both exceeded my expectations. I compliment you. And as a treat, I shall let you have full rein with my body.' I smiled as I spoke, lest they should think me immodest and was rewarded with two dazzling smiles in return. 'First of all, I would like you both to spank me. Clara can go first.'

She plumped herself down on the chair and helped me across her lap, on which I settled most comfortably. Directing one's own spanking proved to be quite an interesting experience!

'Do not rush things, Clara,' I admonished her gently. 'One of the pleasures is the uncovering. Tuck my skirts well out of the way. Good. Now my petticoats. One at a time. It does not matter whether you are spanking a girl for fun or punishment, this part of the ritual is important - in both cases you are affecting her mind as well as her bottom, so let her anticipate the exposure of the target area to the full. Stroke the naked parts of my thighs. Now pull my chemise from beneath my drawers and tuck it under the rest. Good. Well, I now only have my drawers to protect my modesty and I confess that I feel a trifle nervous at the imminent prospect of being completely bare-bottomed. I can feel that the slit has opened a little and therefore most of the central part of my bottom is exposed. Is that so? Now is the time to make me really tingle. Stroke the part that is showing. Put your hand into the slit and run it over the whole surface. Now pull my drawers down nice and slowly. Look at and feel the whole globe. Run your fingers down the division, and along the folds at the top of my thighs. That is very pleasant. Now spank me. Not too harshly. Warm the skin up first. Keep to a rhythm. That is much better. I can feel it wobble but the pain is easily bearable. Give me six harder ones, across the middle of each cheek with quite an interval between them. That lets the smart sink in. Ouch! Ooow! I certainly felt those two. Well done.'

And so it went on until I was quite hot and bothered and an immediate inspection in the pier glass revealed a satisfactory and even shade of red covering my whole bottom. I then made her kiss me better before readjusting my clothing and letting Agnes have her turn. Despite her quiet and shy demeanour, she was obviously a quick learner and had listened and watched carefully, for she carried out the whole procedure most efficiently, enabling me to relax and enjoy it all.

After another inspection of my burning buttocks, I stripped naked and we enjoyed a Sapphic threesome, during which they furthered their education considerably.

I was, therefore, in a perfect mood to enjoy the Entertainment. The preceding dinner was a triumph for all concerned. The food was delicious, the wines of the very best and the Maids (it was the custom for all of them to be dressed in the sauciest of costumes as they served us) looked mouthwateringly pretty, dressed in tight bodices, through which the shapes of their bosoms were clearly discernible, with the nipples showing up like dark buttons, and tight, knee-length skirts. From the front there was a charming combination of demureness and coquetry. When they turned their backs, however, there was no back to the skirts, so they were stark naked from the tops of their stockings to their waists and conversation at dinner was constantly interrupted as one or two jiggling bare bottoms caught and held the speaker's attention.

As I had participated in several Entertainments, I was greatly looking forward to being one of the

Guests and so when the time to move down to the cellar was upon us, I could hardly breathe in my excitement. As the curtains were drawn back, I leaned forward with my elbows on my knees, propped my chin on my hands and settled down to be entertained.

The stage had been set up to resemble a schoolroom, one of the most popular of scenarios for obvious reasons, although there -was never any attempt to achieve a realistic atmosphere. The Maids dressed and made themselves up simply, but did not disguise their real ages. The idea was simply to amuse those among us who enjoy the sight of bare female bottoms and to whom watching the application of a variety of implements to those bottoms was of specific interest. I had, in fact, overheard Aunt Grace say to a new Guest at dinner that 'there are establishments which pander to those whose tastes run to cruelty. It is important to me that my dear Maids enjoy the activities as much as my Guests.'

The 'girls' filed into the classroom and immediately noticed the absence of their Mistress, whereupon anarchy reigned. Maria had clearly been chosen to play the part of a new girl and hung back shyly while her classmates romped around. Then Elspeth, a natural candidate for the role of naughtiest girl in any company, spotted her. With her back to us and a half circle of colleagues before her, she was interrogated as to her previous schooling, then asked if she had been punished there and, if so, to describe the chastisements in full detail. She admitted to one or two spankings, administered in private and across the seat of her drawers. A howl of derision greeted her revelations and she was informed, in lurid detail, that 'here we all get spanked and whipped in public. And on our BARE BOTTOMS!'

Dear Maria radiated horrified shock at this unwelcome news, her hands flying round to her rear as though to protect it.

'B-b-but, I don't want anyone to see my ... my . ..' she stuttered.

'See your what?' the others chorused. She covered her shame-red face with her hands and her whispered response was barely audible.

'My bottom . ..'

I was already as enraptured as any of my fellow Guests, in spite of my familiarity with the participants, and I forgot that I knew them intimately and had spanked each and every one on numerous occasions. With my heart thudding, I awaited events.

Hardly surprisingly, Maria was told to show her bottom to the class, refused and was forcibly bent over the Mistress's desk (with her back to us) and it was laid bare for all to see. Then it was examined, discussed (in terms of admiration for its soft, firm breadth) and then firmly patted 'to see how much of it will wobble when it is smacked, and it certainly will be.'

Then Cook appeared as the flustered Schoolmarm and expressed deep outrage at such lewd behaviour from her 'young ladies' and spanked all Maria's tormentors quite vigorously, one after the other. Then the lesson commenced, and the air was filled with the delicious sound of naked buttock-flesh being assailed with the full array of weapons at her disposal, ranging from her sturdy right hand, via a wooden 'spanker' (an oval-shaped item, somewhat larger than an open hand), a split leather strap I later discovered was Scotland's worthy contribution to the art of discipline and known as a tawse, a full-blooded strap, two canes of varying thickness, and ending with a beautiful little birch.

Every bottom tasted each implement and was posed in virtually every possible position during the evening. Even better was that after the first few spankings, Cook decreed that having to raise their skirts each time was wasting time. Dresses were removed and we were treated to the splendid sight of a row of posteriors on the two benches jutting out towards us as the owners kept their punished areas away from the unyielding hardness of the seat, and bursting out of their drawers in a glorious row of red, divided curves.

Eventually, they were made to remove all their clothes and the increasing redness of their bottoms contrasted ever more strongly with the whiteness of the rest of their bodies.

As the finale, a bell could be heard in the distance, signifying the end of the lesson, and Cook told her now much more obedient class that in view of their poor behaviour, they would not be allowed out during the break but would be kept in class. She then strode out and left the six naked girls to soothe each other in a variety of ways, all of which clearly thrilled them as much as they delighted the audience.

I had enjoyed myself beyond measure and had particularly appreciated one touch in the play, where several of the 'girls' had actually challenged 'teacher's' marking but had claimed to be wrong rather than correct and therefore in need of a spanking. It proved Aunt Grace's point about the Maids' enjoyment more clearly than anything else could have done.

The remainder of my visit passed most agreeably. I spanked and loved each one of the Maids, had my bottom plugged by Uncle George, Bertha's education advanced dramatically and all the ingredients for my happiness were in plentiful supply.

My final abiding memory was when I recalled a happy occasion in my garden when Mavis, Bertha and I had formed a triangle so that we could kiss and lick each other's bottom-holes simultaneously. I had described the blissful feelings to the Maids and in a trice, they had stripped, formed a face-down circle and put the idea to the test. The sight of the array of bobbing heads and spread bottoms had been so enticing that I had fetched Cook, Aunt Grace and Bertha to my room to watch. They had been so inspired by the sights and sounds that they had joined in and, after a period as spectator, so had I.

Then it was back to Sussex.

[bookmark: bookmark8]Chapter 5

My little holiday had refreshed me most satisfactorily and I threw myself into Sussex life with renewed vigour. Aunt Grace had given me a parting gift of a selection of special spanking implements, namely two spankers, a tawse, a martinet - a most exciting little many-thonged whip - and a broad strap some eighteen inches long. Hardly surprisingly, I was most anxious to test their effectiveness! There was also a carefully wrapped parcel, some eighteen inches long, six wide and three deep, heavy and solid. The label attached to it strictly instructed me not to open it for two weeks and I fought back the temptation to peep.

I found that my companions complemented me perfectly. Bertha had benefited enormously from the atmosphere at Aunt Grace's and from her observations of the sensual activities which were so much part of life there. She retained a degree of charming modesty but whereas previously she had happily accepted contact of all kinds with Mavis and me, she now longed for it. Our lessons became ever more enjoyable and varied, as her natural intelligence absorbed all the learning I was able to impart. The better food, plus I think her basic happiness, had brought about a delightful improvement in her figure. She worked hard enough to retain the lovely slender-ness of her waist, but her breasts, hips, thighs and buttocks were by now noticeably plumper.

And if she pleased me greatly in the willing way she proffered a chubbier bottom for me to play with, she satisfied me equally in the delight she showed when seeing and touching my naked charms. I remember one afternoon when I was overcome with the desire to have my nether parts fondled and summoned her to my bedroom. The excitement within her made her produce the most charming little mewing sounds in her throat as she laid them bare and sank her fingers into the softness. Of her own accord, she pulled my cheeks wide apart and buried her face eagerly into the yawning division.

But her finest attribute was the way she enjoyed her spankings. Our lessons provided obvious opportunities but with her perfectly submissive demeanour and equally perfect posterior, I found that I wanted to indulge myself increasingly often. The satisfactions were many. On the physical level, the beauty of her bottom, its overall chubbiness, gleaming whiteness, the softness of skin and flesh and the rippling wobbles which even the lightest of slaps induced, the clean-cut tightness of her cleft and the breadth of the folds at the base of each cheek, all made it a joy to behold. On top of these, there was the more complex thrill of domination. I could be sitting over my needlework, for example, while she busied herself and her cleaning duties. I would look up and my eyes would follow her, concentrating on the movements of her rear beneath her skirt. I would visualise that part in its naked state and would deliberate on how best to satisfy my most immediate desire. Perhaps I would order her to strip naked and then continue with her work: on another occasion I might simply bid her to place herself across my lap and then spank her to a pleasing shade of pink: if the desires were centred in my cunny, I would slide my bottom forward on the seat, part my thighs and tell her to remove my drawers and kiss me. With her own desires plain on her face, she would kneel before me, her hands would bare me with practised skill and then her soft lips and hot wet tongue would trail thrillingly up the insides of my thighs, teasing me, tantalising me with the way she would lick round the edges of my seething mound and around my buttocks. Then her fingers would close on my cunny's plump lips and my love-button would start weeping in happy expectation, before spending in even happier fulfilment as I hooked my hands behind my knees to draw them up to my bosom and expose my bottom-hole to her wriggling finger as her mouth worked on my spot.

I furnished a spare room into a punishment chamber, with a plain table, a solid armchair, a long and sturdy footstool and an armless chair should I wish to put her across my lap. My collection of implements was laid neatly on the top of the table. The room was well lit and I framed some of Phillip's rejected spanking drawings and hung them on the walls to add to the mildly threatening atmosphere, perfect for prolonged sessions.

'Bertha, once again you have failed to dust the mantel shelf. This time it is the Punishment Room for you. Remove your skirt and drawers. Now finish your work while I study your bottom and decide how best to punish you.'

'Yes Ma'am. Sorry Ma'am.'

As I always did when she was working with her lower parts naked, I made her get down on her knees to brush up any dust under my bureau, because to do this, she had to reach right underneath it. This forced her rump up in the air to such an extent that even with the depth and tightness of her bottom groove, her delicious little anus popped into view above the downy red hair surrounding the coral pink slash of her excited love-nest.

Then I would follow her up the stairs into the room, where I would tease her by debating aloud the most appropriate punishment - which implement; how many strokes; how best to position her big, fat lazy bottom, etc.

And eventually I would decide. Perhaps with her upper body resting flat on the top of the table and her parted legs tucked inwards and bent at the knees. This presented a beautifully rounded but still fleshy pair of cheeks for the hairbrush - the martinet and the tawse were arguably best applied to a tight bottom.

'Kneel on the bench, Bertha, with your face resting on it. I want your bottom tight enough to expose the hole. Excellent. Now brace yourself. Take that, you naughty girl. And that. You felt that one, I think! Come on, stick your bottom out properly. That's better. Number three coming up.' Thwick! 'Let me have a look. Some very pretty weals. And your whole bottom is blushing most attractively. Oh, and the tips of the thongs have left little bumps on your flank. Right, the last three from the other side, to even you up. Come on Bertha, you can do better than that. Tuck your knees back in. Let me have another look. You do have a pretty bottom-hole. Now, if you take these as well as you took the first three, I shall kiss your bottom better. Ready? Keep still.' Thwick ... THWick . . . THWICKKK. 'Good girl. Yes of course you can rub it. Better? Right, bend over again and I'll kiss you.'

Mavis took a lesser role in my activities. She appealed to different emotions within me. For example, while I adored the shape and size of her splendid bottom, I spent as much time on her bosoms. And, although she evidently derived great pleasure from our little intimacies, she showed no signs of needing them in the way Bertha and I did. None the less, our naked picnics were a regular feature of our lives and we never failed to form our bottom-licking triangle. I also spanked Bertha in front of her - which she enjoyed - and occasionally her in front of Bertha -which she found a trifle shaming. Her big treat was to be allowed to spank Bertha, which she did with graceful effectiveness.

It was during this period that I had a minor encounter which was shortly to affect my life considerably. It seemed of little consequence at the time. I was on my way back home after a lovely long ride, when another rider jumped over the gate leading into a field, landing right in front of me. The sudden appearance, accompanied by a loud clatter of hooves, startled both Matilda and me more than somewhat, with the result that I nearly fell. I dropped my whip as I clung to her mane and eventually was forced to slide off her back. The other rider was having similar difficulties and, as I bent to pick up my whip, I saw that she had been thrown forwards over her horse's head. In my rage I lashed out and caught her flush across the broadest part of her riding habit. I then berated her for her lack of consideration, ending with the comment that I hoped that her ride back would be rather less comfortable, with the weal from my whip a constant reminder. Luckily I was not far from home, so could easily walk back without having to face the awkward problem of remounting. As I did so, I recalled the handsomeness of her features behind her veil - and the glittering blaze of anger in her eyes. A strange tingle unaccountably suffused my buttocks.

Shortly after that incident, the three of us enjoyed a most diverting afternoon. It was another cloudy but very sultry day and therefore ideal for a naked lunch in the garden. We were just finishing our repast and I should imagine that we were all keenly anticipating some languid love-making, when I saw a peculiar movement high up in a nearby tree. I focused my eyes and realised with an angry start that there was a human figure concealed in the branches. Heedless of my nudity, I called to Mavis and Bertha to follow me and ran to the spot. At first I wondered if my eyes had deceived me, for there was no sign of an intruder. Then I spotted an injudicious little movement and we threw stones and large twigs at him until he clambered rapidly down, whereupon we captured him.

He proved to be a comely youth of about my age, with golden hair, blue eyes and of pleasing build. His struggles were plainly half-hearted, presumably because of the distraction of the ample feminine charms jiggling in full view, and this, I felt sure, was to his benefit, because judging from the angry expressions on my servants' faces, it would have boded ill with him had his efforts been more forceful. Both were strong country girls and the two of them controlled him easily.

There then followed a few moments of complete silence. Even the birds seemed to be waiting on events and there was not a breath of wind to rustle the trees. Undoubtedly my first instinct was to interrogate him and take whatever action his responses and circumstances rendered most appropriate, and I am sure had my sensuality not been simmering quietly, he would have ended up in the hands of the authorities. However, as usual, being nude with my two companions had worked its spell.

And he was exceedingly handsome. And apart from having my bottom plugged by Uncle George, I had been without any contact with the opposite sex for weeks. Inspiration struck like a thunderbolt.

'Well. We have a Peeping Tom, girls. A wicked, evil young man. And a trespasser. Shall we hand him over? Or shall we deal with him ourselves?' His eyes flickered nervously between the enthusiastically nodding faces before him, but I noted that he was quite unable to resist a downward glance at the nakedly bobbing breasts. 'Not very long ago such behaviour would have resulted in a good whipping. Sadly this is no longer the case, but I am sure that prison is an effective alternative.' He paled at the thought. 'But we shall whip him. Agreed?' Their assent was immediate. I folded my arms across the excited mounds of my bosom and stared at him thoughtfully before continuing. 'We could lay one of my riding whips across his bare back. That would undoubtedly teach him a lesson he would never forget. But he has not long left his boyhood behind. Let us then treat him as a naughty boy and birch him. On his bare bottom.' His pallor immediately changed to a vivid blush of shame. 'But first we shall warm his bottom with our hands. Lay him down on the ground and hold him tight - I shall pull down his trousers.'

This was done in a trice and he ended up at full length with Mavis sitting on his shoulders and Bertha holding his ankles. With a deep sigh, I knelt down by his left hip and thrust my hand between his belly and the warm grass and began to undo the buttons, feeling my bosoms tighten delightfully as my hand brushed against his manhood. At that moment, I decided that we could well use him for other diversions but my desire to punish him overcame all other desires and I wrenched his trousers down, his shirt up and immediately set about his pleasingly rounded buttocks.

I struck him with genuine anger and in no time at all, he was struggling to escape and making it difficult for me to hit his bottom with any accuracy. Not that I minded, for I was not in the least interested in the aesthetic aspects for once, just in punishing him. My hand was soon too sore to continue - although the crimson blotchiness of his flesh was eloquent testimonial to the effectiveness of my efforts - and I signalled Mavis to take my place. She did so with a more studied and even rhythm, so that by the end of her turn, the discoloration was better distributed.

I then let Bertha finish this opening assault, which she did with mounting enthusiasm and increasing competence. I had enjoyed watching my friends in action as much as I had administering the punishment myself. I had used the weight of my body to pin his upper parts down, sitting on his shoulders and his writhing under my naked bottom had proved a most diverting background to the sights of their eager faces, swaying breasts and his quivering rump. So it was hardly surprising that when Bertha sank back on her heels, I turned him over so that we could examine his frontal aspects. Which proved to be of impressive proportions and soon swelled and stiffened magnificently under my firm handling.

I wanted to feel him within me and my bottom-hole began to throb and tingle insistently. I let the other two play with him, while I arranged my position so that I was sitting on his face and brusquely ordered him to lick my bottom. His panting breath gusted into my open cleft, so I was already gasping with pleasure when his tongue nervously found its way to the orifice.

It was a simple matter then to lean forward and prepare his pego by taking it in my mouth and running my own tongue liberally over the twitching shaft. We were both ready and I was soon squatting over his middle, reaching behind me to grip his member and guide it to the entrance to my bottom. Taking a deep breath, I sank slowly down, gasping at the thrill of being stretched and filled. My right hand stole between my thighs to my weeping spot and, such was the high degree of my excitement, that I spent far too quickly.

Neither Mavis nor Bertha wished to have him, although the latter could not resist a quick fondle, making me smile at the way her expression moved between curiosity, lust and modesty.

It was time to birch him. I sent Bertha to collect the rod and smiled happily at the twinklings and little wobbles from her rear as she trotted off.

By happy chance, I had been pruning a nearby apple tree and had left the ladder against it, so that we had a perfect apparatus for his whipping immediately to hand. I told Mavis to fetch sufficient ribbon to fasten him and enjoyed her more stately trotting.

He resisted a little as he was led to the ladder, but it availed him not one bit, as by now we had fully regained our eagerness. His arms were stretched up to their fullest extent and tied at the wrists, then his ankles to the sturdy wooden base. We studied him and I decided that his bottom would be better posed if it projected more. As it was he was tucking it in, so making a proper assault on the lower curves near impossible. Bertha retrieved his clothes, which I rolled up tightly and thrust between the ladder and his belly; the improvement was marked and he presented a handsome sight, with the fine muscles of his back clearly defined, his sturdy thighs quivering with apprehension and his still-pink rump curving towards us, sufficiently open-clefted to form two distinct halves as opposed to a divided sphere.

I picked up the rod, laid on the middle of his bottom to ensure that I was perfectly positioned, raised slowly and brought it whistling down, carefully angling the swing so that his left cheek took the initial impact and the supple rod then wrapped round the curves beyond. He hissed at the burn. I continued remorselessly, making small adjustments to the placing of my feet to alter the parts on which the tips of the twigs landed. I had never struck a bottom as hard as I did his and by the twelfth, he was howling his pain to the unlistening clouds. Unmoved, I crossed over, pausing to examine the scarlet hue of his flesh and completed my planned two dozen from the other side, thus imparting a more even distribution of weals over the entire surface of his plump buttocks and thighs.

Further examination showed that I had not drawn blood - it was a light, though quite bushy rod, specifically designed for Bertha's tender skin - and the weals were light. On the other hand, he was very red indeed, hot to the touch and clearly smarting like the devil, panting hard and I think close to tears. But I did not feel that he had had quite enough, so allowed first Mavis then Bertha to take hold of the rather worn rod and give him six each.

The final dozen proved to be enough. There were a few scratches, he was sobbing and had clearly learned his lesson, so we let him go. The physical consequences would heal in a few days, but I felt sure that he would always remember the events of the day. The blow to his masculinity in the way we handled him would stay in his mind long after the memory of his sore bottom.

It will come as no surprise that the ladder was moved to a more convenient tree and, at the first suitable opportunity, a deliciously naked Bertha was tied to it in identical fashion to have her bottom well reddened!

A week after this notable event, I received an invitation to take tea with a lady whose signature proved indecipherable but who claimed that we had met at a private showing of the latest additions to the collection of paintings at one of the nearby houses. I remembered discussing the showing with several strangers and set off in the hope that it would be the very pleasant dark one - Mrs Anstruther - who had shared my tastes.

I was in a particularly happy mood. It was a glorious day and I had suggested to my two friends that we do only the minimum amount of work in the house, that Bertha and I would have a short lesson and we would then enjoy the latter half of the morning and an early picnic in our usual and still-exciting state. Bertha seemed to pay little heed to the atlas I was using to demonstrate to the best of my ability the scope of our magnificient Empire and I seized the opportunity to move to my newly-acquired chaise longue and place her in the traditional posture. I was most pleased finally to have located this item of furniture. It added to the elegance of the drawing room but of greater importance was, as I knew from my days with Aunt Grace, that it made an ideal seat when one has a big girl to put across one's knee, especially for a more prolonged spanking. She does not have to support her upper half on outstretched arms and her feet can be placed on the floor to add the proper degree of curvature to the centre of her body.

Having laid her suitably bare and gazing down at the soft whiteness spread out before me, I decided that I could further her education and satisfy my own artistic inclinations at one and the same time.

'Now, you idle girl, what colour are our possessions on the maps?'


'Red, Ma'am.'

'And what colour do you think your bottom is going to be by the time I have finished.'

'Red?'

'Yes. Very red indeed. But not all of it. I shall imprint a pattern of India on your left cheek and Australia on the right. I hope that the shape of the pain will help you to remember what they look like.'

With the fineness of her skin making it easy to 'paint' her, my exercise in cartography proved most enjoyable and I took equal pleasure in showing Bertha the finished result in one of my mirrors.

