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Chapter 1

 


“Papers!”
Demanded the older of the two boys, holding out his hand.

Struggling to
keep her emotions in check, the tall, well-dressed woman opened her
handbag and rummaged inside. Without a word she handed over the
required paperwork to the pimply-faced youth. Gillian wasn’t racist
exactly but she didn’t like Pakistanis on a general principle. They
seemed to have a particularly bad attitude to women. The boy looked
down at her ID and then back up at her. He said something to his
younger colleague in what she supposed was Pakistani and they both
laughed.

“Your name,
age, and address.”

She tried to
stifle a sigh; clearly her ID belonged to her. It had a recent
picture of her face on the front of it.

“Gillian
Longmuir, forty-two, 9 Cypress Gardens, Allenby.”

The two boys
looked at each other and this time the younger one said something
which appeared to amuse them both. His colleague assumed a more
serious look.

“Have you read
the recent directive regarding interaction between State Officials
and members of the public, Mrs Longmuir?”

She nodded her
head, it was usually best to reply in the positive to questions
like that.

“Then you’ll be
aware that State Officials, such as us, should be referred to as
‘sir’?”

She flushed at
the remark, but she knew he was correct. Even teenage thugs in
uniform like these two had to be treated with a certain amount of
respect.

“Yes, sir.”

“Good, and
where do you work, Mrs Longmuir?”

“I work at
Marston’s which is just over there on the other side of the road,
sir.”

“You’re very
well-dressed for a secretary, Mrs Longmuir. Do you have suitable
permission from your employers?”

Behind her she
heard the younger boy snigger. Gillian felt her face blush again.
Suitable permission from her employers? Unbelievably, this sort of
question had become common-place in modern-day Britain.

“I...I’m not a
secretary. I’m a senior manager in the firm, sir.”

“Nevertheless I
assume that you have the requisite paperwork entitling you to wear
that rather ...daring suit? Isn’t it a little short for a lady of
your age? We do have anti-Harlotry rules now, as I’m sure you’re
well aware.”

She looked at
him in amazement, was the dreadful little Pakistani suggesting she
was a whore? She could hardly believe her ears. She heard his
colleague say something in his own, indecipherable language.

“My colleague,
Mr Majid, would like to ask if those are stockings you’re wearing,
or tights.”

“I honestly
don’t see what possible business is it of yours what I’m
wearing?”

She was so
annoyed by their intrusive questions that she allowed herself to
forget the stories she’d heard from some of the girls at work
regarding the recent introduction of the stringent Morality Laws
that she dimly remembered reading about. Naturally she never
considered that the rather stringent rules might be applied to
her.

The Pakistani
slowly looked her up and down. “It seems to me, Mrs Longmuir that
someone has been remiss in reading up and understanding the New
Government’s Morality Laws. Rule 2a clearly states that any
unaccompanied girl can be stopped and questioned regarding her
appearance at any time by any State-appointed Official. We as you
can see by our uniforms, are State-appointed Officials; you are an
unaccompanied female whom we suspect may be of low moral standing.
In order to assuage our fears, you need to produce the requisite
paperwork giving you permission to wear a short skirt to and from
your place of work.”

Majid, who was
now stood directly behind her, said something else.

“Oh, and in
order to carry out our remit, Mr Majid still wants to know if you
have on stockings or tights.”

Gillian felt a
sudden coldness in the pit of her stomach. This horrible little man
was quite seriously accusing her of being a whore! She wasn’t a
girl either. Far from it in fact, she was a senior manager in a
well-respected firm of accountants and the mother of two daughters.
How could this be happening on the main streets of her own
town?

“I...I don’t
have any paperwork, I didn’t think it was necessary. I
didn’t...”

“Tights or
stockings?”

“Stockings,
sir.” She replied shame-faced. Being asked if she was wearing
stockings or tights in the street by a teenage Pakistani was a new
experience for her.

“Show us.”

“I beg your
pardon?”

“I said ‘show
us’ Mrs Longmuir, as I’m sure you’re well aware. That is unless you
want me to arrest you.”

She stood
looking at him, unsure what to do.

“Just pull up
your little skirt and show us! Don’t pretend that you don’t want to
show us, why else would you wear such an indecent skirt especially
at your age?”