So my thoughts were contentedly mulling over a mass of images as Matilda drew me towards my mysterious destination, when I was forced to rein her in as a large coach swept down the lane and clattered to a halt just in front of me, completely blocking my path. Before I had had time even to open my mouth in protest, two figures in voluminous cloaks and with scarves covering their faces had leapt out and were running towards me. I froze. I did not have time for even one scream before rough hands had seized me, I was being pulled from my seat and hustled to the coach, into which I was lifted. They flung me head first on to the seat. The rich scent of leather filled my nostrils. Then I found the breath to scream, but it availed me naught. My hands were tied behind my back and my feet fastened. I was gagged. Hot tears of terror boiled out of my closed eyes. I heard the scrape of hooves, the coach lurched off and I slipped to the floor. My shoulders were gripped and I was hauled back so that the upper half of my body rested on the seat, while I knelt on the floor. In comparative comfort, I was left to the horror of my thoughts as I swayed along to my unknown fate.

In retrospect, the journey did not take long, although it seemed interminable at the time. As we drew to a halt, I was blindfolded and, presumably because I had remained silent, my gag was removed and I gratefully filled my lungs with fresh air as I was lifted off my aching knees, helped down the step and on to a gravelled drive. Up a flight of stone steps. I smelt the interior of a well-kept house. Furniture polish. No stuffiness. A large house, then. Down more steps. Uneven ones, which cause me to stumble in the firm grip. Dankness. A cellar? My fears increased. My bonds were loosened and I fought the urge to tear my blindfold from my eyes. The consequences of such an action would be dire, I knew. There was a clanking and I felt the cold embrace of hard iron on my wrists and ankles. Then the weight of a chain round my waist. I was pushed on to a hard, narrow bed. Several clicks. Padlocks? Receding footsteps. A door slammed solidly shut.

My fetters were loose but secure. I could move my limbs, change my position on the bed, but not move around. I stretched out as comfortably as I could, on my back. The silence oppressed me and the dampness penetrated my clothes. My swallowing echoed in my head as thoughts flittered through my deranged brain. Why? Who? What was to become of me? What had happened to Matilda and my dear little trap? What would Bertha and Mavis think? What would they do? How could they possibly help? I drifted into a cold nightmare of seething fear.

I must have been near to sleep, for suddenly the room seemed to be filled with masked and cloaked figures. Fear surged once again, rendering me mute and draining the remaining strength from my limbs. My chains were removed, I was helped up stairs, along corridors and halted, hands gripping my arms to hold me up. My heartbeat thudded in my ears and it was all I could do to stop the whimpering moans escaping.

Someone spoke. The voice was tight, hard and of obvious quality. There was no mercy in it.

Turn her.' The hands obeyed. She was studying the form of my back and a sudden premonition as to my immediate fate directed all my feelings towards the softness of my bottom. The skin crawled.

'Aunt Grace, I think I am to receive the whipping of my life,' my silent cry echoed through the hollow-ness of my head. 'Help me!' The last flicker of doubt vanished as to some unheard signal my skirts were pulled up, leaving just my drawers to hide my intimacy. My knees weakened and the grasping hands tightened. I was glad that I had chosen a pair of my more voluminous underpinnings. Bertha's chuckling voice came back to me, 'Are you sure you want these ones, Ma'am? Not one bit of your bottom shows through the slit. Seems a proper shame.' She had parted the halves and kissed some of the exposed skin and I had laughingly spanked her for her impudence. I actually dreaded the thought of being bared for my punishment and felt a ludicrous flare of relief when my skirts fell again. Then I was firmly guided around and then forward. I could hear moans of fear coming from afar and hardly knew them to be mine.

Then I was pushed down and immediately recognised the familiar feel of a female lap, across which I stumbled inelegantly, irrationally sending a silent curse to my tormentors for refusing me the opportunity to bend over with my accustomed grace and covering my discomfiture with a rapid arrangement of my limbs, so that my hands supported my upper half, while my feet pressed into the floor behind to keep my legs steady. Some instinct commanded me to accept my fate with cooperation rather than resistance, even though I had not the slightest inkling as to the reasons for my position. I just knew that useless struggling would avail me nothing. I tried to glean something of the character of my punisher from the feel of the thighs below my belly but apart from their sturdy softness and obvious femininity, I was none the wiser. In any case, her hands began to heave my skirts up again and any further speculation became superfluous.

Her movements were brisk to ,the point of roughness and had I not raised my hips a trifle to facilitate the operation, I am sure that I would have suffered further. As it was, my outer clothing was wrenched up far enough to expose a fair portion of my back before there was a welcome pause, presumably while she studied the form of my posteriors through the fine silk which covered them. It was but a brief pause, albeit long enough to have me squirming at the shame of my exposure and once again to be overcome with that odd fear of having my drawers taken down. She spoke again.

'You may have the parts of a woman, but I shall treat you as a child. You will be spanked. Very soundly. On your bare bottom.'

Different circumstances, different emotions. I had heard these - or very similar - words on countless occasions and they had thrilled me. There and then, a shaft of shame and humiliation pierced my vitals. I emitted a wail of distress and her left hand slammed against the small of my back, rendering me even less capable of resistance, while her right ripped loose the tapes by my waist and wrenched my final defence down my thighs. I lay there, squirming and writhing against the pressure of the pinioning hand, while my poor buttocks shrank at their unwelcomed exposure. I was accustomed to admiration and the soothing and encouraging touch of a stroking palm as my spanker enjoyed the satiny quality of my skin and the yielding firmness of the flesh. Not this time. Almost before my pent-up breath had shuddered its way out of my lungs, my ears rang to the first spank and the centre of my left cheek exploded into flame. I groaned and jerked. She changed the position of her left hand, so that it gripped my hip-bone and her forearm held me down like a steel band. She was uncommonly strong for a woman. Especially as her voice had suggested that she was of quality, so her strength did not come from manual labour. The second spank landed with even greater effect than the first and then she settled to work with a maddeningly steady rhythm. I surmised that she was using the full sweep of her arm. Certainly I had never been spanked with such expert vigour and I was sure that the full surface of my bottom was a brilliant red after no more than a dozen blows. It certainly was exceedingly painful and I had to draw on all the experience I had gained in the past year and a half to behave with a semblance of decorum. I managed to keep my cries to no more than groans: I dug my fingers and toes into the floor in my desperate efforts not to arouse her wrath any further by failing to proffer her my insanely wobbling bottom in a way which allowed her to hit whichever part she wished.

But my good intentions were soon overtaken by first the pain and then by a resurgence of fear. My wailing and lamentations seemed to spur her to even greater efforts. Her arm's grip grew even tighter. When I kicked my legs, she delivered a volley of stinging spanks to the upper parts of my thighs, so that when she re-visited my buttocks, I felt almost grateful! Hoarse sobs wracked my body and my strength ebbed away until I was slumped over the place of execution, capable of no more than a slight jerk as each smack landed. My head swam. The sounds of flesh smiting flesh filled my head; my bottom was as hot as a furnace and for once there was no pleasure in it. Hot tears flowed and I felt as small as a young child in my helplessness. With renewed strength, I bucked and twisted, but the only result was a second assault on my thighs. The pain washed right through me. I heard a husky voice, seemingly coming from far away.

'Please ... no more ... oh my bottom . . . my poor, poor bottom.'

Then, at last, I was being helped to my feet. Supported by strong hands under my armpits, I was hustled away and back to the dark dampness of my dungeon, where my chains were fastened about me and then to the wall, my sodden blindfold removed and I could collapse on to the hard mattress and sob myself to sleep.

It was not a restful night. My bottom was exceedingly sore and even the silk of my inner petticoat was enough to aggravate the inflamed skin. Fortunately, I eventually realised that I had sufficient freedom to wriggle my skirts up and let the cool, moist air play healingly over the tortured mounds. But I was hungry and thirsty. And, above all, my soul screamed for explanation. Was I the victim of some cruel twist of fate, who had been taken simply because I had been passing that place at that time? Or did I have some enemy? If so, who? I dozed. I writhed in mental and physical torment when awake, with the clinkings of my chains a mocking chorus to my thoughts. Then the burning in my bottom began to ease and the defences which Aunt Grace's tuition had imbedded deep within me came to my rescue and I found that I could recall similar occasions where I had the naked body of a loving friend to help me through the painful night. I envisaged the touch and scents of Elspeth,

Vera and Connie. My cunny began to tingle and my hand crept between the softness of my thighs and I found solace. Then I slept.

I awoke, stiff, cold, cramped and consumed with a raging thirst and for the first time was able to study my prison. A small, dirty window let in sufficient light to illuminate the stone walls and my simple wooden bed and its meagre mattress. There was nothing else. My hands and ankles were manacled, with chains leading to a large ring securely fixed to the wall. I tugged at it but achieved no more than the loss of some skin from my wrists.

Luckily I did not have long to wait and, when I heard the door open, my fears returned in force. I was trembling and whimpering as the silence weighed down on me. The now-familiar figures stood over me, infinitely threatening, yet in a strange way, I felt relief at their presence. I turned on to my back and watched them study my helpless and crumpled form. The fears grew apace. Their appearance was, quite simply, terrifying. Wide-brimmed hats shaded what of their features showed themselves above the scarves wound round their faces: I could only see the glister of their eyes, not the substance: full-length cloaks gave me not one clue as to their forms - or even their sex: fine leather gloves hid their hands. I shrank back against the wall, wailing.

At last they moved and in no time at all, I was unchained, upright and stripped to my skin, despite my struggles. Then I was bustled out and into a neighbouring room, which had been furnished as a crude bathroom and where, under their embarrassingly steady eyes, I was told to perform my toilette and then step into the steaming bath. How I longed for the gently sensual washing that I had so oft enjoyed from my various loving friends as they ruthlessly scrubbed me all over. My only show of resistance was promptly dealt with by a sharp slap on each breast. They stung considerably, but shocked me even more and from that moment on, I was putty in their hands. I was reminded of my thirst and asked for a drink of water, whereupon one of them picked up a ewer, gripped my tangled hair, forced my head back and poured a stream into my open mouth. I gasped at the coldness as it flooded down my front, choked as some was drawn into my lungs, but recovered sufficiently to drink deep and no heavenly nectar could have been more welcome! As a final torture, a wet leather glove seized my shoulder, turned and bent me right over so that my bare bottom was sticking right up into the air, that hand was joined by another on my cheeks, these were forced apart and the remains of the cold water were contemptuously thrown into the gaping divison. I shrieked and had my breasts slapped again.

At last I was roughly dried, a fresh blindfold wrapped around my face and the guiding arms led my shaking and horribly naked body up some stairs and into what I guessed was the room in which I had been spanked.

I was held steady and upright, the polished wooden floor warm under my bare feet. I was clean, no longer thirsty. And, inexplicably, less fearful than I had been the first time, even though my nudity shamed me to my core. I sensed that I was under intense scrutiny and could not resist trying to move one thigh in front of its sister in order to shield my furry triangle from the eyes which I was sure were glued to it. A stinging slap made me cry out and straighten up.

'Part her legs.' It was the same voice. Leather-covered hands forced obedience before moving behind me to push my hips forwards, adding to the prominence of my display. I panted my distress. My heartbeat thudded in the hollowness of my skull and my skin crawled. I had been inspected often enough. But never so cruelly. Never with such humiliation.

'Turn her.' My head spun as I was whisked stumbl-ingly round, the nervous flesh of my buttocks shaking.

'Bend her.' Pressure on the back of my neck. Blood rushed to my head and seemed to drain from my rear as it jerked upwards. I could not help moaning.

'I want to see the hole.' I cried out as my cheeks were separated and cool air caressed my stretched anus. I heard a creaking. Footsteps approached. I was pulled upright and turned again. Ungloved hands on my breasts. Tweaking the nipples. Pain flooded through them. I shrieked, then moaned as the orbs were fondled gently. My belly was stroked. Then the fronts of my thighs. I felt disgusted with myself as little throbbings invaded my cunny. Firm fingers cupped the furriness and squeezed the lips together, shifting their fleshiness around. I retched, but the throbbings waxed.

I heard her move behind me and my bottom started to tingle. Each plump cheek was cupped and patted. A finger moved down the full length of the inrolling, probed into the depths of the fleshy groove until it was touching the cringing little orifice and my instinctive clenching made no difference. My heart raced at the prospect of penetration of its unprepared dryness, but thankfully her hands moved to the in-sides of my thighs and from thence to the rear part of my pulsating slit. Fingers probed. Both shame and excitement grew as I felt them move easily in the slip-periness within and I called out as a finger thrust its way all too easily inside.

I was again bent forward and this time my back passage was violated. Held firmly, I could do no more than squirm my bottom against the intrusion until she had completed this most intimate of examinations.

'She has a good bottom. Lock her up again for three hours. Then bring her up - dressed - and I shall beat her with a slipper.'

Still naked, I was chained to the wall and lay there awaiting the next stage in what was already becoming a punishment protracted well beyond the bounds of reason. My bottom may well have forgotten the pain of the previous evening's spanking, but the memories of her questing hands lingered everywhere. Hot tears again soaked the blindfold as my misery overwhelmed me but, strangely perhaps, as the appointed hour drew nigh and my thoughts concentrated on my forthcoming beating, my spirits began to rise. I knew that I would be extremely sore by the end but my bottom had often been set afire and, if I was understandably nervous at the prospect, this was better by far than the shapeless demons of the unknown.

So when my sinister warders once again unchained me, I was able to dress myself with reasonable composure and, despite my blindness, walked between them with some assurance. Nevertheless, when we arrived at our destination, my heart was pounding, my mouth dry, the hollowness in my belly was not all due to hunger and my derriere was tingling frantically.

Not a word was uttered as I was led a few paces to my left, made to bend my knees until they rested on some sort of padded cushion and then my torso was pushed down until it was resting - in some comfort, I admit - on a level surface, also padded, the edge of which met the very tops of my thighs. Straps were placed around each wrist and about my knees, then tightly fastened. Another was fixed round my waist, making my rump even more prominent.

My bottom filled my awareness. From my own knowledge of its formation, I knew that each half presented an ideal target, rounded, broadened somewhat, yet fleshy enough at least to quiver with each impact. The cleft was sufficiently open to alter it from one split mass to two distinct spheres of smooth-skin-ned flesh and the back of my love-nest would be visible.

My skirts and petticoats were raised. Cool air stroked my naked thighs and trickled into the tears in my stockings. My drawers stretched tightly across my up-thrust globes. Fingers busied themselves at the waist, the tightness eased and, in the twinkling of an eye, my bottom was properly bare. A soft hand smoothed over the silken tautness, squeezing and prodding. It left my flesh, which began to crawl. I panted softly and screwed my eyes tightly behind the constricting cloth. Despite the tightness of the straps, I found that I could push my hips back a trifle. Not enough to alter their composition, but I hoped sufficiently to signal my acceptance of the beating.

The first blow landed. It made a hollow sound -whopp - as it did so. The centre of my left buttock burned. My breath hissed through my clenched teeth. Whopp! on the same area of the other cheek. Then the two patches of pain were married when the third blow crossed the divide. She concentrated on the left side, working steadily from top to bottom and from the inrolling to the flank. And back again. I began to moan. Each spank hurt more than one from a hand. And the pain had a maddening quality. She spanked away down the full length of the cleft. My bottom-hole smarted. I presumed that the driving impact of her weapon had forced the cheeks apart. Not a great deal, but enough to affect my anus. My 'Ows' and 'Oohs' greeted each smack. Then she moved to my other buttock and my cries were silenced until she started to revisit freshly-spanked parts.

Her slipper danced from cheek to cheek and the pain spread through my blazing bottom to envelop my whole being. My moans were almost continuous until suddenly I felt the hot flush of exultation as I began to wallow in the pain and humiliation. Even though this was already proving to be far more painful than her hand, I no longer wanted to shrink my bottom away from the blows. I instead pushed it out towards my invisible tormentor and let the waves wash through me. At last I was released, stripped naked for a final examination and returned to my dungeon, where I was chained by the waist to the wall. I heard the door shut and boldly removed my blindfold. To my immense delight, I saw a table under the window, on which was a jug and a plate laden with meat and bread. My new chain was long enough to allow me to reach these delights and I wolfed down the food and drank my fill before lying down and falling into a deep sleep.

The following morning started in a similar manner, only this time I was provided with a comb so that I could make some attempt to arrange my tangled locks. And I was given breakfast, if only of bread and water. Once again I was led upstairs and subjected to another examination, after which I stood with my back to Madam, as I had taken to calling her in my thoughts; and awaited an announcement on my immediate future. None was forthcoming so, when I was led away, the fear of the unknown again took hold of me. We went down different corridors, through new doors. I was stumbling in my uncertainty. Then there was lightness within my blindfold. A breeze wafted over my bare skin and I knew that I was in the open. Out of doors. I shrank back. There would surely be gardeners. I was naked. My guiding hands dug into my flesh and dragged me along.

There was no rhythm in my walking and I could feel my naked bottom bounce and wobble. It was still aching gently from the effects of the slipper. What was in store for it? My hard-won assurance of the previous day fled. Grass under my feet. Smooth at first, then rough and coarse. The warm and familiar scent of horse. A friendly whicker. I was in a paddock. But why? The smell filled my nostrils. We halted and I sensed that the animal was close. I did not understand. I shivered. Then my hands were placed on it. I felt the maned curve of its neck under my left and the smooth breadth of its back with the right. Hands gripped my left ankle, raising it. Others gripped my bottom and pushed. I understood and clumsily mounted my unseen steed, almost falling when the hands left my buttocks, but swung my right leg across its back, so that I was fully astride. It shifted at my nervousness and I reached out to cling to its neck until it stood still and I could accustom myself to the strangeness of my seat. I had always ridden side-saddle, had never ridden bareback, nor bare-bottomed. Its hairs pricked softly against my skin. The pressure of its backbone against my cunny was suddenly almost pleasant. I rocked gently and my squashed cheeks shifted.

'Put your arms round his neck.' Her voice was warmer than before. And there was the tension of forthcoming excitement in it. I obeyed, clinging tightly with arms and knees. Then I knew what was to happen to me. My bottom was raised up off his back, stark naked and well spread. I gulped and clung on with all my strength, waiting for the pain.

'Walk on.' He moved to a slow walk and I could move easily with him. He must have been on a leading rein, for we were moving in a circle. I heard a whistling sound, heard a sharp crack and a narrow strip of fire seared my bottom. I cried out and the horse stumbled. I redirected my awareness towards my derriere as the pain faded. I could feel the tightness of the weal across the centre of the target, right across both halves. I had just caught my breath when the second lashed into me. I nearly flung my hands back to protect and soothe my flaming quarters but knew that I would fall if I did. My bottom had never experienced such intensely sharp pain. Not even from Aunt Grace's birch. I shrieked and felt a surge of panic. I could not imagine that I would be able to take much more. The third one landed across the base, biting into the sensitive folds, stretched nicely open by my posture. Of its own accord, my bottom tossed around in the air and it took all my strength and resolve to stay on. I was gasping for breath, fighting back the hot tears. We walked on. Twice? Thrice? She was waiting for me to hold my bottom still. I tried, succeeded and at last writhed and howled to the fourth. Round and round we went. My thigh muscles weakened and my tortured flesh bumped against the horse's back. I immediately rose, wailing. Then a determination to take my peculiar whipping with fortitude surged through me and I gritted my teeth, passed my hands further forward until I could lock them together, dug my knees into his flanks and thrust my striped bottom as high as I could. I held my breath. The fifth slash cut into me, on untouched flesh above the first weal. I bit into my shoulder to stifle my cries and it was then that the exultant feeling washed through me. It did not diminish the pain, just transformed it. Three more times the thin fiery line blazed across my bottom and lights flashed behind my eyes. My strength left me and I tumbled limply on to the grass, where I writhed in my agony, utterly heedless of what I was displaying.

My senses were still scrambled when I found myself back in the cell and my sight was again restored. I tottered to my bed and flung myself face down on it, completely spent. At some stage I was roused. I was given water and good red wine. A tasty pie and an apple filled my belly. I was turned face down and my throbbing buttocks soothed by a cold ointment. I slept.

Morning came and again my bottom was covered in that delicious balm and I was left to rest again until I was properly awake. I was fed and washed and by now had my wits about me, so that I was aware of the change in the way they treated me. Neither attendant spoke, but their hands had a new gentleness. Again my eyes were covered and I was led upstairs. The unrhythmical movements of my naked bottom made me contemplate its condition. It throbbed and tingled, was stiff and heavy but I knew that she had not split the skin and that the bruising was light. I hoped that she would spare it for a day or so longer before renewing her assault.

Then I was halted. I assumed that she was facing me and my changed demeanour was reflected in the way I made myself stand upright and make no efforts to reduce the prominence of either bosoms or cunny. I felt hands working on the knot of my blindfold and before I could grasp what was happening, it fell away and I was face to face with my dominatrix. My mouth fell open in shock. And understanding. It was the lady whose careless riding had so nearly been my undoing and whose bottom I had caught with my whip! She was dressed in her riding habit and her eyes and white teeth gleamed at me through her veil as my knees sagged.

'Well, my dear. I imagine that you fondly hoped that our paths would never cross. I am delighted that they did!' She removed her hat and veil and I gasped at her beauty. Her hair was as black as a raven's wing and flowed in waves over her shoulders as she unpinned it and shook it free. I looked wildly about me. As I had guessed, we were in a large house, for the room was spacious and furnished with the quietest of good taste. My attendants were still cloaked and masked and the atmosphere seemed no less threatening for the revelations. I looked back at her as she rose from her armchair and approached me. She was taller than I and, from what I could see, was blessed with a marvellously curvacious figure. She disappeared behind me, inspected my bottom at some length and then returned to her seat. Her dark eyes seemed to penetrate my soul and, without thinking, I found myself on my knees, begging forgiveness. Her expression softened and a slow smile transformed her features. I stared at her, quite lost in admiration. Her face formed a perfect oval, her mouth was ruby-red and sensuously curved, her complexion was as pure as new snow and, now that her eyes were suffused with warmth rather than anger, they glowed at me like limpid pools. She flicked her hand and my attendants moved with swift silence from my sight.

In the ensuing silence I felt such a surge of exultation that, had I not already been kneeling, I would have sunk to my knees. Naked, my bottom throbbing with the pressure of my heels digging into the soft mounds, wafts of cool air drifting between my parted thighs and caressing my cunny and my bosoms huddling apologetically between my arms, I presented the picture of suppliant womanhood. I had not harmed her enough to warrant the anguish and pain to which I had been subjected but there was no resentment in my soul.

Her eyes read my thoughts. My wordless pleas were as an open book to her.

'You are known as Annie.'

'Yes, Madam.'

'You took your punishments well. Very well. You have reason to be proud of yourself. But I have not finished with you yet.' My heart leapt in my breast at the thought of her bending me to her slightest whim. 'Show me your bottom-hole.'