Gillian was
furious. “How dare you ask me questions like that you horrible
little man? I’m old enough to be your mother; doesn’t your culture
have any respect for women at all?”

Constable
Faysal Zafar smiled showing his pearly white teeth. As he reached
behind his back for his handcuffs he had already begun his
speech,

“Gillian Mary
Longmuir, I’m arresting you on suspicion of Harlotry and potential
Hate-crime, anything you say will be taken down and may be used in
evidence against you in a court of Law.”

***

Gillian had
given up struggling, her hands were handcuffed behind her back and
they in turn were clipped to cord which ran to a pulley behind her
head. Her hands had been pulled to a point that was just slightly
too high, forcing her head down and making her virtually stand on
her toes, which in her high heels was very uncomfortable. She’d
been made to stand there in the grimy little cell for what felt
like hours. Her expensive suit jacket had been stripped from her
and thrown into a corner. Her similarly costly, delicate white
blouse was now grubby and sweat-stained. Now she wasn’t just
uncomfortable, but hot and thirsty as well. It was increasingly
difficult for her to take in the morning’s events. Rather than sat
at her at her desk in her own office she was tied up in a police
cell. She wasn’t even sure if her treatment had been legal, but
then who, in the current political climate, could she complain
to?

Just then the
door to her cell opened and she raised her head enough to see that
it was the same two policemen who had arrested her.

“Ahh, Mrs
Longmuir, so glad you could stay.”

“P...please,
you have to let me out of here. Or at least let me call my
solicitor.”

“I wouldn’t
worry about that sort of thing, Mrs Longmuir. Everything will be
taken care of. We’ve called your husband by the way; he’ll be he
after lunch.”

“Kevin’s coming
here? But he can’t see me like this. It’s just so
embarrassing...for both of us.”

“Why would your
husband be embarrassed, Mrs Longmuir? He’s not the one under arrest
or detained in this cell is he? No, I’m afraid the embarrassment is
all yours in this case.”

She let her
head drop in shame; of course the horrible little man was correct.
Kevin would obviously be angry on her behalf, but would he be
embarrassed? Probably not, she conceded. She felt the tip of a
wooden cane touch underneath her chin which pushed her head back up
so that she was face to face with the arresting officer.

“So, until he
arrives, Mrs Longmuir, we have a certain amount of time on our
hands don’t we? Mr Majid and I are both concerned enough about you
to give up our lunch to make sure you’re well looked after. What do
you say to that?”

The tip of the
cane pushed her head even further back making her spine stretch
uncomfortably. Clearly he wasn’t going to release her until she
answered him.

“Th...thank
you.”

The cane
remained in the same place but sawed insistently.

“Thank you,
sir.”

“That’s better,
kuffar. Now, would you like me to release you?”

“Y...yes
please, sir.”

“Beg, then, if
that’s what you want.”

“Please, sir, I
beg you, s...sir. Please let me down.”

She was
struggling to keep on her feet, she was tired and uncomfortable.
For a few seconds longer the man kept her in that stressful
position before calling on his colleague to release the unfortunate
woman. She almost wept with relief as she tottered towards a chair
in the middle of the room.

“Where do you
think you’re going, kuffar? Stand to attention in front of the
chair.”

Too tired and
demoralised to even consider arguing, the dishevelled woman did as
she was ordered. Constable Zafar looked her slowly up and down, he
loved situations like this and he was happy to say that they were
happening more and more regularly nowadays. The rank and file of
the New Government’s petty officials were dominated by former
‘minorities’, many of whom enjoyed making their former masters
squirm whenever they got the opportunity. Certainly many Muslim men
like Faysal Zafar had a deep seated hatred of white people and
white, middle-class English women in particular.

“I believe we
have a couple of issues to work through, Mrs Longmuir. First,
you’re clearly guilty of harlotry. We could put you through the
legal system, but that’s long and tortuous and would probably end
with you being publicly caned, a prison sentence and your
photograph in the newspapers. My colleague and I are going to do
you a favour and give you a private, off the record as it were,
caning.”

“B...but I
haven’t done anything, I...”

“Do stop your
moaning, Mrs Longmuir. You really should be grateful to us, you
know. Pull your skirt up to your waist and then bend over the chair
please.”

“But you
can’t...”

“RIGHT NOW!
Longmuir, if you know what’s good for you.”

Constable Zafar
rapped his cane against the chair to emphasise his point.
Hurriedly, Gillian’s hands went to the side zip of her skirt.

“I didn’t say
unzip it, did I Longmuir? I told you to pull your skirt up to your
waist, didn’t I?”

With a sob
Gillian reached to the hem of her skirt and wriggled it upwards.
She heard the other officer say something she didn’t understand and
the two men laughed.

“My colleague
just referred to you as ‘big-bottomed’, Mrs Longmuir. In our
culture being referred to as such is a compliment.”

The cane tapped
insistently at her knickers as they were stretched across her
bottom.

“So, what do
you say to such a compliment?”

“Th...thank
you, sir.”

“Thank you for
what, Mrs Longmuir?” The cane sawed across her exposed
backside.

“Thank you for
complimenting my b...big bottom, sir.”

Gillian
Longmuir’s face had blushed a delightful shade of red. She could
hardly believe that she was bent over a chair in a prison cell,
showing her bottom to two mocking teenagers.

“I wonder what
your workmates would make of this, Mrs Longmuir. It must be
dreadfully humiliating for you?” Asked Zafar, with transparently
fake concern.

The policeman
had an uncanny ability to almost read her mind. That exact thought
had occurred to her as well. She could quite imagine the shock
etched on the faces of her staff if ever this situation was
revealed. It would hardly be good for her image either. There were
certain employees who would enjoy seeing her like this, half naked
and terrified. In the current political climate it was hard to be a
successful woman without creating enemies.

The cane tapped
on her behind again, but this time with a little more force.

“Well, Mrs
Longmuir? We’re waiting?”

How she hated
the horrible, smug little bastard. She was sure his emphasis on her
married title was just used to further demean her, to remind her of
the ignominy of her present situation.

“I...I guess
they’d be shocked...I suppose.”

“Shocked by the
fact that you’re showing us your stockings and delightful little
knickers, Mrs Longmuir? Or shocked by your flaunting yourself in
public and your racist language?”

His partner
said something indistinct,

“Ha ha, my
colleague tells me that he likes your knickers, Mrs Longmuir. He
wonders if you might be good enough to give them to him, in the
spirit of friendship as it were.”

“B...but I
can’t...This is so wrong.”

“My friend
would be most offended by a refusal, Mrs Longmuir. You’re in quite
enough trouble already, don’t you think?” He swished the cane
rapidly through the air.

With a sob of
defeat she made to stand up, but was restrained.

“You may not
get up, Mrs Longmuir, just reach back and slide them from your fat
arse.”

Both Asian men
came to stand directly behind her in order to watch her awkwardly
struggle with her shiny, pale blue panties. Gillian was crying with
shame, the whispers and mocking laughter of the two men just made
her terrible situation even worse. Eventually she shuffled them
down her plump thighs and over her bottom. She wriggled and twisted
to pull them down to her ankles and then stepped out of them.

“Give them to
Constable Majid, Mrs Longmuir. Perhaps a little curtsey would be
appropriate as well?”

The woman did
as she was bid, anything to get this over with. The grinning young
Pakistani put the knickers to his nose and inhaled deeply. He
turned to his partner and said a few words. Both men laughed, and
the policeman put the panties into his uniform jacket.

“Back over the
chair, Mrs Longmuir.” He swished his nasty looking cane again.

She turned to
him with tears pouring down her cheeks.

“B...but you
said that if I gave him my k...knickers that...”

“I said nothing
of the kind you old whore. It’s about time someone took you in
hand. Bend over, there’s a good little kuffar.”

Hesitantly she
obeyed the demeaning command.

“Legs wider
than that, whore. It’s not like you to try and retain some
modesty.”

Sobbing, she
obeyed, her tight office skirt was still rucked up to her waist and
she knew that without knickers she was blatantly displaying herself
to two ginning Pakistani teenagers.

“Wider, Mrs
Longmuir!”

Her feet were
now stretched beyond the legs of the chair. This simply couldn’t be
any worse. Whaack. The cane bit into her pale buttocks just at the
top of her thighs. She screamed loudly, she’d never felt pain like
that in her entire life! Almost before she had time to process the
agony of the first stroke, the second followed. That hurt even
more!

“This, Mrs
Longmuir, is what harlots receive in our prisons. You’d do well to
remember that.”