I stumbled to my feet, walked unsteadily until I was almost upon her and turned. My breath sawed through my throat as I slowly bent forward, reached back with trembling hands, clasped a cheek with each and eased them aside until I could feel the ring of muscle stretch. It did seem quite enough. I moved my feet further apart and bent more acutely until I could feel a tendril of cool air on the beginning of the passage itself. What could be more abasing than that? And yet my submission thrilled.

'You are remarkably lovely, Annie. Stand up straight. The curves of your hips and buttocks complement each other perfectly. Your stripes draw attention to your posterior in the most dramatic way. Put your weight on your right leg. Now the left. Walk to the end of the room. Come back. Place your left nipple in my mouth. The other one. Stroke your cunny. Slip your finger inside it. Right up. Remove it. Put it in your mouth. Wet it well. Turn round. Push it into you bottom. Out. In again. Push the middle finger of your other hand into your cunny. Move them in and out.

My nipples were still aching from her sharp, nibbling teeth, my anus and love-nest thrilled to the movements of my fingers. I could feel the movements of one with the other through the membrane separating the twin passages. My knees weakened, my hips jerked as thrilling waves crashed through me. My sighs waxed and waned. Her voice penetrated my awareness just before I spent.

Turn and face me.' I was quivering from head to toe, the flesh of bosoms, thighs and buttocks in constant agitation at the strength of my emotions. 'You whipped my bottom and I whipped yours in exchange. I believe that we are now even, but for one thing. I had no one to soothe mine, whereas my servants tended to you with their customary skill. You will now kiss mine. Kneel.'

I obeyed with a surge of joy. The prospect of seeing a woman's derriere for the first time is a great pleasure and hers promised to be of wondrous beauty. She stood before me and my hungry eyes devoured the close view of her well-filled skirt as I trembled yet more violently at the thought of the white curves below. I reached out and began to raise her skirts.

Her calves were elegant in their silken covers; the backs of her knees seductively smooth; two inches above them, the tops of her stockings indented her thighs; the hem rose steadily, exposing more and more of those splendidly rounded columns; with bated breath I awaited the first sign of her drawers and it was not until I saw the 'smile' on her long folds that I realised that she was not wearing any. Then, her magnificent bottom was shimmering before me in its naked glory.

And it was truly wondrous to behold. Firmly plump, richly curved and flawlessly white, with a long, deep cleft which made my tongue yearn to delve into its soft tightness. With a little moan of ecstasy, I bent to work. Her skin was even softer to the touch than it appeared to the eye. The aroma of sweet, soap-scented flesh with the occasional waft of excited womanhood, filled my lungs. Resting my hands on her hip-bones, with part of my awareness loving the feel of satiny warmth, I kissed and kissed, every now and then moving my head back to fill my eyes with the bounteous whole.

I ran my lips down the cleft, craning my neck backwards to reach the lower part as it curved towards her love-nest. I retraced my path, this time pursing my mouth to push it further into her groove. My nose also slipped into it, adding to my pleasure. Then, in an unmistakable gesture, she bent forward.

Moving my hands down, I prised the fleshy mounts apart until her dark little anus winked at me. I wetted my tongue and leaned to my task of caressing her in that subservient but so pleasurable way, and her gasps were eloquent testament to my expertise. As were her subsequent jerks and moans as she spent so violently that her weaving bottom made it nearly impossible for me to keep my mouth in place.

I had but whetted her sensual appetite, for I was immediately led over to the fireplace and laid on my back on the thick rug which rested there. She straddled my face and hastily dragged her skirts clear of her middle. My mouth dropped open, not just in readiness to serve her once again, but also at the heartstopping sight of her buttocks looming outwards above her thighs and the pink line of her open slit showing through the surprisingly sparse hairs on her cunny. Then her bottom descended. I whipped my arms back above my head to free them for subsequent kneading of her bottom-cheeks just as my vision was filled with a divided mass of flesh and my mouth was enveloped in the hot wetness of her love-nest.

I believe that at least two further spendings wracked her before she finally raised her bottom from my aching mouth, after which she rang the bell and ordered the two masked figures to take me to the Lilac Room, and to give me anything I wished for.

'Annie,' she smiled at me, 'I hope that you will stay for a few more days as my guest. Go and rest. Food will be brought to you after you have bathed. Ring if you desire anything and I trust that I shall have the pleasure of your company over dinner.'

The huge and comfortable bed welcomed my stiff but deliciously bathed body an hour or so later and I slept until it was time to prepare for the evening. My gown had been expertly laundered, an ample supply of new stockings was laid out for me and I happily matched the naked state of my hostess's bottom under my petticoats.

She proved to be an attentive host and a most entertaining companion. Our conversations ranged far and wide and it was not until my final evening that the talk reverted to the sensual.

'Annie, my dearest, I have been most remiss in not enquiring as to the state of your beautiful posterior. I trust that it is recovering?'

'Very satisfactorily, thank you.' There had been a profusion of looking-glasses in my opulent room and I had studied its progress towards unmarked whiteness.

'That is good news indeed. I hope that you will let me see it after dinner?'

'Of course, Lady A******. If, in return, you will let me see yours, which in my humble opinion, is equally lovely. If not more so.'

'I would consider it an honour - and do please call me Elizabeth. Ah, the gong. Let us go through and face what Cook has deigned to provide for us!'

It was the most delicious repast, featuring quite the best jugged hare that I had ever tasted and accompanied by the very best of wines. By now fully at ease in her company, I was able to join in - and contribute to - the discourse on the charms of the human figure and we were in full agreement that the female bottom was the most charming and sensually appealing part. And that spanking was a most thrilling activity. We were, therefore, both in a mood of keen anticipation when one of the Maids cleared away our coffee tray and left us alone in her drawing room to examine each other. I proffered my bottom first and my fevered blood raged through my veins at the feel of her hands on my nakedness. Then it surged anew at the sight and feel of her cheeks in my hands. We stripped, lay on the soft rug and stroked, kissed, patted, slapped and licked away until our ardour had cooled and we lay happily entwined.

'As I suspected, Annie, you are truly a girl after my own heart. Now listen. I am one of a group of like-minded women - we refer to ourselves as "The Society" - who meet on occasion to enjoy these activities to the full. We derive pleasure from the sight of our friends in Eve's costume; we demonstrate as many of the pleasures of both giving and receiving punishment as we can conceive. I would be delighted to put your name forward for full membership, if you so desire. I should however warn you that there is a most stringest test before you can be accepted fully.'

'Thank you, Elizabeth. I would be most honoured to be considered. And tested to the full.'

We spent the night together and, the following morning, I felt a mixture of contentment, excitement and sheer happiness. She kissed me farewell, promised to come and visit me, and ordered a manservant to lead me through the vast hall and to the front door, where my heart thrilled to the sight of Matilda and my little cart.

I looked around and slowly recognised the surroundings. I knew that my way home was to the East, so set off down the long drive knowing that it would not be long before I was home.

[bookmark: bookmark9]Chapter 6

My sudden arrival caused a most pleasing degree of consternation in my servants. Apparently Elizabeth had sent a note to my home to the effect that I had received an invitation to stay with her and would be away for a week. Unfortunately for them I was a day early and so caught them unprepared.

I had entered the house expecting to see them busy about the normal morning tasks only to find it deserted and untidy, so had moved into the garden, where slaps and giggles had led me towards our shady picnic tree. I approached slowly and softly and my caution was well rewarded by the entrancing view which met me as I eased my head round the end of the laurel hedge which provided a most useful screen to all except tree-bound spies.

Both were completely naked. They were lying on their bellies, feet towards me and engrossed in something in front of them with both bottoms showing pink signs of the slaps I had heard. I tiptoed up to them and gazed down at the four rounded cheeks, half of me filled with lustful desires to indulge my senses in their opulent charms and the other half seething with justifiable anger at their idleness. It took but a second to realise that I could satisfy the full range of my emotions by punishing them and so continued with my study of their naked buttocks while I considered the most appropriate - and satisfying - manner in which to administer their punishment. Whatever they were studying was absorbing enough to give me ample time for deliberation. Then I broke the silence.

'Good day.' The effects were dramatic. Their buttocks bunched in fear, then these delicious parts were replaced in my sight by a whirl of quivering bosoms, fluttering bellies, trembling thighs and fear-filled faces as they spun round.

'Well, well, well. While the cat's away the mice will play, I see. You will not be surprised to learn that this cat has sharp claws which are about to sink into the mice's rear ends. What are you trying to hide, Bertha? Hand it to me. At once, girl!' It was a new and beautifully bound volume and a brief perusal of the contents added further to my excitement, for it proved to be the complete collection of Phillip's spanking illustrations. The sight of them brought a pang of longing for my husband and, clasping the precious tome to my bosom for later study, I resolved to chastise the two cringing girls even more severely for their temerity in borrowing it.

'Stand up,' I snapped. 'Hands by your sides. Into the house. Leave the rug. And your clothes.' Red-faced, they stumbled along, their nervousness clearly reflected in the pronounced manner their bottoms wobbled.

My gaze was glued to the soft mobility before me and I determined that my recent experiences as the chastised would add considerably to my enthusiasm as the chastiser. Their fat cheeks tempted me almost beyond reason and I had to hold my temper well in check in order to think clearly how to derive maximum enjoyment from their well-merited punishment.

I began by ordering them to make some effort at restoring my dear house to a semblance of order -but did not let their preoccupation with their tasks distract them from their impending fate.

'Mavis, how beautifully broad your bottom is when you bend like that. Perfect for the martinet.' She blushed.

'Bertha, come here. Grasp your ankles. Those cushions have not been plumped up as I like them. On the subject of plumpness, you are growing nicely. Yes, distinctly fleshier. Take that. And that.'

As it was the first time I had punished them in genuine anger, it did not prove to be a particularly enjoyable experience for any of us. At first, in any case. And certainly Mavis was very subdued before, during and after. But I would be dishonest if I denied the existence of an increasingly warm glow of satisfaction in my breast as their buttocks grew redder and redder.

I took them up to the punishment room, making them go before me so that the knowledge that I was studying their target areas as they walked would add an extra element to their trepidation, and set about them without any preliminaries, other than to clear the implements of correction from the table so that they could lay the upper parts of their bodies across the top. I had decided not to put them across my knee. The special intimacy of this position was inappropriate on this occasion.

As it was, the view they presented me as I set to was magnificent. With each body forming a right angle, their thighs nervously together, both bottoms were beautifully presented. Rounded, slightly spread, yet with the divisions still cleanly tight and only a little wisp of cunny hair from the base of Mavis's to distract the eye from smooth, feminine flesh. Pausing only long enough to memorise the view for future recollection, I stepped forward and started the warming-up.

I used my hand, striking each of the four superb buttocks in turn, working from the start of the division down to the tops of their thighs. Each solid smack made the whole posterior shudder and quake. And as they were huddled so closely together, this agitation was transferred in a small but noticeable manner to the other. Quite delightful! I continued until my palm was smarting and all four cheeks were glowing with an even, bright pink stain. Neither had uttered a sound.

That situation altered at the first blow with the larger of the two spankers. Mavis cried out as her left haunch wobbled under its sharp sting. Again as it visited her right side. Bertha's breath hissed through her teeth and a soft groan escaped. Perfectly shaped imprints of the implement's oval contours were imprinted in rich red on their sensitive skin. They could no longer keep their hips still. As the oval patches joined and their bottoms became one red, tears were obviously beginning to flow and soft sobbings provided a background chorus to the steady, rhythmic beat of polished wood on flesh.

I tossed the spanker aside and, breathing heavily from my exertions, studied their quivering quarters. Both were looking extremely sore. And my anger had gone. I was sorely tempted to reach down and soothe them with my lips. To kiss them better and show that I had forgiven them. But I wanted more. Telling them to stay in position, I went down to the kitchen, soaked two cloths in cold water and applied one to each, eliciting loud sighs of relief. I collected my thoughts.

'Mavis, although you are the senior, I am fully aware of Bertha's ability to sway even the most determined colleague. Hers will be the harder punishment. I promised you a dose of the martinet and you will receive just that. But you will have six strokes to her dozen.'

Bless her big, warm heart, she half rose, turned her tear-stained face to me and insisted that as the blame was equally shared between them, then so should the punishment. At that I lifted her to her feet and did kiss her. On her mouth. And then put her on all fours on the footstool, her back straight and her big bottom perfectly poised for the dozen firmly loving strokes of the twelve leather lashes. And she took them with great fortitude.

I looked up at Bertha - whom I had placed kneeling at her friend's feet, with a perfect view of the proceedings - as Mavis clambered stiffly upright and burst into tears. She was tense and pale, but there was a gleam in her eye which clearly demonstrated her deep desires. As soon as Mavis had pulled herself together and was squatting at the end of the stool, I picked up the whip, threaded my fingers slowly through the strands and told Bertha to position herself.

She placed her knees on the surface, leaned forward and placed her hands at the further end; arched her back down; paused; bent her arms until she was resting on her elbows; moved her knees apart; lowered her arms again until her pert bosoms were flattened, turned her head back to face me and indicated her readiness in her steady gaze. I had been watching the slow and very sensuous movements of her bottom, thrilling to the way she made it steadily tighter and more open, only stopping when everything she had was on full display. With full understanding, I whipped her far harder than I had Mavis. And gave her eighteen.

I was suddenly weary from all my exertions and wanted no more than a quiet supper and a good night's rest. Mavis prepared a meal of cold meats, with a bowl of nourishing broth, I opened a bottle of hock and ate and drank, devoted an hour or so to my needlework and then retired.

It was several days before my thoughts began to dwell on my initiation into the Society. I grew restless and took to riding Matilda for hours on end. But the movements of her back under my bottom served only to remind me of the challenges that lay ahead. I busied myself in my garden but the tightness of my drawers and skirts about my rear as I squatted or knelt to my work distracted me. I studied my nude reflection in my looking-glasses, gazing fixedly at the bounteous curves of my posteriors, with the long deep cleft and the narrow waist above and plump thighs below emphasising the richness of my flesh. My hands roamed over my prime target; I spanked myself until I was red: I took the spanker up to my room and used that; I knelt with a wetted finger up my bottom-hole and another on my spot until the waves surged through me. But none of these could ease my churning thoughts. I longed for Phillip. I yearned for his quiet and reassuring strength. A sudden remembering of the feel of his hard body on top of me and the velvet iron of his manhood filling my cunny made me feel weak at the knees. With an even more troubled heart, I threw myself at the innocent beds of my kitchen garden.

Later that afternoon, I was clearing out my wardrobe to see what clothes I could give to the poor -which noble action would give me ample grounds for several visits to my dear little dressmaker - when I saw the parcel which Aunt Grace had given me on my departure all those weeks ago. With a guilty start at my carelessness, I unwrapped it to find a beautifully made wooden box. Puzzled, I opened it and as soon as I saw the contents, my spirits rose like a dove. Nestling neatly in the velvet-covered interior were four superbly crafted wooden dildos just like those which she had used to introduce my bottom-hole to the joys of being plugged. There were also four little phials containing the special, heavily-scented oil to prepare the tight passage. I lifted the smallest, gazing at the marvellous shape, admiring the way that the artist - for whoever had carved it could be described as nothing less - had captured the subtle curves, the folds where the plum stood proud of the foreskin, the tracery of veins.

I raised it to my mouth, squeezing my lips around it and saluting the tiny hole in the end with my tongue. I dashed down to my bureau, scribbled an apologetic note to Aunt Grace, told Bertha to walk into Petworth to post it, then ran back to my room as fast as my rejuvenated legs would carry me and stripped off every stitch of clothing, clumsy in my haste. I stood naked, thighs parted, and ran my hands over my bosoms, thighs, buttocks and belly. My two orifices tingled urgently. I arranged my mirrors with the ease of long practice, knelt with my rear high in the air and both orifices accessible, carefully an-nointed the smaller with a well-oiled finger, slipped the maiden's (or, to be more precise, the deserted wife's) delight into the clinging warmth within. For several moments I crouched there, eyes closed, thrilling to the half-forgotten sense of fulfilment.

Then I opened my eyes and lifted them to gaze at the reflection immediately before me. It was a sight which quite took my breath away. My rounded cheeks; the parted cleft with the tip of the dildo peeking out between them; my slit, gaping slightly so that the glistening coral-pink interior showed. It beckoned to me. I fumbled for the largest comforter, directed the tip into the opening, breathed in deep and thrust it up to the hilt and gasped aloud. I knelt, weaving my bottom this way and that, working my inner muscles around the welcome intrusions. The waves grew in strength and I reached back between my thighs, gripped the end of the larger implement and began to move it in and out as my climax overwhelmed me.

It then seemed an obvious progression to introduce Bertha - and possibly Mavis - to my new treasures and thus to take her virginity. The next morning could not come quickly enough and I was delighted when I awoke to gaze upon the most perfect of summer mornings. Bertha prepared my bath, removed my nightdress and washed me as usual. Except that my happily sensual mood must have been contagious, for her touch had a special quality which suited the day perfectly. I then chose the lightest and most floating of my summer dresses, boldly leaving off my drawers and stockings, which made her blush most prettily.

The three of us worked and laughed our way through the morning's duties, with more than our usual pattings and pinchings to cause little shrieks of mock outrage - and delicious little tinglings on the parts pinched and patted! Then the picnic, champagne, a rug and my little box were clasped in their naked arms, held to their naked bosoms and, with naked buttocks twinkling merrily, were transported to our favourite part of the garden. After we had eaten and drunk our fill and were lying back, thighs languorously spread to let the cool air caress our mossy triangles, I opened my campaign.

'I hope that your bottoms have fully recovered, my dears. Let me see them.'

Four delicious globes were duly presented and I duly inspected them. 'Just a few little bruised spots, nothing more.' The impish Bertha immediately responded in the most plaintive voice.

'How can that be, Ma'am. It has never pained me as much in the whole of my life. I am sure that it is black and blue and will never recover.'

'Stuff and nonsense,' I replied briskly. 'Sit up and look at Mavis's. Hers is no less afflicted than yours. There, you see? Hardly a mark.'

As usual, the opportunity to gaze closely and lin-geringly on her friend's bare bottom distracted her and I watched her pretty little face soften as she studied the rounded contours, the long cleft and the clear-cut folds. She stroked and kneaded the passive flesh, leaned forward to kiss the entire area, after which I encouraged her to part the cheeks and salute the little hole. She did so with an enthusiasm which confirmed that the severe punishment I had administered had done nothing to diminish her feelings. While she was occupied thus, I move round until my face was close to Mavis's and I could kiss her mouth, breathing her pants of ecstasy into my lungs.

'Has your husband ever put his pego up your bottom?'

'N-no, Madam. And I am not sure that I would like him to.'

'But you like Bertha's tongue there, don't you?'

'Ohh yessss!'

'So something longer, thicker and harder could be equally pleasing, could it not?'

'I - I suppose so.'

'I shall show you that it can. Then we shall both work on Bertha. You enjoy that, don't you?'

'Very much.'

'Right. Bertha, leave her and bring me that wooden box. Kneel right up, Mavis so that I can get at your bottom-hole.'

It looked quite delectable, glistening in the strong light and with the few little hairs surrounding it plastered to the skin by Bertha's saliva. I signalled Bertha to silence as I lifted the smallest dildo from its velvet nest, made her put it in her mouth to wet it as she had wet its destination and then pressed its tip gently at the entrance to Mavis's bottom. She kept it quite still. I pushed and the ring of muscle tightened in instinctive protest and she tucked her hips slightly inwards. I waited. Then pushed again. A little harder and the ring opened like a little mouth, formed an 'O' as the perfectly-shaped knob disappeared from view. I held it in place, just inside the portals until she was accustomed to the strange stretching sensations, then slid it firmly but slowly to the hilt. She gasped and wiggled her bottom around it, which action did little or nothing to ease the discomfort. She thrust her rear back up, moved her knees further apart, instinctively realising that acquiescence was the secret. I eased it out, used my tongue on her until she was again squirming with delight, then plugged her again.

This time the penetration was as smooth as silk and I had won her over. I moved the dildo in and out, while the eager Bertha stroked the tight satin of her cheeks and then reached for her pleasure spot and helped me take her to heaven.

Needless to say, Bertha's impatience to taste the same joys was barely containable and poor Mavis was still breathing heavily when the young girl flung herself on her knees and presented her derriere for treatment. Knowing her, understanding her, I selected a larger member, coated it with oil and pressed the knob straight in. Like me, the pain brought her pleasure and she squealed with delight as the prickling ache suffused her passage, then immediately started to rock backwards and forwards, urging me to push it in all the way. I was fascinated by the sight of her anus wrapping itself around the polished wooden shaft and the way it seemed to pout at me as I withdrew and shrink backwards as I thrust. She needed just the barest stimulation of her love-button to make her shriek like a banshee.

And so I had found another way of diverting myself from the torment of waiting for my summons to be initiated into the Society. In the ensuing days, I received several invitations and each one set my heart pounding in case it was the one. I recklessly ordered some especially nice gowns and wickedly exciting drawers; I bought several pairs of sheer stockings, with the gayest of garters to hold them in place; my milliner drove her girls to great efforts to produce some beautiful bonnets for me; I made Bertha massage my thighs and buttocks with scented oils so that the skin would be at its softest for the Members. I waited.

I was once again overcome with restlessness. I was longing to be ordered to proffer my posteriors to those wishing to see and chastise them. I yearned to feel again the thrills of waiting, bottom all bare and crawling in anticipation of hot, burning pain. I grew tetchy and bad-tempered.

Then, during one sleepless night, inspiration struck, my mental anguish faded and I slept with a smile of relief. Halfway through the following morning, I arrange my own salvation.

'Mavis, Bertha, would you please follow me to the punishment room?' I noted their expressions - Mavis a little resentful, knowing that she had committed no crime, Bertha excited at the thought of a spanking. We arrived and I faced them, my features set. 'I have been in an ill humour for several days. There are reasons for this, but no excuses. Had either of you behaved as I have done, I would have punished you. Therefore I should be punished. Do not interrupt, please. Mavis, sit down on the spanking chair.'

She did so, exchanging puzzled glances with Bertha. I positioned myself. 'Right, Bertha, move to where you can see properly, lay my bottom bare and give me a really sound spanking, Mavis. Not a complete one, mind, for when you have finished, Bertha will take your place. Now proceed. And do not hold back.'

I began to tremble from head to foot with the intensity of my emotions. Even though they had both seen my bottom on countless occasions, the moment when my silk drawers slipped down over its roundness and fell down my thighs, I felt a delicious surge of abasement. They were, after all, my servants and the humiliation in my position was more intensely felt than ever before. With Elizabeth, the pain and the anticipation of it had predominated, but there my submission to social inferiors induced a squirming inside me which added notably to the pain that followed.