Four more
strokes were whipped into her trembling backside, and each received
with a howl of pain. She was begging them now, saying anything that
might stop her dreadful punishment. Faysal Zafar looked casually at
his watch. The whore’s husband would be here shortly. Perhaps it
was time to wrap this entertainment up, at least for the time
being. Roughly he pulled the squealing woman to her feet by the
collar of her blouse. Between them he and Majid half carried her
back to her original position, handcuffed her, and attached them to
the pulley. She was hauled to her toes again and her skirt pulled
back down. The two men laughed and joked as they left the cell,
Majid pulled out her knickers from his pocket.

“For my
collection lady, thank you.” He stumbled over the few English words
he knew and then smirked at her before he left and pulled the door
behind him with a loud clang.


Chapter 2

 


Jessica Winslow
was angry, she was as furious as only a tall, statuesque redhead
could be. What the hell was going on? It wasn’t as if she’d been
away a long time. She’d extended her two week summer vacation by
just one week. She’d known about the proposed take-over of course,
but as she understood it that wasn’t even definite. Now, a mere
three weeks after she’d left the building, workmen were actually in
the process of changing the name on the front of it! Seren Systems
was no more it seemed, the concept that she’d given the last three
years of her life for was now apparently abandoned. She marched up
the stairs to the building and waved her ID card at the door.
Nothing happened and she had to brake hard to prevent herself
crashing into the non-sliding glass door. Oh my God, they’d changed
the login key to the main door without informing her! How
absolutely dare they?

Angrily she
pressed the door buzzer repeatedly.

“Good morning,
Prospero Communications how may I help you?” asked the disembodied
voice.

“You can help
me by opening this bloody door!”

“Who are you
please Ma’am?”

“I’m Jessica
bloody Winslow you fool, let me in this instant!”

“I’m very sorry
Ma’am; I can’t let you in without the proper authority.”

“What? Who the
hell are you? I’m a director of the company and I demand that you
let me in immediately!”

“My name’s
Kyla, Ma’am. I’m very sorry but I can’t let you in through this
door unless either your ID card works or you’re on the list that I
have in front of me. Mr Taylor has impressed upon me that there can
be no exceptions Ma’am.”

Now she was
even more confused, who the hell was this Kyla? More pertinently
who was Mr Taylor? There were no male senior managers at Seren and
never had been. She guessed that he was something to do with the
new management, whoever the hell they were. She’d certainly never
heard of them. Momentarily she considered kicking the glass door as
hard as she could until they had to let her in until she remembered
that she was wearing a particularly expensive pair of Balenciaga
heels.

“How do propose
I get into the building Kyla? Considering I can’t work unless I can
get to my desk. My desk on the eighth floor.” She added the last
bit to impress upon the new girl that she indeed was a senior
executive.

“There’s an
employee’s entrance around the back Ma’am. If you go there and
knock, I’m sure they’ll do all they can to help you.”

It took all
Jessica’s immense willpower not to stand and shriek at the
inanimate box she was speaking into. Employee’s entrance, what the
God damned fuck was going on? Almost crying with rage she made her
away around the side of the building and found the only door. She
pushed against it and found it was locked. This was too much;
angrily she took out her mobile. Why didn’t she think of this
earlier? She’d simply call one of the girls to come down and let
her. Taking a deep breath she scrolled through her contacts and
called the first one she came to, Annabelle. The empty hum on the
line confused her at first. Perhaps Annabelle had changed her
phone? But how could she as they all had business phones? Quickly
she tried the next one, Belinda. The same empty humming noise
greeted her. With a sinking feeling she tried her sister’s number,
with the same result. Her phone she realised couldn’t make outgoing
calls.

Resignedly she
banged on the locked door. Nothing happened for a minute and then
it was slowly opened by a scruffy looking older man armed with a
clipboard and pen.

“Name?” he
asked in a bored sort of way.

“Who the hell
are you?” demanded Jessica angrily.

Slowly the man
looked her up and down. “I may ask the same of you, young
missy.”

Jessica
couldn’t help but stare at his unshaven face with open-jawed
bewilderment. She was so confused that she forgot to be angry. This
was a whole new situation for her. She’d always been able to
intimidate men of any age, even as a young girl. She was tall and
quite striking looking and this allied to her superior brainpower
meant she was quite used to getting her own way. This shabby
-looking old man seemed quite impervious, however. Nothing in her
formidable armoury had really prepared her for indifference. She’d
always been top of the class, her wealthy parents had been happy to
pay for tutors and good private schools. Lots and lots of hard work
had brought good exam results and then a good university. A decent
degree had then brought her to the notice of Madeleine Fox and
Seren Systems. Her Maths and Accounting degree had secured her a
post in the Finance Department and from then on it had been plain
sailing. The several years of female led government had resulted in
very pro-feminine business conditions. Seren Systems had benefited
enormously from their business connections with other
female-dominated enterprises, and business had been booming.

“I don’t know
who you are, but my name’s Jessica Winslow and I’m a director at
Seren systems.”

Reluctantly the
man consulted his list by running a grimy finger down it. “Winslow,
Winslow, Winslow. I don’t have a Jessica on my list,” he muttered
almost to himself.

“What? You must
have!”

“I have a Jessy
Winslow, that’s all.”

“Jessy? Well I
suppose that must be me and that someone’s made a mistake.” Jessy?
That brought back memories, it was what her parents used to call
her. It was the pet name her younger sister still used as well.

She made to
push by him but he had the nerve to step over and block her path.
He was so close to her that she could smell his slightly acidic,
unwashed odour.

“Where do you
think you’re going missy? You can’t just barge in here. I’m going
to need to see some ID.”

Jessica
resisted the urge to throw her laminated card at his ugly face and
simply handed it to him. He looked at it suspiciously for a few
seconds.

“I suppose it
might be you. You’ve put on a few pounds haven’t you?”

“Thank you.”
She replied with just a hint of sarcasm. “And now, if you don’t
mind...”

“Hold on missy,
you’re going to need to sign the late register. You’re over an hour
late by the clock.”

She didn’t even
bother asking. All she wanted to do now was to make her way
upstairs and to find out what the hell was going on. Without
reading the form she scrawled her illegible signature across
it.

“And the time
sheet young lady, you mustn’t forget that.”

She scrawled
her name again.

“Put down
9.17.”

She realised
that he was serious. He’d made her sign a timesheet! Realising she
was free to go she made her way up to reception. As she approached
the lift she was aware of a figure sat at a desk. Wasn’t there
something familiar about her? She walked over, oh my God it was
Michaela Davies! What the hell was she doing on the reception
desk?


“Michaela...w...what are you doing? Why are you on reception? Why
are you dressed like that?”

The intern,
normally a most stylish young woman, was wearing a plain white,
nylon blouse with the two top buttons undone. That was mad by the
fact that the blouse seemed almost translucent and at least a size
too small, even for a girl as modestly endowed as Michaela. She was
also wearing way too much make-up for a woman her age and her
shiny, blonde hair was tied up in a high pony-tail with a
bright-blue ribbon. She looked up shamefaced at Jessica.

“Hi, Miss
Winslow. I...I’m not supposed to chat with visitors. C...can we
talk later maybe? They’re waiting for you on the eighth. You’ll
have to use the stairs I’m afraid.” Silently she pointed to the far
corner of the hall.

Worried more
than angry now, Jessica quickly climbed the stairwell up to the
director’s floor. At least she’d get some answers up here. Once
again the doors were all locked and she had to be buzzed in. The
first door she arrived at wasn’t Madeleine Fox’s any more. The new
logo read ‘Mr C.T Taylor, CEO’. Impatiently she pushed and went in.
As she did, three heads turned almost simultaneously to look at
her. Three unfamiliar, male heads.

“What are you
doing up here, girl? Are you lost?” Asked one of them rudely.

For a minute
she couldn’t answer, she just stood and looked around. The room was
clearly the same dimension as when she left, but somehow it was
completely different. Where were the inspirational feminist quotes
that used to hang on the walls? Where were the pot plants? Where
was Madeleine’s desk? Where was Madeleine for that matter?

“Well?” asked
the man.


“I...I’m...”

“I know who you
are, Miss Winslow. Please take a seat.” A tall, handsome,
well-dressed older gentleman, apparently the leader of the little
group, ushered her to a wooden chair in front of a large, tidy
desk.

“I’m Charles
Taylor, Miss Winslow; please sit down it’s so good to meet you at
last. You’ve been away I understand?”