And Mavis spanked me very hard indeed. I could hardly blame her, for to have one's Mistress's bare bottom so conveniently to hand and with express permission to pound it into submission would have tempted even the most humble person. I pride myself on my fortitude under punishment and she tested me to the full. Admittedly, I was helped by my deep desire to be humiliated and hurt, but when she eventually exhausted her strength, I had hardly uttered a sound and had been able to keep remarkably still on her lap. Even so, when she did finish, I dismally failed to resist the urge to stumble to my feet and rub some of the flames from my flesh.

'My heavens, Mavis, that was exactly what I deserved.

Oohh, my poor bottom. Rub it for me, please.' Then, when our efforts had reduced the fires to a warmly throbbing glow, I pulled up my drawers and fastened them, wanting to give Bertha the pleasure of baring me.

'Now, Bertha, I know that Mavis has reddened me most dramatically, but do not let that stay your hand.' And I prostrated myself across her more slender thighs and submitted to her ministrations, which grew in effectiveness as her natural inhibitions were overcome by the pleasures.

This time I could not help writhing and calling out as my wobbling bottom caught fire and the tears started to flow in earnest. She stopped, but I had not had enough. I lowered the upper half of my body, tucked my legs up and pushed a far more rounded bottom up at her in a mute command for more.

And, as a finale, I asked them to stand before me with skirts raised. I knelt, still bare-bottomed, and kissed the hands which had beaten me, the thighs which had supported me, then turned them round, dropped their drawers and kissed the bottoms which had borne our combined weights.

From that moment, my period of waiting was much easier to bear and it helped greatly to break down the last barriers between Bertha and myself. I took to sleeping with her and we soon happened on the most deliciously lewd way of inducing massive spendings in each other. We would light every candle in my bedroom, strip absolutely naked and roll around the bed kissing and fondling until our cunnies were wet and throbbing. Then one of us (we would take it in turn) would lie face up, knees well apart and folded right back, exposing both passages. The other would kneel and lower her rear end on to the waiting face and, by shifting backwards and forwards, both holes could be laved. Then she would lean forward and nuzzle away between the splayed thighs and buttocks below to return the compliment. It was then a simple matter to slip a dildo into each bottom-hole, doing it simultaneously so that one had the intense pleasure of watching and feeling at the same time and, once that had been successfully accomplished, we adjusted our positions so that we could glue our mouths to our pleasure-spots and work the dildos in and out until we were utterly sated.

The morning of 23rd July had started well. It had been a glorious day after a period of refreshing rain. We had woken in each other's arms and I had caressed her smooth, satiny, soft body, turned her on to her face and rubbed my bottom and cunny on her rounded bottom cheeks, slapped her and made her lick me. Then we had bathed luxuriously and I had dressed in my new underclothes, with the tightest, one-piece drawers in my collection, my latest and loveliest day gown and set out for a long ride through the lanes, comfortable in my well-sprung dog-cart and watching Matilda's rhythmical haunches through my filmy veil.

Then that fearsome coach suddenly appeared, the two black horses were reined to a clattering halt so that the lane was blocked, and two cloaked and masked figures emerged with ominous purpose.

I had been summoned. I experienced a wide range of emotions in a very short period, from an initial surge of fear, to relief that the waiting was at last over and thence to a calm anticipation of my fate. One of the escorts took my arm and led me to the carriage, while the second took my place in the dog-cart. This time I was left alone in the darkness of the carriage. Obviously there was no need for compulsion. We jerked off on our way and I took advantage of my solitude to compose myself.

I was grateful for the good fortune which had allowed me time to prepare myself properly for the Society. The preceding days had let me find a balance between the active and passive roles and, as I swayed to the uneven rhythm of my conveyance, I could control my thoughts and expectations. I knew that I would be subjected to considerable pain: I was certain that most if not all the pain would be directed at my bottom: by making my servants spank me, I had re-accepted that part of my nature which demanded that I be totally submissive, and that my enjoyment of the active role was considerably enhanced by full awareness of the passive one - I had spanked Bertha twice since my chastisement and had enjoyed both sessions immoderately.

I knew that my figure was as desirable as it had ever been. Exercise - especially riding - had kept it firm, to the extent that I only wore stays with my most formal gowns, yet there was an abundance of flesh both above and below my narrow waist. I had no doubts that my bottom would be bared for my initiation and I was pleased that I had happened to choose my finest and most sensual underclothes.

The flesh of my buttocks shifted slightly on the thinly-padded seat and I began to imagine them presented to the Members, and then to wonder how I was to be beaten. My anus began to tingle, my cunny to throb and I hastily abandoned such thoughts as premature. Time would provide the answers to all my questions and there was no profit in vain speculation. I conjured up the familiar image of Bertha bending over the back of the armchair, the pale curves of her cheeks thrusting nakedly between the folded-up skirts and drooping drawers, her dear little face turned to watch me as I slowly birched her, her down-turned mouth expressing her nervousness and her gleaming green eyes betraying her excitement at her bareness and the prospect of a delightfully sore derriere. Recalling the pleasure of whipping helped me remember the delights of being whipped and I began to hope that those who were about to whip me would sense my pleasure and gain from it. I closed my eyes and deliberately slackened all my muscles, breathing deeply and slowly to contain myself.

In due course we arrived. A disembodied voice ordered me to blindfold my eyes with the cloth on the cushions opposite and I was then helped down and led into the house. I knew from the smell of old wood and stones, beeswax and fresh air that I had been taken back to Lady A******'s home and the familiarity helped further. I was taken through a door, my escorts held my arms tightly while my skirts were whisked up, presumably to assess the suitability or otherwise of my drawers. My bottom was bared, felt all over, I -was bent forward and the cheeks roughly prised apart so that my anus could be checked. I was then restored to my previous condition.

'Are you ready?' The voice was husky, and certainly not Elizabeth's.

'Yes.' My voice was low, but rang firm in my ears. Hands grasped my elbows to lead me off and nervousness returned in force. But it was different from my introduction to that house's peculiar atmosphere. Then, my limbs had been so weakened by terror that I could scarcely walk, whereas on this occasion I felt as if I was floating and my feet were barely brushing the ground. I held my head high and my breasts thrust firmly against my bodice, shifting easily to the rhythm of my rapid breathing. We halted and I sniffed the air and listened hard for some clue as to our whereabouts. Footsteps clacked on a wooden floor: there was a slight hollowness in the sounds. A big room. The ballroom? A perfect theatre for the entertainment.

The footsteps receded. A door clicked shut and I was left seemingly alone. Except for my thoughts. Instinctively my hands drifted to my bottom and stroked the rounded masses through the thin layers of expensive material. It was beginning to tingle insistently. I squeezed the flesh. It felt pleasingly firm. Yet with all the yielding softness which characterises the feminine. My hands moved to the undercurves and hefted each cheek in turn, up and down. From side to side. It was pleasant. The tinglings spread inwards.

My thudding heartbeat echoed in the hollowness of my belly. My mouth was dry and I had to think about swallowing. My palms were contrastingly moist. I shuddered convulsively and angrily told myself to 'stiffen my sinews'. I dropped my hands to my sides, straightened my shoulders and concentrated on taking deep, slow breaths. The blindfold tickled my eyelashes. I licked my dry lips. My breathing began to flutter again. Oh let them begin!

The door opened. Footsteps. Scrapings - chairs being moved into position. Whispers. Soft murmurs. My nostrils flared at the mixture of scents. My bosoms tightened. The skin on my threatened buttocks crawled. Perspiration trickled slowly down my sides. My thoughts and feelings whirled and it was exactly like being in a strange and vivid dream. Hands gripped my elbows, leading me a few steps forward, guiding my knees on to some kind of padded support, pressing me down on to some sort of bench. My dazed mind took a little time to absorb the details. It was not, in fact, until my hands were being tied that I was able to consider my immediate circumstance. From head to hips I was resting on a horizontal, padded surface, upholstered in fine leather. The scent filled my lungs and made my head swim. My thighs sloped downwards at a gentle angle to my knees, from which my legs resumed the horizontal, with my feet dangling over the edge. A little like a flattened Z'.

I turned my head on its side while straps were fastened to my knees, ankles and round my waist. Not too tight. I was really most comfortable. I tried to clench my buttocks and managed it. Only just, and not for long. I realised that my position was nearly ideal. The cheeks of my bottom were plumply relaxed, easily accessible to my punisher and yet would present my audience with a fine view. The strapping-down was completed. Even the delicate fabric of my clothing weighed heavily. Footsteps clattered. Drawing close and stopping by my left side. Hands busied themselves at the hems of my skirt and petticoat, drawing them upwards. My chemise was tugged out and folded on to my back. My seat was clearly being carefully studied. I felt my muscles tense. The satin envelope restricted my flesh. I made a silent plea for my tormentor to lower my drawers and bare me. And waited. More whispers.

'She has a good bottom.'

'What lovely drawers. I wonder where she buys them.'

'Is it my imaginings, or can one see her crack through the material?'

My crack? Oh, the cleft; the division. That central point to one of nature's finest architectural triumphs. An unfortunate word. But descriptive.

'Such roundness.'

'And splendid thighs.'

Silence fell. My exposure was nigh. I longed for it. I wanted their eyes to feast on the richness of my curves, the smooth whiteness of the covering skin, the tightness, length and apparent depth of the cleft. Or crack? No, I preferred cleft. I began to pant softly.

Oh to have all of them gazing admiringly at my bare bottom! They would admire it, I knew.

At last. Fingers tugging at the bows at my hip. Tightness slackening. Coolness on bare skin. More and more of it. Slithery satin descending, tingling, exciting. My bottom was fully bared, but the drawers slipped on down to my knees, exposing the full length of my thighs as well. My pent-up breath hissed out. My thudding pulse filled my hearing. I felt unutterably naked and twisted my head from side to side. My movement made my flesh tremble. There was no sound from behind me. Had my naked bottom proved a disappointment? Its skin prickled. I waited.

'Oh, is she not too delicious for words?'

'What lovely skin!'

'Her bottom is a great deal larger than I expected. It should wobble most satisfactorily.

'I can hardly wait.'

And so on. Their approval soothed me. For a while. Then I silently urged them to begin beating me, for surely they had had time enough for the most detailed study. My impatience was stilled when I started to the first touch and a succession of hands stroked, prodded, kneaded and patted my compliant flesh.

Then the fustigation began in earnest. I felt the rippling of my mounds, the ring of the crisp slap echoed in my ears and the first warm sting bit into me.

I neither knew nor cared how they arranged it. I just lay there mewing softly to myself as the hotness spread over and into my bottom, incurious as to the differences in the feel of the different hands. The only thing which took my mind away from total submission to the pain was an awareness that the whipping bench could be adjusted. Every now and then, I could feel the parts supporting my limbs being shifted and greater or less prominence given to the target area. Not being of a scientific turn of mind, I did not dwell on the practicalities but simply envied the speed and ease with which my knees were moved apart and my thighs from the near horizontal to the vertical before conjuring an image of how my reddening bottom must look in its new pose.

Almost all too soon, the last spank landed. I was distinctly warm behind - and flushed before! But never before had a spanking reduced me to such a state of sensual euphoria. I was very conscious of my nakedness. Deliciously so, and although the smart was quite severe, it pained me not at all. I was suffused with the most exciting glow that I had experienced, starting in my throbbing buttocks and moving in slumbrous waves throughout my body. Knowing that I had so far earned their approval, I lay in the comforting darkness, slowly weaving my hips in an unconscious plea for the punishment to continue. I also knew that I had only been warmed up. I had sampled no more than the hors d'oeuvres and the main course was to come. Dreamily I revelled in the sensations coursing through my naked posteriors and pondered on the likely choice of implements to come. What happened next caused initial disappointment, followed by lustful joy.

My straps were unfastened and I almost called out in my frustration but, wisely in the event, held my tongue. My drawers were removed altogether and I was helped to my feet, turned to face away from the bench and left. Several pairs of feet shuffled. Silence. Then Elizabeth's voice.

'Annie Milford, you have done well. So far. But there is a long way to go before we can invite you to join the Society. Remove your blindfold.'

I fumbled at the knot and the thick black cloth fell soundlessly to the floor. I gasped in stunned amazement at the sight before me. Seven beautiful women stood side by side before me. Each one wore a mask of surpassing beauty and complexity, consisting mainly of the most exotic feathers and covering the tops of their heads - apart from holes for their eyes. Seven mouths smiled at me: seven pairs of eyes shone at my confusion.

And fourteen naked breasts pointed at me, with seven naked cunnies below. Seven pairs of naked thighs drew my eyes to brightly-coloured garters holding up stockings of the finest silk. Sparkling diamonds at neck and wrists. Soft skin, gleaming palely. Cunny moss of every hue. I blinked; I gaped foolishly. My thoughts were a confusion. Lust and excitement mingled with a bubble of happy and admiring laughter.

'Salute us.' No further explanations were given and all I could do was to follow my own inclinations. I walked slowly to the left of the line, my chemise slithering luxuriantly against the glowing skin of my buttocks and my mouth tingling in expectation of silken flesh. I went up to the first lady, rested my hands on her shoulders, kissed her soft lips, bent to salute each stiff nipple, knelt to flick my tongue into her belly-button, left a trail of dampness as I ran it down to the scented fur on her mound of Venus, into the tight opening of her slit and down as far as I could reach. I kissed the smooth and plumply firm thighs, stood up, kissed her once again on the mouth, this time easing my tongue inside, letting her enjoy the taste of her own excitement.

I passed down the line, doing the same to each. In my confused excitement, I could still note the differences. Breasts of varying size and firmness; nipples large and small, of different shades; subtle variations in the texture of their skin, the crispness of their hairs, the scent and taste of their love-nests. I moved round behind them.

Once again, my breath stilled in my throat as their rear aspects swum into my vision. Since my very first days with Aunt Grace, I had always found special excitement and pleasure in the female posterior, and here I was forced with the exhilarating sight of no fewer than seven. My unblinking eyes drank in the shining whiteness of the flesh and revelled in the fortuitously splendid perspective. Rather than looking at them full face, so to speak, I was at a fairly oblique angle and this highlighted the curves of the nearer buttocks as they swept inwards to form the clefts, on the further side of which the sister cheeks appeared in proud relief.

My pent-up breath whistled out as I focused on each moon in turn and my knees were weak and trembling as I finally forced my feet to approach the first. The following moments were yet another blur as my eyes, lips and hands indulged themselves to the full in the magnificent array of intimate flesh. My senses were too overwhelmed to absorb details.

But as I straightened up from the last one in the line, with the feel of the skin lingering on my lips and the musky scent still in my nostrils, they closed about me. Bobbing, brilliantly-coloured masks, glistening eyes, shining teeth and swaying bosoms filled my vision. Fluttering fingers busied themselves about my clothing, expertly unhooking, unfastening and unbuttoning until I was suddenly stark naked. Not even my stockings were allowed me. My frontal aspects were examined, discussed and flatteringly cooed over and then I was hurried back to the bench, again too flustered to note anything other than that it was covered in dark blue leather. My naked breasts slithered across the cool surface as my torso was urged into position. My blindfold was re-tied and it was as though cutting off one of my senses immediately intensified the sensitivity of the others, for the scent and feel of the leather, the brisk movements of the hands as the preparations continued apace, the softly spoken commands - 'Move the legs further apart.' 'Are her wrists secure?' - impinged vividly.

Then I was ready and I heard them move back and slight creakings suggested that they had seated themselves on the ring of chairs I had vaguely noted close to the whipping bench. I assumed that they were gathering their energies and studying my form as they did so. It seemed sensible for me to build up my mental reserves. I imagined their naked buttocks squashed on the seats and the remembered softness of skin and flesh stiffened my nipples against the warming leather.

I rapidly shifted my thoughts to my own position. Clearly the punishment bench was cleverly jointed to allow the victim's lower limbs to be placed in a variety of positions. I had been placed with my thighs slanting inwards to make the cheeks of my bottom protrude more than hitherto and my knees had been fastened some twelve inches apart. Extra padding at the base of my belly added notably to the upward and outward thrust of my rear end. I used my experience to make an informed guess as to the picture I presented. My cleft would be fairly well opened. But not enough to expose my anus: the folds at the junctions of thighs and buttocks would just delineate the lower limits of the target: each cheek would present an individual globe, yet they were not sufficiently separated to make it difficult to strike effectively across the full and generous width of my bottom: and at the base of my cleft, the split fig of my cunny would provide a further confirmation of my femininity.

It was a good position. I was comfortable and the prominence of my bare bottom made me especially aware of it. The sting from my spankings had faded entirely and I just felt nicely warm. It was time to begin to anticipate the more intense pain that was to be visited upon me very shortly. To imagine the hot waves. This time there was no fear of the unknown to unnerve me and I lay liquidly on the supporting leather and my breathing steadied as a strange languor stole through me. I heard movements. The scraping of a chair. A strange, slithering sound. Footsteps. Approaching. Halting at my left flank. A hand roamed questingly over my bottom, squeezing, assessing. A little grunt. Of satisfaction? A floorboard creaked. A whirring sound. A loud smack. A band of fire right across the most rounded part of both cheeks. A strap. Thick leather and passing broad. Another, lower down. I exhaled, gustily. A third blow, higher still. Then a fourth, low down. Biting into the base. My whole bottom already quite sore.

A pause. Sounds of movements. Were they taking it in turns to beat me? Seven times four - twenty-eight strokes. The burning was easing off already, leaving a warm throbbing in my flesh. It pleased me. The next stroke lashed down. My breath hissed through my clenched teeth. My belly jolted into the padding. I pushed out in readiness.

The pain grew remorselessly hotter as the strapping progressed. Normally when I am whipped there is a period when all is pain. This time my mind had been better prepared, for each stroke made me long for the next. My only regret was that with so many administrators it was impossible to establish that sensual rhythm between my bottom and the weapon; between me and my punisher.

A long pause. Was it over? I had lost count. I had been moaning softly in my ecstasy and as the mists cleared from my mind, I felt the pain properly and groaned aloud, but not in protest. The euphoria which had been flooding through me since the sudden appearance of the carriage made me welcome the torment more than ever. Of its own accord, my bottom began to weave about, restricted only by my bonds.

I need not have worried. Movements disturbed my reverie, my heart pounded and my skin crawled in expectation of a renewed assault, which duly arrived with a thin, bitingly hot stripe as what I guessed to be some sort of riding crop was employed. Whoever was on the other end was sympathetically skilful. She not only waited for the initial burning to fade but also gave me time to relish the sensations as the flames died down. I gasped in pain and pleasure, weaved and bobbed and signalled my readiness for the next by pushing my bottom out and holding it still.

The red mists slowly enveloped my mind until, once more, I seemed to exist of little more than my ferociously smarting bottom. Somehow the pain occupied a separate part of my awareness. I felt the sting right enough but could also vividly sense the rippling quiver of my fleshy cheeks and the inevitable little jerkings of my hips. Inexorably the whipping moved towards its ending and I was by then transported irretrievably into that remote world of fire and bliss.

Then I felt the soothing cold of a dampened cloth. My reeling senses began to settle into some kind of order. My aching breasts, throbbing orifices, quivering thighs demanded something of my attention.

Soft hands and softer lips replaced the cloth. Their touch renewed the pain and intensified the pleasure. Hands ran up and down my back, loins, flanks and thighs, caressing and putting my painful bottom into sharp perspective; an expert finger found my pleasure spot; another slid into the slipperiness just below; a hot, wet tongue slithered between my buttocks, flickered over the sensitive skin, found the little wrinkles around my anus and unerringly moved to the opening.

Everything came together in a tidal wave of sensation, bringing me to such a shattering climax that I swooned away and had to be revived with smelling salts.

After that, I regained my senses rapidly, was unfastened, helped from the bench and partook greedily of the champagne, cold salmon and other delicacies laid out on a table at the far end of the room. The food and drink sent new strength coursing through me. I rejoiced in my total nudity; whenever one of my hands was free, it reached out for the nearest bare buttock and stroked and squeezed; I admired the beautiful masks, their peacock feathers iridescent in the light; I flirted shamelessly with my companions, brimming with happiness at my good fortune at having fallen in with such a beautiful group of women whose enthusiasms seemed to mirror mine so closely.

And I proffered my bottom for close examination by one and all. By now the fires were all but extinguished and it simply throbbed and ached heavily behind me. Then I was told that there was the finale still to come and my euphoria was such that I felt not the slightest flicker of fear at the prospect of further pain. I welcomed the chance to be the centre of attention again.

I was to be birched. I led the way back to the bench and prostrated myself on it, holding my hands in position to be tied. The twin parts supporting my limbs were then adjusted, moved back and up so that the downward slope was much reduced and my bottom was more compact, forming a single divided mass rather than the previous formation of two separate mounds. Whether deliberately or by mistake, my blindfold remained on the floor, and I craned my head round to watch as much of my whipping as I could. From the general shape of her posteriors, I surmised that the first in line was Elizabeth, although I own that my attention was mainly occupied with the splendour of her mask. Seen in profile, the large yellow beak covering her nose added notably to the air of exotic menace, as did the just-visible gleam in her left eye as she gazed at my pouting derriere. She moved around my prostrate form, treating me to varying aspects of her statuesque body as she did so, and my eagerness to please her grew as I waited. At least I knew that she found my rear aspects delightful. I watched the little tremblings of her naked buttocks as she moved: gasping with pleasure when she turned sufficiently to show me the inrolling. She established her stance, her right arm rose. Slowly. The rod was fine and bushy. I knew that it would sting like the devil, but would do me no harm. I held my breath, eyes locked on her. Such pure, white skin; big, firm breasts; a broad, rather than jutting bottom; eyes fixed on mine. I sensed a tension in her muscles. The rod began its downward journey; her bosoms quivered; the 'thwick' of the impact reached my ears a split second before the smarting waves touched my mind. My breath hissed. My afflicted bottom bucked and heaved. She watched, the rod hanging down by her thigh. She was so very beautiful. Love and admiration flooded through me. I let my limbs relax as far as the straps would let me and pushed the middle of my body up at her. I wanted her to whip me. And to enjoy doing so to the full. I proffered the naked flesh of my precious bottom to her. As a token. As a sacrifice.

Her head turned and gazed upon me. My mouth was open in my desire and my eyes pleaded with her to take me further. Right to the brink. The other women faded from my awareness. There was only Elizabeth and I. My bare bottom $nd her expert right arm. And the birch.

Together we played our music and danced our dance. Despite my aching neck, I had to watch her shimmering whiteness, the rise and fall of the rod. I no longer attempted to contain either my voice or the clenchings of my cheeks. Tears blurred my vision. Sobs broke the rhythm of my song. She stood beside me to whip more vertically and I could see nearly all of her great bottom. It was wondrous to behold. I loved it as I loved her.

The tips of the twigs kissed my cleft and the junctions of buttocks and thighs. The base of my cunny. The pain overwhelmed me. I buried my head between my arms and howled in ecstasy until the red mists clouded my brain.

I regained my senses, to find myself still on the bench, but with the leg supports raised level with the main portion. My bottom throbbed and burnt and ached. Maddeningly so, deliciously so. Hands applied soothing ointment. A soft, wetted sponge cooled the skin. My tears dried up. I groaned. Soft lips saluted my courage. The pain flared up again as my buttocks were parted. Then faded as a succession of tongues sent thrills shooting up my back passage. Another mouth glued itself to mine. Sweet, hot breath. Feathers tickling my face. Hands forcing their way beneath me to squeeze my bosoms. Waves of pleasure smashed into my brain. I spent. And swooned again.

Much later, I was led to a soft bed. Cool sheets. A drink, which tasted a little bitter. I swirled away into an enveloping well of darkness.
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[bookmark: bookmark10]Chapter 7

'Annie, my dear, I would love to see your bottom again!'

I stared, my mouth agape in my surprise. It was now nearly two weeks since my initiation into the Society. My soundly thrashed buttocks had soon recovered and I had begun to emerge from the contemplative burrow into which the experience of total submission had driven me. That very morning I had spanked Bertha for the first time since my induction and had cursed myself for postponing such intense pleasure. I had then set off to take afternoon tea with a neighbour known to me only by reputation, a Mrs Ford. She had been sadly widowed and was known as something of a recluse. I had guided Matilda to her remote house and had found her a most warm and sympathetic companion, with a wide range of topics for animated discussion. Then, after the Maid had cleared away the tea and had been dismissed, she had sat back, smiled at me enigmatically and had spoken the words which had taken me aback. Fortunately for my reputation, I recovered my wits in a trice, realised that she was a member of the Society and found the perfect riposte.

'Certainly you may, Mrs Ford. As long as you let me see yours. Again!'

We had smiled broadly at each other. 'Please call me Jemima,' she had replied. 'I feel that we are already well enough acquainted to count as friends.'

Pleased at the compliment, I had risen, crossed over to her chair, turned my back on her and hefted up my skirts. As I had selected a hip-length chemise in deference to the hot weather, all she had to do to bare my bottom was to lower my drawers and, if I remember correctly, these were particularly loose ones, so that the central part of the area under investigation inevitably protruded nakedly into her face. I stood there, excitement building up within me and assembled my thoughts.

Ever since my early days with Aunt Grace, I have derived great pleasure in being inspected by an admirer and especially so when my bottom is the main object of the investigation. I was, therefore, already in that delicious state of hollow excitement at the prospect of sensual delights in the offing. At the same time, I could contemplate the equally strong thrills of being able to take Jemima's buttocks out and play with them. As I felt her palms gently smoothing over the broad and rounded expanses of half-naked, half silk-clad flesh looming before her, I gave out a deep sigh of satisfaction and settled to enjoying myself.

She folded back the flaps of my drawers; then she untied them, helped them down to my ankles before removing them altogether and leaving me bare from knees to waist.

'Annie, you are truly beautiful. Your bottom puts all of us to shame. I have never seen such perfect proportions, such firm plumpness. Yet it is all so beautifully soft. Your whole bottom quivers and wobbles when I pat it. And your skin is flawless. Mmmm, you must tell me which bath soap you use. You smell delicious.' Such praise made me purr with pleasure. 'Could you bend forward for me? Slowly. Oh, stop there, my dear.' Her hands flitted over my tightening skin, thrilling me. Her lips touched the top of my cleft, travelling down. The tip of her nose followed. She lingered at the very bottom of the cleft, sucking the flesh into the warmth of her mouth. I bent further and my anus tingled in expectation. I was disappointed for she asked me to straighten and resumed her stroking and kneading.

I began to look forward to seeing her in the same state. She was a very striking woman, with lovely fair hair pinned neatly up to leave her ears almost exposed. Her eyes were the blue of a perfect cornflower, her nose perhaps a little too big for beauty with a mouth of similar proportions. But her full, red lips were exciting my bare bottom more than somewhat and her broad smile had enchanted me from the first moment she had graced me with it. I had devoted no attention to her form, other than a vague impression of a good bosom and broad hips. I began to wriggle with impatience to see her bottom and assumed the initiative.

'Jemima, your touch is exciting me to distraction. I can withhold my patience no longer, I fear. I must examine you before I burst.'

There was a pleased giggle from behind and below and suddenly she was in front of me, her pleasure obvious from her flushed cheeks and glistening eyes. I kissed her quickly and the enveloping softness of her lips boded well for the future! I kept my skirts well up and lowered myself on to her chair, enjoying the feel of the upholstery against my skin.

My first proper look at the seat of her skirt confirmed my vague impressions of a proper womanly breadth to her beam and the first pass of my hand indicated a munificence of soft flesh. My impatience dwindled as I fondled through the flimsy material.

'Would you be so kind as to raise your skirts, Jemima. Nice and slowly, please, so that I can feast my eyes on your charms.'

She did so. Sturdy calves; nice knees; very saucy garters; lovely thighs, plump, firm and so very white. Unbidden, she paused with the hems mid-way between knees and bottom. I ran a hand up each limb and feeling proved to be as delicious as looking. My hands dropped, the ascent continued. Rich, swelling curves. I awaited the first sight of her drawers then gasped as two long, deep folds came into view. The saucy minx! She was bare. I filled my lungs with a gusty inhalation.

'Oh Jemima. No drawers I see. Very immodest. I think that I shall have to punish you. Quite how remains to be decided but while I consider your fate, skirts up please.'

With tantalising deliberation, she obeyed and as soon as I saw the cleft, I recalled it from my initiation. I had never set eyes on such a tight division, even making full allowance for the nervousness holding the cheeks more closely together and dimpling the mounds most charmingly. She was the proud possessor of a delightfully mature bottom, broad but with sufficient outward curvature to prevent any accusation of wall-like flatness, and her skin was perfectly smooth and soft. With a little moan, I leaned forward and applied my lips, whilst simultaneously passing my hands over the curves to squeeze and stroke at their will.

After some exceedingly happy moments thus engaged, I leaned back. My tongue had left little trails of shining dampness and my pressing fingers tiny and fast-fading little pink spots. Obviously she would colour up under a spanking with the same sort of dramatic rapidity that Bertha showed. But that could wait. I had other delights in mind for the immediate future. I praised her bottom as she had done mine, then suggested that we should undress each other and compare bosoms and cunnies. This we did and once we had looked at and touched our upper portions -hers were splendidly full and weighty, with protruding nipples surrounded by delicious pinky-brown circles - I clasped her softness in my arms and kissed her with lustful abandon. Our breasts squashed against the other's, our tongues fought amicably for supremacy, our cunny hairs intermingled, moistening as our love-juices flowed.

I felt somehow that she wished me to take control. I made her walk up and down the length of the room so that I could revel in the wobbling sway of her naked buttocks; I put her across my bare thighs and spanked her quite soundly for her immodesty, and her bottom reddened as quickly and prettily as I had hoped; I made her bend over before me and part her own cheeks to expose her bottom-hole to me, which she did with some reluctance. And when I had admired its neat pinkness, I applied my tongue with vigour until she shrieked with pleasure. I made her lick mine in turn. I laid her on her back, toyed with her golden moss, eased the plump lips aside to expose the shining pink inside and applied first an educated forefinger, then a skilled tongue, to her pleasure spot. I lay back with my legs folded back against my breast and commanded her to reward me with long sweeps of her tongue, from tail-bone to the top of my slit. And again. And again.

At last we were both sated and I returned home, exceedingly happy at having found such a loving and lovely new friend and looking forward with childlike eagerness to further adventures with the Society.

In the meantime, there was Bertha to educate, a task I resumed with renewed gusto. She had already proved to be naturally intelligent and as soon as she realised that her punishments depended more upon my whims than her performance, she set herself to the task of learning as much as I could teach her with real enthusiasm.

I found that teaching her awakened my interest and enthusiasm for all the subjects we covered and I especially enjoyed introducing her to the works of Shakespeare. Understandably, she found the richness of the language alien to begin with but we made far better progress when we started to enact key scenes, and she soon overcame her shyness and threw herself into whichever role I had designated for her.

Mavis was also a boon and a blessing. Her calm, almost placid nature was the perfect foil for my excitability and on several occasions when my restlessness overcame me, she would seat herself, sit me on her capacious lap, uncover her generous bosoms and hold my face against their softness. I could hear the steady beat of her big heart and my tensions ebbed away in her embrace.

For moments when I desired nothing but quiet solitude, I would take up my paintbox and disappear into some field where I would endeavour to capture on canvas whichever of Mother Nature's many wonders caught my eye.

Only Phillip was missing from my life and at least I had the box of dildos to compensate for his most prominent physical attribute. And with Bertha's willing, soft body to snuggle up to at night and with her increasingly skilful fingers manipulating either one or two of the dildos, my sense of loss faded into the background.

She also helped to compensate for another aspect of married life I was missing and one which is not easy to describe. Intimate companionship is the best I can manage. Sensually, Bertha was a dream come to life. I never tired of seeing her charms and she almost purred with pleasure on the occasions when I wanted to do no more than stroke her while we talked. As her bottom was - and remains - my favourite feature, my custom was to sit on the chaise longue, settle her comfortably over my lap and quietly toy with it, the pleasure part of the background to my contentment and often a step on the path to love-making.

But I would have so preferred to have been in her position across Phillip's sturdy limbs and with his hand palpating my love-softened flesh. And, although she was proving such a willing pupil and my respect for her innate intelligence was growing, I so missed my husband's breadth of learning and experience.

But my bleak moods were infrequent, thank heavens. And if Mavis was not available to proffer her large soft bosoms, then Bertha learned to help me in her own inimitable way. She must have noted my forlorn expression one rainy morning.

'Would you like to come into the drawing room, Ma'am - in five minutes?' Her voice was low and soft and penetrated the dark clouds in my mind.

'Yes of course, Bertha.' I replied absently. Sadly I was so preoccupied that I forgot to note the time and it must have been at least a quarter of an hour before I remembered her strange request and, with a guilty heart, hastened to the room, where the sight before me stopped me dead in my tracks, open-mouthed in astonishment and with dazzling shafts of light dissipating the darkness in my mind.

She was kneeling on all fours on the chaise longue, her skirts raised and drawers lowered, her back towards me. On the level plain of her naked back rested the tawse and the martinet, threateningly dark against the whiteness of her skin and, with a touch of genius, she had pushed the handle of my favourite hairbrush up her bottom, holding it within so that it jutted out like a bristly tail. I laughed out loud in sympathetic delight, then moved over and kissed the anxiously pleading look from her mouth and eyes.

'Bertha, my sweetest friend. That is a sight I shall never forget. But I cannot hit you. My heart would not be in it. It is too full of love.' Her wide green eyes stared at me.

'Please, Ma'am. I want you to. My bottom feels all neglected and numb. It wants to be well warmed up.'

How could I refuse? For the next hour, I worshipped her perfect posterior. With warm wood, pliant leather and my own flesh. I began by stripping naked to spank her taut cheeks with the brush, having first slid it carefully out of her bottom-hole. I soothed her first with my hand, then with my breasts - sensuously running my puckered nipples down the full length of her cleft - and then with my own bottom. I spanked her with my hand. Then kissed the warm softness all over. I whipped her gently and with all the love I felt and she moaned softly as the heat spread through her. I laid her on her back with her legs folded right back, gazing down at the full range of treasures spread out before me, tawsed the tightness of her parted hemispheres, gently patted her anus and cunny. I revelled in the sights, sounds, scents and taste of her womanliness. I gloried in her spendings.

And then, on another rainy morning, I found a good way of satisfying my desire to be punished. We had been idly discussing our childhoods and Bertha told us about what had clearly been a happy little experience with three of her playmates. They had been left alone in her parents' cottage and had played 'schoolmistresses', apparently with great mutual enjoyment. And much spanking! I remembered what fun I had had when acting the schoolgirl in Aunt

Grace's Entertainments - and how I had enjoyed watching such an event on my recent visit.

'Oh why do we not play a similar game?' I cried. 'I would love to play a naughty girl. Come on, we can use the punishment room!'

They protested, though not with great conviction.

'It's not right for you to be spanked, Madam.'

'You're our Mistress.'

'Oh, fie. I want to be spanked. And you can both be schoolmarms. Come on.'

To their credit, they played their roles with delicious gusto. I was sternly lectured for a horrifying catalogue of sins and in no time at all I was red in the face and shuffling my feet. And my bottom was tingling deliciously.

'I think that a good spanking is what she needs, don't you, Mavis?'

'What about six on each hand with the ruler?'

'Oh no, my dear, she will need her hands to hold her chalk and slate. It must be on her bottom. I'll wager that she has a good plump pair of cheeks and I can't wait to see them.'

'But you mean to do it on her . .. bare flesh?'

'Of course. She must feel the shame of showing off her bottom.'

At that, I flung myself to my knees, hands clasped imploringly in front of my heaving bosom, and begged to be spared the shame. To no avail. None whatsoever. I was heaved across Bertha's lap, my shrinking buttocks laid bare in the most degrading manner and the exposed mounds treated to a prolonged and utterly humiliating inspection.

'Isn't it lovely and chubby?'

'And so nice and pale.'

'Not for much longer, it won't be. Red as a beetroot by the time we've finished!'

I wailed my feigned distress unceasingly, vainly attempting to disguise my burgeoning excitement, which grew apace as the steady rain of firm spanks slowly turned me scarlet. I ended up standing in the corner, skirts up while my red cheeks were scrutinised and subject to a series of mainly lewd comments.

It had been intensely amusing and we exchanged roles until we were all three glowing deliciously.

The next day, my invitation to the next meeting of the Society arrived.

The days seemed to pass with agonising slowness. I had done all that was possible to speed the passage of time, carefully rationing my sensual involvement with the two girls as I wished to attend the meeting with all senses unsated. I hurled myself into normal activities with new energy.

I was, however, forced into giving Bertha some reason for my strange shifts in attitude and behaviour. One night, as we were preparing for bed, her woebegone appearance and tentative actions made me question her.

'Bertha, you seem out of sorts. Are you unwell?'

'Oh I'm perfectly well, Ma'am.'

'Well what is it then?'

'I don't know. You seem so different somehow. Sometimes I - we - don't seem to matter to you any more.'

I was stricken with conscience. I had not taken their feelings into account, a sin which had understandably affected Bertha more than Mavis. I held her in my arms and told her as much as I dared about the Society. The change in her was marked. Not that she could possibly grasp the full import, but she understood that it was a clandestine activity which involved enjoying the same pleasures that she and I had come to value so highly and that satisfied her completely. And explained my apparent frigidity as far as she was concerned. From that moment, she became especially solicitous, continually ensuring that I was not expending too much energy on whatever task I had set myself and that I was eating enough to keep my strength up! My slight irritation in these respects was nullified by her tender concern as to the state of my bottom.

'You'll want it all soft and smooth for the other ladies, Ma'am, so lay down on the bed, get it all bare for me and I'll rub some oil into it.' And a deliciously soothing experience it always was.

At last the great day arrived. Bertha and Mavis helped me prepare, the former bubbling with suppressed excitement, the latter treating the affair as though it were perfectly normal. I climbed up on to the trap and set off towards Elizabeth's lovely house.

In my impatience, I had allowed far more time than necessary, so was forced to slow Matilda to a leisurely walk for the last mile or so, but eventually timed my arrival to perfection, reining Matilda to a halt alongside a liveried servant and climbed down with as convincing an air of haughtiness as I could manage. The servant took hold of Matilda's bridle and turned to lead her away to the stables and I received the first of the many shocks which were to assail me throughout the day. He was wearing a short, red jacket with gold buttons, and black trousers. With no seat in them! The sight of his nice chubby bottom peeping out and twinkling nicely as he walked off quite took my breath away and I walked up the steps to the front door with a pounding heart.

Elizabeth was in the hall, looking utterly lovely in a simple but elegant gown made from the finest blue silk, which set off her complexion superbly. I did feel a little second-best to begin with but the warmth of the smile with which she greeted me and the passion in her kiss made her subsequent compliments on my cream ensemble superfluous. We made small talk for a moment or so, before she told me that I was the last to appear and asked me to accompany her into the ballroom, something I was most honoured to do. We linked arms and entered, halting at the doorway so that I could survey the scene before me.

At first glance it could have been the most innocuous society occasion. Six women, conversing with the animation of good friends, all dressed with becoming elegance, hair beautifully coiffured and all wearing appropriate jewellery. They complemented the lovely proportions of the room to perfection, even if there were too few of us to make it seem other than almost empty. Bright sunlight streaming through the windows added to the gaiety of the setting.

As did the six servants, three male and three female. Had they been dressed in the normal livery, one would hardly have noticed them but as they were completely naked, it was hard to ignore them! Some were handing round steaming cups of coffee, or tall glasses of cordial, others offering plates of little cakes and other sweetmeats, so that all were busily moving around and the ever-changing vista of exposed personal parts held my attention for some moments before I wrenched my attention back to my fellow Members. I only knew Jemima Ford and we exchanged secretive smiles.

Elizabeth clapped her hands and announced my arrival and I was most gratified at the warmth of my welcome, although my natural reserve with strangers made the first quarter of an hour or so a bit of a trial. I could not, for example, follow the example of one particularly lovely lady to whom I was conversing and casually reach out and fondle a handy servant.

She, on the other hand, seemed perfectly at ease with her coffee cup in one hand and a naked bosom in the other. Neither did her concentration on whatever I was saying waver for a second. Elizabeth had introduced me to my fellow guests, but they had the major advantage of having already made the most intimate acquaintance with me. Admittedly I had also seen them in Eve's costume but had not been sufficiently composed at the time to recall their forms, and their masks had hidden their faces.

It became of little or no importance. They were all utterly charming, in their different ways most attractive and their warmly expressed appreciations of my behaviour during my initiation soon put me at ease.

I began to enjoy myself. Nobody seemed to mind if my eyes followed the delicious sway of a serving girl's bare bottom as she moved about her tasks. Nor if I broke off in mid-conversation to pay heed to one of the males approaching me - or also walking away.

Hardly surprisingly the conversation soon moved from the general to the sensual.

That one really does have a pretty bottom, does she not?'

'A little on the small side for my taste - but beautifully shaped.'

'Her deportment is good. Walks well.'

'What sort of bottom do you favour, Annie?'

'I suppose my preference is for the more generously proportioned, although the overall shape is the most important aspect.'

'I agree. What about men? Do you like his?'

'Perhaps a trifle too big. The male should display a leanness.'

'True, but one needs a big hammer for a big nail!'

'Jemima! Really!'

One of the serving girls was handing round a fresh platter of cakes and, as she approached one couple, a hand stroked one of her bare buttocks, then squeezed the yielding flesh hard enough for the splayed fingers to sink almost out of sight. My hands began to itch with the desire to follow her example and I asked a passing male to refill my cup. As he did so, I treated myself to a lingering caress of his whole bottom, relishing the subtly different feel of the male flesh after such a solid diet of female. He tried to remain impassive during the examination but I noted that his breathing shortened when I delved into the cleft and he gasped when I reached the tight ring in the middle. The hairs around his hole were surprisingly silky and the muscle twitched at my probing. Suddenly I felt intoxicated with the sensation of having a member of the stronger sex so much under my thumb, turned him around and helped myself to a handful of rapidly stiffening manhood.

When I looked up, all the servants were being subjected to similar treatment and I left my man to the next in line and fondled a free girl, once again confirming my instinctive preference for the softer, smoother contours of the feminine posterior. The one who had fallen into my clutches was a specially plump little thing and I found it hard to resist the temptation to turn her over my knees and give her a proper spanking. I was just smoothing my spare hand over her thighs and across her mossy mound when a clapping sound halted me in my tracks, whereupon Elizabeth spoke.

'Ladies, it is time for the festivities to begin.' My excitement grew. 'Servants, clear away and come back immediately.' There was a silence as we all watched them move to their tasks. When the last had twinkled out of the room, Elizabeth continued. 'I shall now hand over to today's Mistress of Ceremonies. Cynthia . ..'

Thank you, Elizabeth.' I looked at her with interest. She was perhaps the prettiest of my new companions, with rich dark hair, an elfin face, widely-spaced dark eyes and a neat, smiling mouth, through which I saw flashes of perfect teeth. Her complexion was pale and flawless and the rich maroon of her gown set off the whiteness of her bare arms to perfection. Perhaps deliberately, I had concentrated on the servants' fully exposed charms to the exclusion of the other members and, as I looked at her as we formed a little group in front of her, I longed to see her naked. I furrowed my brow in an attempt to identify her from my memories of the line of naked women at my initiation and, although I dimly recalled one especially slender bottom, I could not place it in context with the rest of the body. I could not, therefore, feel any confidence that I could visualise her. She began to speak and I listened, growing ever more conscious of that delicious hollow feeling in my middle.

'Elizabeth, I mean no disrespect, but I have been a little disappointed in the way your servants performed their duties and I feel that a moderate, though sharp chastisement would do them no harm whatsoever.' Out of the corner of my eye, I saw our hostess nodding in agreement. 'I know that it is our custom to enjoy a glass of champagne before starting but before we do so, I would like to spank them.'

A chorus of enthusiastic assent greeted her, the servants returned and were ordered to place seven chairs in a semi-circle before the raised platform at the other end of the room (presumably for the orchestra when the room was being used for its proper purpose) and a further chair on the platform itself. Before long the seven spectators were comfortably settled, Cynthia had taken her place on the dais with her right side towards us and the servants were in a line over to our right, some way to the side so that we could see their rear aspects but still with a clear view of Cynthia.

She began to lecture them in a clear, steady voice. I confess that although she used some of my favourite expressions with appealing relish - the phrase 'bare bottoms' occurred frequently - I paid little heed to what she was saying, as my attention was fully occupied with the row of posteriors.

Cynthia performed with skill, grace, vigour and stamina. One after the other, alternating between man and woman, making even the former cry out with the smart and belying the apparent slenderness of her arm and softness of her right palm, mainly, I noted, by flexing her wrist just before the moment of impact to add an extra whipping action to the full sweep of her arm. As I gazed at the completed row of nicely-reddened bottoms, I mused that for all my experience, I still had much to learn.

We then moved back to the centre of the room and several glasses of superb champagne later we moved back to our chairs, while Cynthia stood before us.

'I hope, ladies, that my little diversion has helped to arouse your interest in the subject so dear to our hearts!' We laughed and applauded. 'Now I suggest that we follow our normal procedure. Annie, as this is your first meeting, let me explain. We split into pairs and each couple comes up here and takes turns to administer a little spanking. In public, so to speak. This warms our bottoms up and, of course, gives all the opportunity to re-acquaint everyone with the form of our posteriors. Now, as Mistress of Ceremonies, I select Annie as my partner. Now let me see, Elizabeth and Jemima can lead us off, then Rachel and Berenice. Which leaves Alice and Tomasina before we bring up the rear.'