“Erm...yes I’ve
been in Italy for a couple of weeks.”

“How very
pleasant for you, did you have an enjoyable time?”

“Yes, yes thank
you.” This all seemed so surreal; chatting to a man she’d never met
before about her summer vacation.

“Excellent,
Miss Winslow. But now you’re home and must be wondering exactly
what’s going on, I assume?”


“Y...yes...exactly. Where’s Madeleine, why are you sat at her
desk?”

“Oh Maddie’s
around somewhere isn’t she, Nigel?”

“I imagine
she’s in the building somewhere, Charles.” Answered the shorter
blonde man who’d spoken so rudely to her.

“Charles, if
you could just explain to her. She looks awfully vague, a bit like
a poor little fish that’s just been landed” requested the third man
in the room.

A poor little
fish? She certainly didn’t recall ever being referred to as a poor
little anything in her life. Who were these people?

Even the
forbidding Charles Taylor smiled at that. “Well, Miss Whitehead it
does seem that a lot has happened since you’ve been away doesn’t
it? First, as you can see Seren Systems is I’m afraid, no more, Mrs
Fox simply couldn’t resist the generous offer from my Company for
her little outfit.”

“Little outfit?
We turned over 40 million pounds in the last financial year!”

“As I said
before being rudely interrupted, Miss Whitehead, a little
amateurish outfit. A business that will be run properly and
profitably for probably the first time.”

“I resent that
very much, Mr Taylor. Seren was a well-run, profitable business as
you well know.”

“Really, Miss
Winslow? Do you think so? I would say that Seren Systems earned
less than half what it should have earned over the last three
years.”

Jessica blushed
hotly. “Once again I reject entirely what you’re saying.”

“You reject
what I’m saying Miss Winslow because your personal deficiencies as
CFO have robbed the Company of hundreds of thousands of pounds.
It’s a situation that will have to be rectified.”

“How do you
mean, rectified?” Asked Jessica angrily. “What is there to rectify?
Seren Systems made year on year profits. “

Charles Taylor
smiled paternally. I see from your file that you’re a barely
qualified accountant, Miss Winslow. But even you should know the
difference between turnover, of which you’re so proud, and profit,
about which you appear to be woefully ignorant.”

Jessica blushed
to the roots of her very expensively styled hair. “How absolutely
dare you!?” Was this man insane? Nobody had ever suggested to her
that she was anything less than perfect, never mind ignorant.

“How absolutely
dare you?” mimicked the blonde man, cruelly capturing Jessica’s
cultured upper-class diction very well.

Jessica got to
her feet. “Sit down this instant please, Miss Winslow! I’m afraid
we have more to tell you. Let me introduce you to Mr Walters, he’s
our legal man.”

Despite herself
Jessica returned to the uncomfortable wooden chair. She was
beginning to have worrying feelings about this. She half turned to
look at the tall, thin man who as yet hadn’t been introduced.

“Good morning
Miss Winslow, as Mr Taylor has intimated I work for our parent
company, Globalinc. I’m head of Corporate Governance and I take
Globalinc’s responsibilities very seriously. We are very much a
‘by-the-book’ organisation. We never cut corners and we carry out
our duties strictly to the letter of the current legislature. And
for your information incidentally we turn over more a week than
Serena Systems turn over in a calendar year. Jessica swallowed
nervously. There was no doubting those figures.

“While you’ve
been sunning yourself, Miss Winslow, Serena’s books have been
inspected, and I mean forensically inspected by some of the very
best minds in the country. And I’m afraid to say that already they
have discovered enough evidence to have you personally
investigated.” He held up his hand as Jessica tried to say
something. “We’ve applied to the Financial Service Office to have
your personal assets frozen , and they have complied.” He glanced
at his watch before he carried on. “ In precisely seven minutes the
Police will arrive to escort you off our premises and remand you in
custody pending the outcome of your trial. As a consequence you
will hand over the keys to your company car and surrender your
mobile phone. Do you have anything further to add?”

Jessica was
absolutely shattered. In just a few minutes her gilded world had
come crashing around her ears. “B...but prison...you can’t send me
to prison...I haven’t done anything! I want to speak to my
lawyer...right now I want to speak to my lawyer.” Out of the corner
of her eye she could see the horrible blonde man, who she still
hadn’t been introduced to, sniggering and obviously enjoying her
discomfiture.