At that, she skipped lightly down from the platform, sat beside me with her hand resting lightly in my lap and watched while the opening pair stepped up towards the chair which she had just vacated. As Elizabeth and Jemima were cheerfully discussing who was to go first, I took Cynthia's soft hand and leant forward so that I would gain the best possible view of the proceedings. With a drying mouth and moistening palms, I stared unblinkingly at the charming scene unfolding before me.

With my experiences at Aunt Grace's Entertainments, I was well versed in how to amuse an audience and all preceding pairs amused me greatly. Elizabeth and Jemima had clearly agreed that the former would act as the first spanker and she was soon seated, had placed Jemima in front of her and was buckling a belt around her waist, into which she successively tucked skirts, petticoats and chemise until the full length of her thighs gleamed whitely at us. She was then turned so that the front could be treated in the same manner, treating us to a glimpse of even whiter buttock flesh and tight cleft through the slit in her drawers. These were removed completely. Clearly the idea was more to show off our bottoms than to punish, for Elizabeth turned her 'victim' around in several slow circles, thereby allowing a good view of all her lower charms. Although I had had the pleasure of a recent examination of them, I nevertheless enjoyed seeing her again very much. Her big, broad buttocks looked as soft and smooth as I knew they felt and the slight smile on her face was indisputable evidence that she too was enjoying the 'parade'.

Almost too soon, she was guided to Elizabeth's right side and, as she stumbled slightly, her fat bottom trembled delightfully. As it did even more violently some moments later, when she had been placed across the waiting thighs and the first spanks were dancing over the clefted expanse. The spanking was simply a foretaste and therefore was halted when the skin was no more than a light pink. Elizabeth rubbed her briskly, then helped her back to her feet. They kissed, changed places and Elizabeth was bared and spanked in exactly the same manner.

The only two bottoms with which I was reasonably familiar had now been displayed - to my great pleasure, for Elizabeth's rounder formation and wider, darker cleft was no less attractive than Jemima's -and with my new calmness, I was able to derive full enjoyment from the others. Berenice and Rachel were next. The former quite short and with an astonishing bottom. It was amazingly plump and firm, looking (until it quivered with her movements) just like solid alabaster. I tried to recall it from my initiation and could not, perhaps because my eyes had been blinded with my tears and too wracked by the intensity of my emotions. Rachel, in complete contrast, was willowy with small, neat, apple-like cheeks. I also noted that her dark belly-curls seemed to have been plucked, as there was only the merest triangle on the upper part of the mound and the tight slit of her cunny was in plain view. Charming.

Alice was the first of the next pair to be spanked and neither she nor Tomasina displayed any particular individuality. Not that either was anything less than temptingly pretty, but both were of average height and colouring and had perfectly normal bottoms.

Then Cynthia gripped my hand and led me up on to the platform, the passive side of my nature asserted itself and my usual joy at exhibiting my bare bottom set my heart pounding. I smiled down at Cynthia's pretty face as she arranged my clothing and, when my drawers had finally slithered down my legs so that I could step out of them, I closed my eyes and basked in what I knew in my heart of hearts was my peers' admiration, turning according to the lightest pressure of her hands on my arms; thrilling to the way she stroked and hefted my fleshiness; when she put me across her lap, I deliberately let my knees sag inwards and moved my feet apart, hoping to reveal a trace of my cunny; I weaved and bobbed under the gentle fusillade to give the onlookers a variety of views of my salient features; I peered back, watching them watching me.

Then it was my turn. I forgot the audience and with rare clumsiness fastened the belt around her tiny waist and whisked the back of her clothes up to tuck them in. Her lovely red drawers covered her rear completely and with welcome calmness, I applied myself to the task of laying her bare, instinctively following the methods used by my predecessors, slowly removing the satin garment and turning her round. I had started with her facing the others and presenting me with her right profile. I noted the smooth creaminess of her skin and the surprisingly rounded curve of her buttock, suggesting that this part of her did not share the slenderness which characterised her general appearance. Savouring the anticipation to the full, I turned her towards me. There was a dear little gap at the very tops of her thighs and her love-nest was thickly-mossed, hiding the slit almost completely. I bent forward and kissed her there, breathing in the scent of rose-water -and woman. I surveyed her other side and, remembering the watching eyes, held my eagerness on a tight rein. I did stroke and pat the round little globe and thrilled to the quivering softness. Then I pressed her hip and she swivelled obediently, filling my vision with her white, pouting and tightly-divided cheeks.

She floated down across my knees, light as a feather. Her bottom flattened a little, broader-cheeked and shorter-clefted.

I spanked her very gently, curving my palm to reduce the smart and yet still impart that rippling wobble which is always so delightful and she, like me, wiggled her hips. Her skin was pure satin. Warm. Little pink patches indicated that it would colour as quickly as Bertha's and I helped her back to her feet, longing to spank her soundly and keenly looking forward to the next stage in the proceedings.

'Annie,' said Elizabeth as we stepped down from the platform, 'as the most recent member, you may have half an hour with us at your beck and call. Do with us as you wish.' I smiled my thanks at her and looked round at the seven happily flushed faces, expectant; excited. The softness of Cynthia's bare bottom was vividly etched on my palm but I was certain that there was so much spanking to come that I did not wish to satisfy my desires prematurely. Then the vaguely recalled images of having to salute them during my initiation returned. My new friends in a line. All but naked with their backs to me. Rounded hillocks, white, clefted but blurred when seen through tear-filled eyes. We were all bare under our gowns and so it was a simple matter to ask them to stand in file, to hold their skirts up and for me to gaze at the row of splendid fleshy masterpieces. And see them properly. Then to move down the line and salute them with lips and tongue.

I brushed my lips over their satiny curves; pressed them into yielding flesh; I rubbed my cheeks against theirs. And when my half hour was over, I knew their bottoms so much better: but by no means well enough.

'Can we not remind ourselves of Annie's beauties?' asked Tomasina. There was a murmur of agreement and I stood as they had done and they lined up to examine me. I was sighing with calm pleasure by the end and could feel the first signs of my love-juices damping my cunny hairs.

Elizabeth tugged at the bell-pull and the servants brought in more champagne. We sipped and talked, comparing impressions and exchanging compliments. We handled the naked servants with new fervour. Then, refreshed and all with a glow on our faces and sparkling eyes, we resumed our seats while Cynthia remounted the dais.

'Ladies, we have now warmed up - minds and bottoms! It is time for more active exercises. Now, there is one aspect of our favourite pastime which I feel is not treated with sufficient gravity by practitioners, namely the perfect positioning of the errant bottom. None of us would disagree that it must be completely bare, of course, but . .

As one who had become exceedingly conscious of this, both when attempting to position my own to its best advantage or to arrange another's, there was little new in her thoughts. I did, however, enjoy her lecture more than somewhat, for she asked us all in turn to provide a 'model' for her theories and throughout made free with her expert right hand to prove that her aims were not just to find the most aesthetically pleasing profferings.

Nor were her remarks always greeted with respectful silence, and counter-opinions were voiced without inhibition. I was even bold enough to challenge her contention that a tightly protruding derriere made an unsatisfactory target. I was forward enough to spring up, kneel on the very edge of the platform and point my yawning bottom at the others, passing a hand between my thighs to emphasise my exposure, claiming as I did so that my sense of shame was overwhelming. Cynthia reddened me with obvious enthusiasm.

She finally stepped down to a round of laughter and applause and was replaced by Alice who selected Tomasina as her partner in a charming little play, in which they assumed the roles of two young Maids soothing each other after a sound spanking.

'Is your bottom really sore?'

'Oh, yes. Madam has the strongest hand I've ever felt.'

'Did you cry?'

'No I did not! The thought of it. Did you?'

'Just a bit.'

And so on. It then seemed perfectly natural to compare bottoms, then to soothe them with gentle caresses while their mouths met, tentatively but with growing passion. The drama concluded with them taking turns to kneel naked on the seat of the chair while the other kissed her buttocks most avidly. By this stage I was perched on the edge of my seat and finding the 'tableau' most exciting. They were sideways on to us and so my eyes could travel from the screwed-up face of the recipient, down past her dangling breast to the curve of hip and thigh and the bird-like movements of the kissing face and stroking hands.

After they had blushingly accepted their well-merited applause, Cynthia asked us to remove all our clothing - except boots and stockings - as it was a good time for lunch. The delicious feeling of freedom which nudity gives me added to the sense of well-being which was flooding through me. I was able to fumble my disrobing and was therefore one of the last to leave the ballroom so could enjoy to the full the sight of my friends walking ahead of me.

On arrival at lunch, my thoughts turned immediately to more normal hunger. The long table was piled with a variety of cold meats, pies, vegetables, fruits, sweet and savoury tarts, salmon, lobsters, jellies, blancmanges and behind it the girl servants waited, shy smiles and firm naked bosoms quivering as they heaped our plates. For a moment or two, I was alone and was able to savour my extraordinary surroundings. The elegant furniture, with that patina that only comes from age and care, the paintings and tapestries, the food and wines and the tinkling laughter of happy and contented guests all could well have been part of the most innocuous social gathering. And one which I would have found very pleasing. Add the startling sensuality of the completely naked servants and then the virtually naked and beautiful guests and the mixture was indeed a rich one. Even more enjoyable than Aunt Grace's Entertainments, mainly because the pace was more measured.

I sat down on one of the many chairs scattered around, still alone and still happy to collect my thoughts. The leather felt cool against my bare bottom and I wriggled around so that my cunny was also favoured with its touch. Ahead of me, Berenice was conversing with Alice, standing with her back towards me. Her superbly plump derriere promised much for the more rigorous punishments which I was sure would follow. Alice in profile, with her neat firm breasts holding my eye. Elizabeth standing beyond, facing me. Big bosoms, the neat triangle of hair contrasting vividly with her white skin. Her thighs were big, round and I suddenly yearned to be put across them again. She was idly stroking a servant's erect pego. My bottom-hole ached with desire. I was inflamed. I was ready for whatever the afternoon had in store for me and with both palm and buttocks tingling I rose and joined my new friends.

The food and wine had inflamed our passions and I was welcomed into the little circle I had joined with brilliant smiles and kisses. It seemed perfectly natural to return the kisses with all my heart. I chose Jemima. Her soft lips parted to receive my tongue and I then drew hers within me. My hands held her shoulders and our puckering nipples brushed before our four bosoms squashed together. I ran my hands down the ridges of her backbone and on to the lovely broad cheeks of her soft bottom. Tomasina laughingly parted us and demanded her share of me. She was smaller and not as soft. But her breath was hotter and her nipples stiffen

Cynthia called us to order and we returned to the ballroom.

Time for some gentle exercise, ladies. Now, I am quite sure that my old Governess would have been sharply critical of the deportment of all of us. Annie, please join me. Thank you. Now, walk up to the end of the platform and back. Shoulders back. Not as fast as that. Pretend that you are balancing a book on the top of your head. Better.'

We were all put through our paces and I enjoyed watching the others as much as I had done performing for them.

'Berenice, chase Rachel. Try and catch her.'

And so on. A kaleidoscope of naked feminine charms in motion. She then led us smoothly on by claiming dissatisfaction with our efforts and summoning us one by one to the dais, where were were told to bend over and clasp our ankles for six smacks with a slipper. The sight of the varied bent bottoms, with the glimpses of cunny below made me most anxious for my turn and as I bent over, I was easily able to look at the others' faces between my legs. Six pairs of eyes gleamed in a most flattering manner as they glued themselves to the effects of the stinging blows.

And so, when we were ordered to dress again, I was in a high pitch of anticipation. My bottom glowed delightfully from my recent half-dozen; although I did not yet feel completely at home in this delightful company, I could not complain at the warmth of my reception and had no doubts that my figure and general demeanour had met with approval; the activities up to that moment had allowed me to become familiar with my companions and, thanks to that knowledge, I could now look forward to watching them being spanked and beaten with more overt enjoyment. Fully clothed and bubbling with happy anticipation, we proceeded through long corridors, up several flights of stairs and passed through a solid door.

I gasped in astonishment. In the subdued light, the small room exuded a superb atmosphere. My eyes flickered round. The clever bench on which I had been strapped for my trial caught my eye. Near it was another, wooden, of plain construction and with straps at each end. A waist-high beam had been fastened to the floor near one of the walls and on the wall above it, chains and wrist straps. At the other end there was a solid table, some four feet in length. The top was padded. On the floor stood buckets, each containing a selection of birch rods, their handles beautifully bound with bright red ribbons. Whips and canes hung from a beam. A variety of straps, tawses and spankers from another. There were paintings and drawings on the walls, all showing bare-bottomed girls under punishment. I collected my wits and saw that the others were watching me.

'What do you think of our playroom, Annie?' asked Elizabeth.

A slow grin was all the answer I could manage. And all that was required. I felt no fear this time. Nor any need for the abasement which had made my initiation so memorable. I sensed immediately that when it was my turn to be beaten it would only be up to the limits I desired. No further. I breathed deep and raised my chin in determination to show that my limits were as high as any.

Cynthia called for our attention. 'My friends, I nominate Annie as the first recipient.' She turned to face me. Her eyes pierced my soul. 'Annie, we have all seen evidence of your courage and we all agree that you have the most beautiful bottom of all. And I believe that pain applied to that part of your person pleases you. But you have been tested and it is not part of our plan to test you again so soon. Each one of us will practise our skills on you in whichever way we choose. There will therefore be seven punishments. Bear that in mind, and if you have had enough, simply beg for forgiveness. There will of course be an interval between each to help you recover. Are you ready?'

'Yes.' My feet seemed to be floating off the floor. My bottom was no longer just another part of me but had an existence of its own. It tingled all over.

Perhaps I would have preferred to have come later, to have seen others being dealt with first, but I knew that there would be other occasions. I was sure that by the end of my session, I would not be in a condition to savour the active role to the full. No matter.

While I was stiffening the sinews of my mind, the others were drawing lots for the order of precedence. The hum of conversation died away. Cynthia's hand holding mine. Her eyes shining into mine. Warm. Full of affection. And lust? Yes, her pink tongue flicked over her lips and withdrew but they stayed a little apart. Her breathing was fast and shallow. I could not resist leaning forward to kiss her, stroking her dark curls, inhaling the hot sweetness of her breath.

'As Mistress of Ceremonies, I have the privilege of starting with your white bottom,' she whispered, 'and I shall strap you. But first I shall spank you. Come.'

My legs were weak. From desire, not terror. She sat on the wooden whipping bench, drew me across her slim thighs, bared my quivering bottom and spanked me long and tenderly. Then she stripped me, paraded me around to show off my pink cheeks, led me to the beam, bent me over, fastening my wrists to a rail near the floor. My bottom was rounded but not too tight. She patted it and I felt it quiver. She bent my knees inward and moved my feet apart to let everyone see my cunny. Then she strapped my ankles to another rail. I peered back at the eager, pretty faces, shining eyes fixed avidly on my most private parts. The strap hummed and smacked into me. It stung and burned. It was exactly what I needed and I exulted. The pain was immediate pleasure and not enough to distract me from watching my watchers. My naked breasts hung down in the foreground, swaying as I jerked to the strap's biting impact. It was over too soon. My eyes were dry, my breathing steady and my bottom throbbing deliciously. My friends approached to kiss, fondle and rub my warm flesh.

Jemima stretched me flat on the wooden bench, hard and cool beneath me. She birched me and my hips began the danse de croupe which the peculiar bite of the rod demands.

More kisses and soothing strokes. A wet cloth. My bottom glowed and throbbed, but longed for more. Elizabeth laid me across her broad lap and spanked me like a child. I wept. Not because it hurt but because it seemed the best way to marry our desires.

Tomasina adjusted the familiar bench to have me kneeling with my bottom raised and spread, whipping me with a martinet. The leather thongs were softer than mine and the pain small but after she had had her fill of whipping me across the full width of my buttocks, she straddled me, facing my rear, and laid them vertically, with a searing finale of six strokes into my gaping division, which set fire to both exposed orifices. I had a short but intense climax. And another when her tongue put out the flames.

Berenice took me back to the beam but tied my hands to the wall, above my head. The smooth wood pressed into the tops of my thighs. My bottom protruded in a gentle curve. Soft, so that I could feel it quiver massively as she caned me. It burned. In narrow bands of fire right across both cheeks, the tip biting even more sharply into my flank. I cried out. Turning my head to watch her strike helped to distract me. After each three strokes, she crouched behind me to examine the effects, giving me time to enjoy the pain.

Then I was freed and two glasses of rich wine revived me. My red bottom was admired and fussed over. I was kissed and praise was heaped on me. Hands and mouths fastened on my breasts. My cunny wept with joy.

Rachel took my hand. My resolve wavered for a moment but her handsome and gentle face, lit up with her excitement at the prospect of having me at her mercy, restored me. She took me to the table, laid me on my back with my aching bottom just clear of the edge and my feet dangling. I felt a pang of fear. Would she hit the fronts of my thighs? I did not think that I would like that. It was only on my bottom that pain was translated into pleasure. My ankles were tied to a bar, parted to expose my love-nest. Were the hairs darkened with moisture? I thought so. Chains clinked and I opened my eyes. Curious. There was a pulley on the ceiling and Rachel was pulling the chain down towards my feet. I knew what was to happen to me and relaxed. Soon my legs were inexorably raised until they were vertical and my bottom was clear of the surface and fully accessible. My buttocks felt loose and soft. Vulnerable. I wondered what she would whip them with and felt a surge of alarm when she appeared with a long riding whip. She tapped the target and found her distance. I watched her, holding my breath, a cry of trepidation held tightly in my throat. I could not envisage the pain and feared the unknown. Her arm rose. Not far. She angled her wrist backwards. I mewed. She flicked and the long flexible wand blurred and a thin line of fire blazed across my derriere. I groaned and wriggled. It was sharper than the cane, more biting. But even more stirring. I exhaled gustily and closed my eyes again. My hands were free and I gripped the cool softness of my bosoms, kneading the nipples into life. Six strokes in all and each made me shudder.

My position reminded me of love-making and the pain had been so expertly administered that it had not been allowed to overwhelm me at the cost of all other sensual feelings. My cunny itched, throbbed, burned.

There was no pause other than the necessary time to free my legs from the chain and pulley and re-fasten them to the legs at the head of the table so that my knees were forced back into my bosom. I was stretched, distended. Wide open.

She did more than spank me. Sharp little slaps all over my buttocks; then the tips of her fingers in my gaping cleft. Then on to my anus, fully exposed by my posture, surely the most indecent possible. Her other hand patted my cunny. Pain and pleasure combined with my helplessness and I covered my face with my hands, the hollow slapping sounds a gentle background to my shrieks of ecstasy. I spent.

My recovery was rapid. The ordeal had not drained me and although my whole bottom sizzled and throbbed, some cool champagne soon had me dry-eyed and looking forward to playing a more active role. Berenice was the next recipient and once again Cynthia had the privilege of opening proceedings. I drew fifth place in the order and settled down to watch her amazingly big firm cheeks being reddened. When my turn came, I decided that the solidity of her mounds was such that a simple spanking would give me most pleasure. I used the wooden bench as a seat, gasping as my aching and naked bottom took my weight (I had been asked to remain naked), and told her to dress herself as I wanted the pleasure of baring her. This I did and gazed in awe at the sight. She had been strapped, tawsed, caned and whipped, so the entire surface of her bottom was a mass of red weals, all merging to produce a glowing sunset. Her flesh was hot, with noticeable ridges, but it was probably the most spankable pair of cheeks I had met and her large globes bounced and quivered under my flashing palm most satisfactorily, and by the end, I had suffused her skin so effectively that the weals were all but invisible and her bottom glowed incandescently.

As my sore posterior slipped into the background of my awareness, I was able to throw myself into the activities with more enthusiasm. I strapped Jemima's broad cheeks; I laid Rachel flat on the wooden bench so that her apple-tight little bottom bulged deliciously and birched her; I learned how to operate the adjustable bench and had Alice kneeling as I had done, with her womanly rump jutting high in the air, and tawsed her gleefully. Tomasina was bent over the beam while I tentatively wielded a riding crop, finding the view of her curved buttocks especially pleasing.

And lastly Elizabeth. I was the second one to deal with her and spent a little time crouching behind her, closely surveying her lovely big target, which Cynthia had just caned. Six hard strokes had left a predominantly white area, with the six marks red and slightly raised running across it. Her bottom was so soft under my questing palm that I was moved to spank her as well. We were both naked and her belly and thighs rested softly on and against mine. She was even bigger than Berenice - although proportionately less so - and her flesh was not as solid, so it wobbled where her predecessor's had quivered and my hand sank in rather than bounced off. My arm at last fell away, exhausted, and I moved the other hand from the small of her back on to the scarlet mounds, into the softly deep cleft and wriggled it until I could frig away at both orifices and make her spend.

Naked, red-bottomed and most content we drank champagne and complimented each other on our performances. Marks were examined and commented on. We had perhaps seen enough of our buttocks for the time being, for much attention was paid to our bosoms, thighs and cunnies. We kissed contentedly. And just as signs of lustful passion were creeping into our comments and caresses, Cynthia announced that it was time to prepare for dinner and that baths had been run for us. We left our clothes where they had been thrown down and in a bizarre procession, went to our rooms.

I sank into the steaming tub and the heat of the water rekindled the dying fires in my bottom and set my love-nest into throbbing life. My hand was just stealing between my thighs when a pretty little Maid entered and offered to help me bathe and dress. She proved to be expert and compliant and I was grateful for her assistance, for it allowed me to linger sensuously over delights both past and in the immediate future.

Dinner was a glittering occasion. Course after course of delicious food; wines of the very highest quality; plates and dishes of the finest china; delicate candelabra casting an even light on beautiful faces, shining eyes, flashes of white teeth, diamonds and rubies round necks and dangling from shell-like ears. Naked servants, male and female.

And afterwards, we repaired to the main drawing room, drank coffee and discussed the sensual and nothing but the sensual.

'Annie, you seem to have a particular love of the bottom-hole,' said Alice at one point. 'I am not certain I share it.' It was all I required to set in motion a thrilling finale to an astounding day. Quickly selecting Jemima as the possessor of the sweetest anus available, I used her to demonstrate the peculiar charms of this most secret of delights. We gathered in a group, I helped the subject of our deliberations to strip completely and Alice and I crouched behind her. I reminded her of the visual excitement of the division, then made Jemima bend slowly forward until her cleft opened.

'See how it all unfolds like an exotic flower,' I enthused. 'And how pretty and pink and neat she is.' She stared and I saw fascination overcoming doubts. I made her touch it, note how it twitched. I insisted that she wet her finger and slip it through the tight portal into the clinging warmth. She blushed and wriggled her finger while Jemima gasped and wiggled her bottom.

'Lick it,' I said with calm determination. She did so and her inhibitions fled and she was soon gripping her friend's hips and nuzzling like a kitten at its mother's teat.

Intoxicated with the combination of lust and wine, I asked our Mistress of Ceremonies if we could all kneel so that Alice could wallow in her new-found pleasure. She acceded at once and in a trice we had all bared our bottoms and were kneeling on the floor, presenting her with seven holes to explore. Cynthia then suggested that we should all follow her path and so seven tongues thrilled me until it was at last my turn and I gazed at the delectable sight of fourteen tight and rosy buttocks with the seven markedly different holes between, glistening from the previous salutations.

We were all aflame with passion, stripped naked and fell on the profusion of soft rugs, in pairs, threesomes or occasionally alone, spectating with busy hands on our own spots.

I lay like a man on Elizabeth's softness, my limbs spread, rubbing my cunny against hers, our mouths glued wetly to the other's; hands grasped my buttocks, wrenched them apart and a stiff tongue thrust into my fundament. I lay panting on my back, felt movement by my head, opened my eyes to find myself looking straight up between Rachel's slim thighs at the tiny tuft of hair in front and the jutting cheeks behind. Her bottom sank down on to my face, opening as it did so and her wet cunny was on my mouth.

I crawled across Berenice's broad thighs and begged her to spank me.

I knelt down before Tomasina and ran my tongue up and down her weeping slit before sucking her spot into my mouth.

Berenice pleaded with me to spank her.

Alice ordered me to present my bottom for her to lick it.

Elizabeth and I slid easily into the soixante neuf position and spent together.

We summoned the servants and I stroked the most handsome to a magnificent erection and, bending before him, ordered him to plug my bottom and, as he did so, frantically frigged myself to yet another climax, after which I collapsed face down, clenching my cheeks so that not one drop of his spending would escape.

We eventually exhausted ourselves. Somehow I found myself in a most comfortable bed, with Cynthia's slender softness to curl up to. And I fell down a long, dark tunnel into complete oblivion.

[bookmark: bookmark11]Chapter 8

The next morning we gathered for a late breakfast. I cannot believe that I was the only one with a head that throbbed even more than my bottom, and neither did I think for one moment that any of us nursed even the slightest regret. It had assuredly been the most intensely pleasurable experience of my twenty years and I was already keenly anticipating the next meeting.

Even more so when, after we had agreed on a date one month later, Elizabeth asked me to be the Mistress of Ceremonies. I was thrilled at the compliment and blushed like a bride. Then Matilda was fetched from the stables, I clambered stiffly on to the seat, gratefully accepted the offer of a large and soft cushion to place beneath me, and set slowly off on my homeward journey.

I arrived home and was relieved to find both my servants hard at work and the house spick and span. I felt no desire to punish them, even in mock anger, so, ignoring Bertha's evident curiosity, I told her to fetch my bag from the trap, stable Matilda, unpack and get back to work. Having done so, I had also to ignore her hurt expression at my brusqueness, but my mind was so occupied with the myriad impressions whirling through it, that I needed nothing but time and place for solitary contemplation. As it was another perfect day, I took myself off to my own secret hideaway in the garden, where neither would think of looking for me, and lay down in the shady peace.

Images flitted in and out of my awareness. Some I held in my mind's eye for immediate savouring; others I returned to their place to be summoned up on some later occasion. My new friends' bare bottoms. Standing, walking, bending; white, pink, red; quivering, wobbling, shuddering, bouncing; slim, plump, chubby, firm, soft. Their bottom-holes. Jemima's - tiny, hairless and so palely pink: Cynthia's - bigger, browner, with little dark hairs. Bosoms. Big, small, with big or small nipples, pink or brown. Cunnies. Rachel's bare lips with just a tiny triangle on her mound; Tomasina's luxuriant darkness. The subtle differences in the feel of skin and flesh, not just between one friend and the other but also of the different parts of the same body. Berenice's almost solid buttocks and very soft breasts. The silky warmth of Elizabeth's inner thighs.

Memories of hands striking and stroking my own naked flesh. Kneeling with my anus on view, the intensity of the eyes fixed on it making it tingle between the hotly throbbing cheeks on either side.

I squirmed restlessly. My clothes constricted. I removed them and lay back, thighs spread wide and arms above my head. Cool air on skin, riffling the fine golden curls on my cunny, and then into the cleft of my bottom when I raised my knees. My hands roved about my person. The feel of my flesh was satisfying, though less so than another's; the touch of my hands thrilled, but not as much as a friend's would have done. But I wanted no other. What I had was enough. I stroked the furry triangle, kneaded the shifting plumpness of my cunny lips, found the love-button which wept at my touch and the slipperiness spread. My other hand gripped my sore bottom and delved into the tight cleft until the fingertips were pressing against my anus. Juices ran down the natural channel, moistened it and eased the passage of my finger. Doubly penetrated, I gasped to a slow and long-lasting climax, then curled up and dozed.

I woke completely refreshed. My mind immediately turned to the challenge of the role of Mistress of Ceremonies and I felt new energy surging through me. I dressed, walked briskly into the house and busied myself at my normal duties and tasks for the remainder of the day.

By the evening, after a light supper, I was able to talk reasonably freely to Bertha. I told her no more than that I had come across a group of people who simply enjoyed seeing a girl's bottom all nice and bare and therefore derived great pleasure in spanking or lightly whipping it. Mine had been so treated as had the others, with me taking a full part. She let her sewing fall on to her lap, leaned forward, her eyes gleaming with excitement, and pressed me for more details.

Careful not to give her the slightest clue as to the identity of any of the Members, I described the formation of their figures, the implements, benches and the beam, tried to enlighten her on how my bottom had felt in the various positions and soon had her squirming on her seat. It would have been a perfect opportunity to put some of the things I had learned into further practice but I was too weary to do so with any real enthusiasm, so, cruelly perhaps, I told her that we could discuss it in more detail some other time and that I wished for an early night. Her woebegone face pricked my conscience for a second, but the wait would do her good.

Nevertheless, I let her give my marked rear a close examination while she was bathing me and, when we settled into bed, I lifted her nightgown and toyed with all her treasures until she spent.

The next morning, I shut myself away in my little study with several sheets of paper and a new pen. Instinctively, I knew that I would not add greatly to my reputation if I simply copied the meeting I had attended. I had the immense advantage of Aunt Grace's tuition to draw on and wrote copious notes, ending with a summary of my intentions.

First, the main element binding us together was the simple love of the feminine posterior. So I had to provide ample opportunities for display.

Secondly, we all found sensual enjoyment from the application of a suitable implement to a well presented pair of naked buttocks, preferably female, both as participants and spectators.

Thirdly, our sensibilities demanded more than a simple spanking or whipping. Our souls craved style, elegance, good taste, amusement, mental stimulation, love - or at least sincere affection - and sympathy.

Fourthly, we all had a taste for the delights of Sapphic loving.

Ideas floated into my mind. Some I held for consideration: others were instantly cast out. My mind clouded as doubts and questions eroded the certainties. I tidied the sheets of paper, returned the pen to its stand, closed the inkwell and walked out into the garden for fresh air. I noted with irritation that there were beds to be weeded, hedges which needed trimming and other signs of neglect. Cursing the close heat of the day which made the prospect of hard physical labour so uninviting, I set to work. My clothes were soon damp and clammy, so I stripped. If another Peeping Tom saw, then it was his good fortune and, besides, perhaps I would catch him and do as I had done to the last miscreant. I knelt down again to attack nature's unwelcome invaders.

The blades of grass imprinted themselves on my unprotected knees.

My naked breasts hung down heavily, swaying as I moved.

I felt the division between my buttocks open as I reached forward and close as I straightened. The air cooled me between my thighs and under my arms.

I unpinned my hair so that it flowed freely over my shoulders.

My hands were dirty. I cared not.

Suddenly some of my thoughts crystallised into clear ideas. I saw myself as though through the eyes of an onlooker. A beautiful young woman, with golden hair flowing, white skin shining from her efforts, plump and firm breasts dangling and swaying, a richly curved posterior thrust in the air, its division widely inviting and, depending on the viewpoint, a glimpse of plump, lightly-furred cunny lips at the junction of rounded and smooth thighs. Innocently engaged. I could arrange tableaux, posing the participants similarly, so that we could enjoy their charms in a way that suggested that the object of our admiration neither knew nor cared that she was being observed. I thought of those great works of art which featured the nude and realised that the ones which I found most sensual were the ones where the model or models were in situations where nakedness was natural. And I would introduce Bertha to the Society. Not of course as a Member, but her fresh beauty would make her an ideal model.

Sadly the next day brought the thunderstorms which the recent sultry weather had threatened and I shut myself away in my study for further reflection, realising that the one aspect which needed further investigation was the other Members' desires. To please them well I needed to know what pleased them most.

I wrote a letter to Elizabeth, first thanking her for acting as hostess and secondly asking her if she would honour me with her presence for luncheon in three days' time.

As soon as I had ensured that it was safely on its way to her, I decided that I was in the perfect mood to exercise my power. Fortunately, Mavis did something exceedingly careless, giving me every excuse to give her a sound spanking, something she had by now learned to accept as no more than a reasonably painful expression of my displeasure: infinitely preferable to a lecture and with elements which were decidedly satisfying. I was certain that she had learned to enjoy the feeling of having to display her big bottom. She knew that I loved it and partly shared my views on the attractions of this part of the anatomy. She could not find pleasure in pain, but Bertha more than made up for her failings in that direction.

So, with little more ado, I ordered her across my lap and was soon gazing happily down on the full breadth of her naked quarters, stroking them firmly as I chided her. As I was punishing rather than teaching her, I concentrated wholly on reddening the full surface in a steadily methodical manner, ignoring her little cries, relishing the jerky movements of her hips as the pain increased and only ceasing when I was fully satisfied with the rich redness of her big bottom.

Elizabeth's reply arrived that very afternoon, accepting my invitation in flattering terms and the three of us worked like slaves to prepare for the occasion.

The day and the time arrived almost too quickly and she arrived with typical promptness and I heard the clatter of her carriage in the drive. I quickly ran my eye over my servants, making sure that they were as immaculate as we could make them - clean, starched aprons and caps, new skirts and blouses, clean hands and their best stockings and boots. I nodded to Mavis to greet our guest and waited in the hall. Elizabeth was a true aristocrat who showed nothing but approval of my house and who greeted my staff with genuine warmth. Both had been excited at the prospect of meeting a lady but I was delighted to observe that neither showed any sign of being stupidly overawed.

After we had eaten - and eaten exceedingly well, prompting Elizabeth to pay a special visit to the kitchen to thank Mavis profusely and to compliment Bertha on the way she had served us, leaving them both blushing like maidens - we retired to the drawing room and sat side by side on the sofa. She rested her hand on my thigh and looked me straight in the eye. My cunny flickered into life at the trembling urgency of her touch and I returned her gaze steadily even though I felt that she was somehow peering deep into the inner recesses of my soul.

'Annie, that was a delicious luncheon. And I am so pleased to be the first Member of the Society to visit your delightful home. Now, tell me, how did you enjoy your first meeting?'

I paused to collect my thoughts. 'I think that I can say with all honesty that it was the most stimulating day of my life. It was exceedingly sensual and my tastes were satisfied most thoroughly. But that has happened to me before. What I really loved was the way we moved steadily from one delight to an even more intense one. There was never the slightest feeling of anti-climax. And everything was done with such grace and elegance. It left me sated. Yet wanting more.'

'How kind. For my part, I must tell you that your presence graced the occasion more than you perhaps realise. As I have already said to you, your beauty puts us all to shame. No, do not deny it. I would not accuse you of false modesty, but your face is lovely even when you are suffering. And your bottom is perfection. You are also fortunate in that you actually find great pleasure in being chastised. That is so, is it not?'

'Yes it is.' I may have blushed a little at her compliments but no more. They came so obviously from the heart that I could only accept them with all the grace I could muster.

'Then you are specially blessed.'

'How about you, Elizabeth? Your bottom is anything but unattractive. Do you enjoy having it reddened?'

'Yes. Although I have never been able to translate the pain into ecstasy in the way you can. Or as Berenice and Rachel can.'

She had inadvertantly told me what I most wished to discover. To wit, which of my new colleagues were passive and vice versa. I looked at her with love blossoming in my heart and resolved to spend the rest of our time together pleasing her - and at the same time learning to know her even better.

And it was also an ideal opportunity to take Bertha a stage further. I excused myself, slipped into the kitchen, told Mavis that she could leave as soon as she was ready and Bertha to join us after that. Not long afterwards, the lovely young girl knocked and entered shyly.

'Do you not find her pretty, Elizabeth?' I asked softly.

'Very.'

'She is yours.'

Bertha looked at me, her lower lip trembling, eyes wide and mouth turned down. I smiled at her, reassuringly. Less fearful, she turned to face our guest, modestly looking at the floor, her twitching hands clasped before her.

'Could you please turn, Bertha - it is Bertha, is it not?' A neatly clad back view was presented. 'Good. Now come here and kneel at my feet.'

I sat back and watched as my Maid was seduced with astounding skill. And sympathy. Elizabeth was not a cruel woman and if Bertha had not shown signs of willingness from the outset, I cannot imagine that she would have continued.

She was spanked. I sat quite still and watched, entranced, even though my view was limited, as I was facing Elizabeth and therefore could only see the side of Bertha's moon, though the compensation was that I could clearly see both faces and, I had to admit to myself that the sideways-on view of the bottom under punishment did allow me to appreciate the rippling of her flesh to the full.

When she had been well warmed and was gasping aloud at each spank, she was told to rise and strip naked, when her charms were subjected to the most detailed examination. And not found wanting. I told her to lead us to the punishment room, which Elizabeth found very much to her satisfaction, and used each facility and every implement to test the straining girl to limits far beyond those I had attempted with her.

It was then time for me to assert some authority and I suggested a walk around the garden, waiting until the sobbing and writhing girl had composed herself before ordering her to undress us. At this Elizabeth glanced at me with unspoken questions in her eyes. But then looked back at Bertha with a pleased smile and the evidence of her trust pleased me greatly.

Bertha's shimmering, wine-red bottom led us round the garden and the quiet sensuality of nudity in fresh air was enhanced when I rested a hand on my guest's naked mounds and their soft shifting thrilled. Her hand on my bottom pleased her equally.

We finished under the shade of our usual tree and made Bertha watch us indulge in even more passionate loving, before finally allowing her to salute us. As a perfect finale, we knelt closely together and while Bertha busied her hands and mouth on our upturned hindquarters, kissed each other to our hearts' content.

I dismissed Bertha and we stayed in our little Eden and I asked her for all the help I thought I needed for my meeting and she graciously acceded to all I asked for. And more. Then her carriage was due, so we wandered back inside, dressed and parted. Firm friends.

Three days later, I drove to her house to look at all the rooms available and my secrecy as to the details of my intentions annoyed Elizabeth to such a degree that she awarded me a public caning. On my bare bottom, bent tightly over the back of a chair in her sitting room, with her butler, housekeeper, personal Maid and old governess looking on approvingly. The experience properly humbled me, left me with an uncomfortable drive back home - and even more in thrall to her.

I still had two weeks to consider any further refinements to my plans and time passed with increasing pace. There was but one loose end. To tie it, I called on Cynthia, fired her enthusiasm for my little ploy and we retired to her bed, for I had let slip that Elizabeth had caned me and she expressed a strong desire to see my bottom. She cooed happily over the fading weals and kissed them better with a lasciviousness which could only lead to better things. Her slender, silk-skinned firmness proved a most delightful contrast to Elizabeth's opulence and I rode home in the happiest of moods.

And then the long-awaited day dawned. Bertha and I set off early and all our preparations were made well before my friends arrived - although I had had to threaten to lock Elizabeth in her room to stop her spying on me and spoiling the surprises!

We gathered, as before, for coffee and sweetmeats, served by the naked servants, three male and three female. I had enjoyed stripping and inspecting them a half hour previously, gratified by the way the males' members swelled into life at my investigating touch. 1 had also spent several minutes improving their deportment and was especially pleased to note that the girls walked with a far more graceful sway of their hips than before.

I then called the meeting to order, dismissing the servants. I gazed about me. Beautiful coiffures; elegant day gowns and discreet jewellery; smiling, beautiful faces; shining eyes. Excitement and anticipation in the air. I prayed that I would not disappoint them.

'My friends. Pray follow me.'

I led them into a little-used sitting room and bade them hide themselves behind screens and armchairs which I had placed carefully in position earlier. 'You are hidden observers to what is about to unfold. Stay still and silent.'

I slipped out of the door, into the next room where Bertha was hiding and I hurriedly stripped naked, made sure that she remembered her instructions and ushered her into the first room, leaving the door ajar. She was untidily dressed in a maid's working clothes, her hair in some disarray. She set about dusting the mantelpiece with studied idleness. She stopped and mopped her brow.

'Oh it is too hot.' She stood indecisively. 'Oh Madam won't be back for an age. No one will see.' And she stripped and continued her work in a slightly less desultory fashion. It was a truly delightful spectacle. She rubbed briskly at the occasional ornament, making her buttocks shake and wobble splendidly; she dropped her duster and bent slowly to pick it up; she reached up to dust the pictures. And every so often she would stand still, dreamily running her hands over her body, lingering on bosoms and bottom. When I felt that my friends had seen their fill, I entered in a towering rage and just a bath towel wrapped loosely round my bosoms.

'I thought I told you to have my bath .. . And what are you doing in that state? You shameless, wicked hussy. Well, perhaps your mode of dress is particularly appropriate on this occasion for it saves me the trouble of baring your bottom for the sound spanking I plan to give you.'

At which point my carefully knotted towel fell gracefully to the floor. I bent to retrieve it and began to wrap it round my naked body.

'Oh fie, you have seen me naked often enough.' Tossing it aside, I marched purposefully to the shrinking girl, grabbed her firmly, shook her, setting her charms into delightful motion, placed my left foot on the seat of a convenient chair, bent her over my thigh and proceeded to spank her. I used the full sweep of my arm but slightly cupped the palm of my hand, so that the sting was reduced but the impact increased, treating my silent and unseen audience to the sight of her bottom and thighs wobbling furiously.

We had planned the scene carefully and she assumed the role of a girl quite unaccustomed to this treatment and bucked, kicked her legs, howled out her protests and, every so often, forced herself upright and frantically rubbed her reddening posteriors, so making me go through the illuminating process of repositioning her.

Her bottom and the tops of her thighs were the most vivid red by the time I finished.

'Now I hope that you have learned your lesson you naughty girl,' I panted. 'Go and prepare my bath. At once. Leave your clothes - if any of the other servants see you, they will know that you've had your bare bottom smacked and it will serve you right. Begone.'

Frowning angrily, my hands on my hips, I watched her stumble tearfully out of the room, then turned to where my friends had been hiding and waited for them to emerge from their hiding places. The rapturous smiles on all their faces were all the approbation I required but I was thrilled and flattered by, first, their expression of delight and, secondly, by the fact that one and all took full advantage of my nudity to feel me all over!

With my blood racing through my veins and tingling all over from the memory of all the caresses, I slipped out, dressed again with Bertha's help, kissed her in congratulation and sent her back home. Then I led my friends into the special whipping room for the next stage.

The idea of this was simply enough stated - to reacquaint all Members with their colleagues' bottoms. I had, however, devoted considerable thought to the manner of achieving this and had decided that each in turn would prostrate herself on the ingenious whipping bench and the others in turn would bare her bottom, examine it in any position desired, then re-clothe it and move over for the next. With five minutes to do so. As a further little refinement, I had asked Elizabeth for a large silk shawl, which I planned to drape over the head of the girl on the bench, so that she would not necessarily know which of her friends was playing with her.

Once we had completed the 'round', we would repeat the process, but this time administering a dozen spanks.

As Mistress of Ceremonies, I allocated the order, with Alice first on the block, myself last and taking turns in the active role so that we each would have one white bottom to spank.

It proved, much to my relief, a popular thought. As examiner, one approached a fully covered seat, albeit one in a position which caused the overall form to be made quite clear through the small amount of clothing covering it - I had suggested gowns of light material with only a pair of drawers beneath - and with no view of the face and its expressions to distract one from the part of the supine body which so attracted us all. One could then concentrate on the baring, then satisfying one's visual and tactile curiosity on the expanses of delicious and varied flesh at one's disposal, with the eventual prospect of repeating the delightful process and administering a nice little spanking.

I certainly found it all intensely sensual. Having seven lovely derrieres to study was more than seven times better than having just the one. There was ample time to savour the shape and feel of each one and to recall the qualities of previous ones for comparison. The bench was easy to adjust and so one could alter the pose from almost prone to fully bent, enjoying the varying degrees of firmness and softness and the alterations in the length and tightness of the divisions. While one of course knew the identity of the owner of the buttocks, one was able to devote one's full attention to her rear end. When it came to my turn to prostrate myself, I felt that I really knew them well.

And my time on the bench proved almost more enjoyable. In virtual darkness, one's whole concentration was on the nether rotundities and, if baring a bottom is delectable, I find that having my own bared by a fellow devotee is almost as pleasing. Seven times I felt the coolness of air on denuded flesh. Fourteen hands thrilled me and by the end my inner thighs were slippery from my love juices.

And spanking and being spanked in turn sent us into luncheon with glowing flesh and tingling palms.

The food and wines were as delicious as they had been on the previous occasion. The one difference was that after we had enjoyed our pre-prandial champagne, I made the servants change into special costumes which left only their buttocks naked, while we remained fully clad. We also sat at the table so that conversation was more general. And, when we had eaten and were sitting with coffee, I suggested that each of us stood and addressed the company on whichever aspect of our best-loved activity she wished. None of us could claim any great skill as orators but it mattered not. Thoughts were spoken from the heart and lost little in the translation. Of specific interest to me was which would speak on the joys of the active role and which on the passive. Berenice and Rachel concentrated as expected on the latter, as did Jemima, which came as a greater surprise. I expounded on both sides of the equation, taking as my theme the effectiveness of the spoken word both before and during the punishment.

'Ladies, you have been summoned before some authority, in the full knowledge that you have committed some form of misdemeanour. You suffer all the nervousness expected in that situation - a fluttering hollowness in your belly, a tight throat and dry mouth. Your breathing is shallow and difficult. You fully anticipate that you will suffer the sort of verbal onslaught which reduces your self-esteem to shreds. Then you hear the sentence. "I am going to spank you - or birch or whip, whatever." Immediately the threat of the pain weakens your knees and tears of fright spring to your eyes. You may well feel bitterness and resentment. Whether you anticipated receiving the punishment on back, legs or bottom would make little difference. But, if the passer of the sentence had emphasised that your bottom was to be the recipient of the blows, that it was to be completely bare and on full display, how different your feelings would have been.'

And so on. We ended with a general discussion following Elizabeth's description of a public birching her grandmother had witnessed somewhere in Europe. 'A most shapely lass apparently, who had been made to mount a platform erected in the town square, fastened to a bench in a kneeling position, her skirts raised and her full, naked buttocks soundly whipped, so that she had bled.'

We agreed that this was unnecessarily harsh. There had been no ceremony in the exposure of the target area and the rod had been so thick and bristly that damage was inevitable. We all felt strongly that if the immodesty of having her bare bottom on public display had been strongly emphasised and she had then been whipped in a way which showed some respect for her feminine softness, which had shown evidence of forgiveness and which had not been influenced by basic blood-lust, she would have been far less tempted to have reverted to her erring ways.

On that note, I called the meeting to order and ordered all members to stand in a line with their backs to me and to remove every stitch of clothing. My eyes gleamed at the progressive revelation of so much fleshly perfection and it was a little time before I could force myself to give my orders. I surveyed the array of naked posteriors, noting gratefully that each had returned to a pristine white. As Elizabeth knew which room had been set up for our next diversion, I asked her to lead the way, once more appreciating the lovely mobility of the naked female form.

Each one gasped with excitement as they finally entered the room. With our hostess's help, I had set it out as a schoolroom, with seven traditional desks, each with a card with the pupil's name on the writing area and a pile of clothing on the seat. Slightly puzzled at first, they began to dress. Then the import of the coarse stockings, baggy drawers, short and rather ill-fitting dresses struck them and I was hugely relieved at the immediate buzz of excitement. I slipped out as soon as the last item of clothing was in the proper position on the right body and re-entered the room with the full demeanour of a strict schoolmistress, strode to the large desk at the end, opened a drawer and slowly drew out my own wooden spankers, my tawse, two of Elizabeth's straps, a cane and three neat birches, the handles tied with coloured ribbons. Silence descended.

'Well girls. Welcome to St Agatha's Academy. You have all been sent here by your parents or husbands - or guardians - for the simple reason that none of you have shown the slightest respect for the basic disciplines which society demands from any responsible citizen. I understand that any number of methods to bring you to heel have been attempted. None have succeeded. My methods, however, have never failed.

'Let me explain them to you. You, girl. Stand up. What is your name?'

'Cynthia, Miss.'

'Come here, Cynthia. Stand there with your back to your classmates. Now what do you call this portion of your anatomy?'

My spell was already working. Dear Cynthia had already begun to feel like a wicked girl being publicly humiliated. 'My . . . my sit-upon, Miss.'

'How very coy.' I moved my face close to hers, noting gleefully the red cheeks and shining eyes. 'In this establishment we call it a bottom, Miss. And it is not just for sitting on.' I pointed to Alice, at the end of the row. 'Your name?' 'Alice,' she whispered. 'And what is the correct term for the part supporting your weight?' 'My bottom, Miss.'

And I did the same to each one. 'Sit down, Cynthia - or rather place your bottom back on your seat. Right, girls, it is simple good manners to stand up when a superior enters the room. Not one of you did so. As it is your first day, I shall be lenient for once. I shall come in again and let us see if you can behave properly.'

I did and seven bottoms rose rapidly clear of hard, polished wood and a respectful chorus of 'Good Morning, Miss,' echoed through the room. I sat behind my desk and took stock. It would have been almost logical to have begun the spanking immediately, but I felt that a period of agonised waiting would be considerably more effective. I studied their tense faces carefully before continuing. My idea had been quite simply to provide a scenario which would be fun first and foremost but would also give them all scope to influence the proceedings to match their own desires. For example, knowing that Berenice and Rachel both preferred the passive delights, they could be as 'naughty' as they wished, while the others would enjoy the role of spectator - and I had already planned ways of allowing them the chance of taking an active part. What was exercising my mind at that moment was how best to lead them along my planned path.

It proved simple. Berenice yawned widely and rather noisily. I set my features to a mask of white-lipped rage and summoned her to my presence (I had moved my chair to the front of the desk, so that she was standing by my knees with her back to the others), inwardly grateful to her for the way she had grasped the essence of my game so quickly.

'I will not have you yawning like that you slothful wretch. And I am about to wake you up. In more ways than one. I am going to drape you across my knees like a little child, raise your skirt and pull your drawers right down to your knees. Your bottom will therefore be quite bare. And it will be thrust up into the air with a prominence which can only add to your embarrassment. I shall then apply my right hand with utmost vigour to your bare bottom until it is bright red and stinging like the devil. Now come round here and lay yourself across my lap. No, wait. It will be even more salutory if all your classmates have a proper view of your bottom.'

I turned my chair so that her back was once again facing the shining eyes of the others and then continued, baring her with every sign of lascivious enjoyment.

'And what a lovely fat bottom it is. Can you all see, girls? Why don't you all gather round closely so that you can have an unobstructed view? Excellent. Now Berenice, we have all enjoyed the sight of your bare white cheeks. It is time to turn them red, which I am sure we shall all enjoy even more.'

Interestingly - and encouragingly - she was silent and placid throughout the complete affair. Had the role taken precedence over her actual feelings, she would have been most likely to wriggle, roar in pain and protest, but she had not uttered a word during the preliminaries, had lain quietly while her nudity was being studied and the rippling of her flesh was the only movement for the first half of what was a rigorous spanking. Despite my frequent comments.

'Doesn't she wobble beautifully girls?'

'Do not take your eyes off her bottom, Tomasina. I am sure that you will be in her position before the lesson is over and I want you to know exactly what the rest of us will be seeing.'

'I trust that your bottom is burning nicely now, Berenice?'

And so on. I made her stand before the re-seated class with her hands resting on the top of her head and her red bottom on display for several minutes, publicly gloating over her condition and, in a sudden inspiration, getting the others to come up, look at her closely and feel the heat of her flesh.

It had proved a perfect start and we all continued to enjoy ourselves more and more. I set written and verbal 'tests' - aided by my experiences as Bertha's tutor - and those who wished punishment had only to provide wrong answers. It was also easy for me to judge which implement would please them best by simply judging their reaction to a suggestion. For example:

'Jemima, I think that this strap would enjoy kissing your bottom. Bare it and bend over the end of my desk.'

'Oh, thank you Miss. Anything but the tawse.'

'Oh I see! Well the tawse it will be! And tuck your knees well forward. I want a nice tight pair of cheeks.'

Which led to the next upwards step.

'Oooh, Miss, we can see the hole in her bottom!'

I moved directly behind and peered into the yawning cleft (having deliberately ordered her to assume that position in the full knowledge that her rather shallow cleft would expose her). 'So one can. And isn't it a pretty one? Come girls, have a closer look.'

After that, they all had to show that most secret little part at some stage, with Berenice proving the most exciting victim by virtue of the fact that the division in her bottom was so deep that even the most pronounced bending was insufficient and I made her reach awkwardly behind her and part her own buttocks.

I called a break and announced that it was time for a dancing lesson. I made them strip naked and show all. Including their skills!

I worked on their deportment.

I commented - always favourably - on all aspects of their figures, calling the class's attention to Rachel's slenderness and pert little breasts, then praising Elizabeth's full bosom and Berenice's plump thighs.

The air grew scented with female excitement. I noted that inner thighs glistened and cunny hairs darkened. I told them that we must get back to our studies, but that as I had spent so much time baring them for punishment, it would be better if they remained naked. I was at the back of the room when I told them to return to their desks. Naked fronts approached, bosoms swaying, bouncing or firmly still. Cunny hairs in different colours. Bare backs and reddened bottoms, bending momentarily before squashing against cool, unyielding wood.

I administered several more beatings and moved towards the final stage. I had just given Rachel a prolonged birching. Her slim buttocks may not have been as rewarding as Berenice's, but they quivered far more violently than seemed possible and were, in any case, sweet in shape and texture. I then asked Elizabeth to spell 'kitchen' and, in spite of the total accuracy of her answer, spanked her for her ignorance. It took several spanks before she appreciated her opportunity and protested her innocence. I stayed my punishing hand but held her down over my knee in apparent thought, in fact taking advantage of the opportunity for a lingering and uninterrupted gaze.

'You are of course correct, Elizabeth. You have my apologies. But it would be less than honest of me to let it go at that. One of the rules of the Academy is that members of the staff are subjected to the same disciplinary procedures as the pupils. You have my word that I shall report myself to the Headmistress, who will undoubtedly upbraid me severely.'

There was a pregnant pause. I swear that my heart stopped beating. Then the silence was broken by Cynthia.

'I think that you should be spanked, Miss.'

'Out of the question. It would be far too demeaning.'

'Yes it would,' added Elizabeth. 'And that is the way it should be.'

'Yes, a good spanking for Teacher.'

'On her bare bottom.'

I protested and struggled as convincingly as I could manage. But thankfully to no avail. I was surrounded by deliciously naked bodies, carried to my desk, placed face down and full length across the top. Strong hands pinned me down like a butterfly by a collector. My skirts were whisked up and the halves ot my drawers pulled apart. The central part of my eager bottom loomed into the air.

'Her drawers are almost indecently small and tight - not nearly enough bare bottom. Tomasina, untie them and we'll take them down.'

'Oh, oh, no!' I cried. 'Please do not bare me completely. It is all wrong for you to see me naked. You may spank me well enough with them on!'

Needless to say, my pleas were ignored and I was soon ignominiously bare-bottomed and was being thoroughly pawed and commented on in flattering detail. My helplessness thrilled me and I longed for that lovely jolting sting. I did not have long to wait but before they set about me, my cheeks were almost painfully wrenched apart to allow a full examination!

I was soundly thrashed and was howling like a banshee before each had had her fill and I was helped down on to my feet. Not that my torment ended there. I was forced to strip naked and dance for them and then passed from girl to girl for a prolonged handling of all my charms. There was then no point in continuing the game. We were all naked and more than ready to have our frustrations fully satisfied. With my bottom blazing away behind me, I seized Tomasina's nicely shaped form, held her close and kissed her with all the passion at my disposal. We paired off and our gasps, moans and shrieks filled the room. I remember reaching my first climax, kneeling between Alice's shapely thighs, holding the lips of her cunny wide open and gazing lustfully at the convoluted and glistening pink interior before placing my mouth on her spot and thrusting my stiffened tongue as far up her as I could. Her taste and aroma were delicious and I was in seventh heaven in any case, but when my jutting buttocks were forced apart and another tongue assaulted my back passage, I was overcome.

Finally we were all sated and wended our way to our rooms to freshen up and change for dinner. I had been left in no doubt that my meeting was being a success.

I sat at the head of the table at dinner, savouring the succession of mouthwatering dishes and superb wines, the soft sheen of the silver and glitter of the glasses in the glow of the candlelight, the pretty elegance of my companions and felt the warmest of inner glows, seasoned with a delicious apprehension at the prospect of the final act to come. The conversation sparkled as one would expect in a group of intelligent women in circumstances where there were no inhibitions to the discussions. Matters sensual predominated but not to the exclusion of other items of interest. For example, the joys of the married state and the importance of finding a fine strong husband were debated at length before the pleasures of taking him in one's bottom were compared with the usual passage.

And so, when we had eventually finished our coffee and a liqueur, we were mentally and physically refreshed and ready to continue. My own bottom felt normal and I was certain that it bore few traces of the prolonged spanking to which it had been subjected. I rapped on the table for silence, stood and made a pretty little speech of thanks to our hostess for the quality of the fare, complimented all on the way they had made the first day of St Agatha's Academy such a success (there was laughter) and asked them to follow me into the large drawing room, where I allowed myself a period of indulgence. I stood them in a line and one by one, stripped off their main garments until they stood in just stockings, shoes, gloves and jewellery. I kissed each breast, nibbled every nipple, dipped my tongue into belly buttons and kissed each sweetly scented furry triangle. I stood back and feasted my eyes on the full frontal array, asked them to turn and gazed even more lustfully on the row of naked posteriors before again saluting them. The next diversion took a little time to organise, as I wanted to surprise them if possible - I had often recalled the thrill of the bottom-licking circle I had organised at Aunt Grace's house and wished to experience it again - but in time we were in a circle, face down on the soft rugs I had laid out, each girl's face gazing interestedly down on the bare bottom of the girl ahead and knowing that the girl behind was studying her equally closely. My instructions were simple.

'I shall do something to Jemima's bottom, she will do the same to Rachel's and so on. When I feel Alice do it to mine, I shall proceed to the next stage on Jemima and she will continue. I promise that you will find the exercise diverting to say the least!'

I focused my full attention on Jemima. Broad, short-clefted and with a hint of pinkness indicating the position of her anus. Her buttocks still bore signs of her adventures in the schoolroom and looked all the more tempting for them. I placed a hand on each, loving the smoothness of her skin and the softness of her flesh. She tensed a little. Her cleft was finer and a little longer as her cheeks bunched. I sank my thumbs into the inrolling and eased her mounds slowly apart until her dear little orifice was in full view. I waited and felt her stir when she realised that I had done and proceeded in the enviable task of opening up Rachel's apple-tight bottom.

I contemplated the sight before me, wondering if I had ever seen a neater, prettier anus. Only Arabella and Bertha came close. Then warm hands were on me and I thrilled to my exposure. I sighed. Then bent my head and blew hard at the centre of the tight little ring. Jemima squirmed a little at the novel sensation and then I heard a little gasp from Rachel. I waited and at last the gust of warm breath sent a surge into my very core.

I then lowered my head and applied my tongue. I was so enjoying her taste, the scent of the oils which she had added to her bath and the increasing musky aroma from her cunny, that the touch of Alice's hot wet tongue on me made me jump and squeal. Not for long, for the sight of Jemima's glistening orifice was overwhelmingly tempting and I buried my face with alacrity.

The waves pounded through me and I was very reluctant to call a halt and turn everybody around to exchange bottoms. But I did and the differences at each end renewed the pleasures, and the muffled gasps and moans grew in volume and intensity. I think that by the time we were too tired to continue, we had all spent.

It was time for the finale. We opened some champagne and drank thirstily.

'Ladies. Friends. Lovers,' I announced. 'We come to the last act. I am sure that you are all weary -pleasantly so I hope - and therefore what is shortly to be put before you will not tax your energies. I hope that it will amuse and excite you. Could you please wait here until you hear the gong and then proceed to the ballroom. There is, I believe, an unopened bottle of champagne!'

Cynthia and I slipped away and dressed according to the plan we had agreed. While she went into the hall to sound the gong, I went straight to the ballroom. All was ready. Six chairs were in place facing the beam and as close to it as was practical. I stood and waited. I was nervous but exultant. I knew that what would follow would satisfy me to the full and had few doubts that my fellow Members would find it any less stimulating. They entered and halted in a huddle by the door, staring briefly at me. I was dressed in my finest and most dazzling ballgown. My gloves covered my arms from elbows down with the sheen of the best silk. Black, to set off the whiteness of my bare shoulders and breast. My gown was in white, adding a warm glow to my skin and was cut tight and low, giving me an eye-catching decolletage. I wore my best diamond brooch and bracelet and Elizabeth had lent me her best tiara. My golden hair flowed in waves around my shoulders. My efforts were fully rewarded by the admiring looks which I half saw as I stared calmly into the distance.

They entered, walked to the chairs and settled. Silence descended, eventually broken by sounds of movement behind me. I turned and there was Cynthia, who had slipped in through another door and was in the act of placing a large bucket on the floor beside the beam. She was plainly clad, in a black skirt, a white blouse and a neat little cap. Clearly a Maid, but one of some status in the household. We stared at each other.

'You are ready, Cynthia.'

'Yes my Lady.'

'You have prepared the rods with due care? How many?'

'Three my Lady, all from the finest and swishiest of twigs. They will smart.'

'Good. That is the point.' She nodded. 'Then let us proceed. It would perhaps be better if you took your clothes off. I like you naked.'

I moved a little to the side so that we could all enjoy the sight of this lovely woman disrobing, which she did with a superb combination of modesty and coquettishness, until she was bare but for her knee-length stockings and neat shoes. Her garters were blue and simple. She turned and bent down to pick up her discarded clothes and my heart missed a beat at the sight of her tightly bent little bottom. She walked past the audience and placed them on a chair which I had positioned for that purpose, then returned so that we all had a view of her walking back to the beam. She turned again to face us and I waited for a while, enjoying the sight. Her slenderness was deceptive. Her hips curved nicely out from her tiny waist and her breasts were large enough to fill my hand. They were shifting noticeably with her deep breathing. Her belly was flat but not scrawny and her thighs were nicely rounded. The hairs on her mound were as black as a raven's wing, matching the dark gloss of those on her head, piled neatly under her white cap. She returned my gaze steadily. I could hear my friends behind me. Breathing heavily and shifting in their seats. I imagined the sight of their bare bottoms bulging softly under the weight of their bodies.

'Could you please turn round, Cynthia? I would like to see your bottom.'

'Of course, my Lady.'

Like her frontal aspects, she was shapelier than one would have thought. There was a sweet chubbiness in her little buttocks and the shadowy division led to two delightfully clear-cut folds at the base of each cheek. I had been careful to treat her gently in the schoolroom and her skin was almost as white as ever, with a subtle shade of pink suffusing it most charmingly.

'You are exceedingly pretty, Cynthia.'

'Thank you.' She turned to face me again, pulling her shoulders back, adding to the thrust of her pert bosoms. 'Are you ready, my Lady?'

'Yes.'

Another heavy silence. And then we brought in our surprise.

'Would your Ladyship like me to bare her bottom?' It took a second or two for the significance to sink in. Several gasps of astonishment announced their understanding. Smiling inwardly, I replied.

'Thank you, Cynthia, but I prefer to prepare myself.'

I slowly raised my skirts and tucked them between my elbows and ribs, pausing again. There was no hurry. I let my friends survey the sight of my limbs encased in black silk stockings, reaching halfway up my thighs and ending in bright red garters. My drawers were in one piece and clung tightly to the mounds beneath, dipping seductively into the division. There was just a strip of bare flesh between their legs and the tops of my stockings. I slowly untied the tapes and inched them down until my bottom was bare. Then stood still.

'Please raise the front of your gown, M'Lady, and turn round.' I did so, staring over the heads of my audience at the far wall, but fully aware of the hot eyes devouring the view of my naked thighs and bare cunny. 'It would be better if you removed your gown altogether,' continued Cynthia in her steady but respectful tones. 'Pinning it up would damage it.' I did so, fumbling with the fastenings in the first sign of my nervousness. Eventually I stood before them, ready and I hope pleasing them with my appearance. I had put on a small, black set of stays, a simple corset which did no more than fine down my already slender waist and support the undersides of my breasts, leaving them largely bare and with my stiffened nipples in clear view. As was the dark-gold triangle of hair below. She asked me to turn to face her and again we paused to allow a lingering view of my naked globes, trembling spasmodically as they anticipated the birch's uniquely fiery caresses.

'Would your Ladyship please remove her drawers completely?' I did so, bending from the waist and dipping my knees as I eased them clear of my feet. I knew that my bottom looked especially seductive in that pose. I straightened up and breathed deeply and slowly. Savouring the expectation of the pain. Ready to proffer my naked and intimate flesh. Happy to provide a thrilling spectacle to my friends but also ready to relish my own thrills.

She led me to the beam, took my hands and quickly buckled on the leather bracelets which were themselves fastened to silver chains fixed to hooks in the wall, just above my head. The smooth wood of the beam pressed into me, just below my hipbones, cold initially, but soon warmed. I pressed my knees close together. Having studied this position at length in my bedroom's looking-glasses I knew that my naked bottom swelled in soft, firm, curving roundness at my audience. Only the tight cleft interrupted the impression of a solid globe, a looming moon. A glimpse of my cunny would have distracted. It would inevitably be exposed later. Let my bottom and bottom alone be the focus of all attention. I hung my head down between my outstretched arms, seeing my dangling breasts, and waited.

There was a quiet rustle as she took the first rod from the bucket and shook the water from it. A few drops landed on my flanks and I jumped. She laid it across the base of my bottom, cool, damp, prickly. It left me. I held my breath. The skin of my buttocks crawled. My heightened senses heard the swish as it flew through the air. 'Thwick.' I exhaled gustily, felt the thin twigs spread as they landed, each nipping and biting into my sensitive skin. Little throbbings, at first hot, then fading to mere warmth, invaded me. She was a most skilful whipper and gave me ample time between the strokes, time I used in absorbing the increasing pain, trying to clench my muscles, failing owing to my carefully planned position, shaking my buttocks about as if this would dislodge the burning embers from my skin. Then drawing the pain right into my flesh and pushing my bottom out in readiness for the next visitation.

My vision began to mist over. Slowly. The tone of the whole day had prepared me for this better than anything else could have. I had happily spanked and whipped seven other delicious bottoms and each strike, each touch of their softly firm fleshiness had added to my desire to offer myself.

I heard my moans and sighs as if they came from a far distance. I knew that I was kicking my unfettered legs and that my hips were jerking and weaving and bucking ceaselessly. But I cared not and in any event, the smart was growing so strong and was so overwhelming me, that I could have done nothing to keep still, even had I wished to. And the knowledge that my heavings and wobblings were bound to add notably to the pleasure which my audience was surely experiencing would have prevented any attempt at control.

My burning, naked bottom filled my awareness. I was transported into my secret, red world. Rolling thunderclouds of pain and ecstasy. Fire. Raging flames. Hollow cries. Waves of unimaginable sensations crashing through the inner recesses of my being. At some stage she must have refastened my hands to the rail at floor level, for I could feel a difference in my bottom and the character of the pain altered in a subtle manner. But it did not affect me.

Then my feelings changed dramatically. I emerged from my cocoon and my shrieks echoed through my head. My buttocks were paining me considerably and tears were pouring down my cheeks. But I was not distressed because they were all in the background. All that mattered was her expert hand on my love-nest and a vague impression of soft lips on my burning skin. I spent with an intensity which rendered me quite insensible.

I woke late the next morning in Elizabeth's bed and her warmly smiling, lovely face greeted my slowly opening eyes like the most beautiful of sunrises. My bottom ached and throbbed as a pointed reminder of the night's activities but the memories had been so intensely pleasurable that my first action was to lie on my back and press it hard into the sheets. This relit the fires instantly but I welcomed rather than regretted the results of my move.

She deemed me far too sore to travel home and we spent two blissful days in calmly loving companionship, with many applications of soothing balm to my flesh. I derived great pleasure from the simple act of lying naked across the broad softness of her bare thighs while she tended to me and by the end of the first day I was well on my way to recovery and fully capable of placing her across my lap so that I could toy with her big bare bottom.

Our friendship was thus cemented and I knew that I had found a new Aunt Grace to accompany me through those bizarre and exciting pastures of sensual experimentation. And she openly confessed her respect and admiration for the way I had performed as Mistress of Ceremonies - assuring me that all had been most effusive in their praise.

We made love. Cautiously to start with, due to my tender bottom, but with growing freedom of expression. And she lent me her best-sprung carriage for my journey home.

Where the first thing to greet me was a long letter from Phillip informing me that he was on his way home. Just as I had finished it and was standing with the crumpled paper clasped to my heaving bosom, I heard footsteps behind me. I whirled round to see a tall, bearded, dusty, travel-stained husband. Hurling myself into his arms, I burst into floods of tears, which continued to flow while he gathered me in his arms, took me upstairs, put me on our bed and ravished me as I had never been ravished before.

I was completely happy and utterly content.
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