“Do you mean
Miss Rachel Sloane? Miss Sloane is both your business and personal
lawyer I believe?” asked Charles Taylor.

“Yes...yes
Rachel won’t stand for this ! She won’t let me be put in
prison.”

“I’m afraid
that Miss Sloane is in prison herself, Miss Winslow. Life is ironic
like that sometime. I believe she is also under investigation by
her professional body. Something to do with a conflict of interest
and an unhealthy association with a shady communications company as
I understand it.”

At that moment
there was a firm rap on the outer door, “Time’s up I’m afraid Miss
Winslow. I’ll take your keys, your phone and your ID if I may.”

As she stumbled
to her feet the blonde man strolled over to her. “My name’s Nigel
Barton, Miss Winslow. I’m sorry that we haven’t been formally
introduced but I’m sure that we’ll get to know each other a lot
better in the future.”

Jessica was so
shocked that she didn’t even react to her arms being cuffed behind
her back. The two large, confrontational looking policemen
accompanied by a rather butch-looking uniformed woman then simply
placed their arms between her wrists and placed a hand on her
shoulder. By pressing down slightly they thrust her head towards
the carpet and marched her, head down, out of the door and down the
stairs. Heads turned at the commotion, people left their offices
and watched as the smartly dressed woman was marched humiliatingly
out of the building. Jessica yelped with pain as her arms were
raised by her two captors.

“Quiet please,
Miss Winslow. I don’t want to gag you, but I will if you continue
to shout and scream,” ordered the young policewoman.

One of the tall
policemen had withdrawn his baton and used it to raise the hem of
Jessica’s expensive skirt so that her pale pink panties were
exposed. She wriggled hopelessly as she felt the cool air on her
backside.

“Do stop making
a fuss, Miss Winslow, there’s a good girl,” said the policewoman,
who was probably ten years younger than her prisoner.

The baton was
pushed forward just a little so that it squeezed between the cheeks
of her slim buttocks, Jessica squealed in surprise.

“Okay, Miss
Winslow. That’s quite enough of that, don’t say we didn’t warn
you.” From her belt the young policewoman produced a black leather
ball-gag and with a practised skill proceeded to insert it into
Jessica’s unresisting mouth and buckle it tightly behind her
head.

By the time
they reached the ground floor, an appreciative little crowd had
gathered. The new director’s had used the lift to arrive there
first and guffawed as they saw the dishevelled, gagged woman being
herded out of the business that she had helped develop. Behind her
desk, Michaela Davies watched in open-mouthed astonishment as the
former director was simply led away. She’d only known Jessica for a
year or so and was still a little in awe of the woman’s looks and
achievements. Although she’d never mentioned it, she looked upon
Jessica as a sort of role model, someone to be looked up to and
emulated if possible.

“Davies! Get
back to work, girl. Unless you’d like to accompany Miss Winslow,
that is? You’re still on probation, remember.”

Michaela
blushed as she heard that horrible pig, Nigel Barton, bellow across
the crowded reception area. But nevertheless she obeyed his command
as quickly as she could. It was true, she was still on probation.
All the female employees were in fact, and it had been pointed out
to them in no uncertain terms that any probationer who didn’t live
up to Globalinc’s exacting standards would be immediately
terminated without pay or a reference. She’d already been demoted
once from the Marketing Department to the Reception Desk, which was
obviously quite humiliating. Her sharp suits had been left at home
and she’d taken a 30% pay cut. She still considered herself lucky
however, as most of her fellow interns had been sacked. It was only
Nigel Barton’s personal intervention that had saved her from
joining the ranks of the unemployed. Like the majority of her
friends she still had a large student loan to pay off, and a career
to build. Working on Reception was, unfortunately, the only option
she had at the present time. Just then her recollections were
interrupted by the shrill tones of the phone on her desk.

“Good morning
madam, Kyla speaking. How may I direct your call this morning?”

***

Jessica
Winslow, meanwhile, was as uncomfortable as she’d ever been in her
pampered, thirty year life. She was on all fours on the floor of a
grimy Police van. She could hardly breathe thanks to the large gag
filling her mouth, and her knees ached terribly. The two policemen
sat opposite each other on benches, both with their booted feet
resting on her back. One of them lazily kicked her bottom to get
her attention.

“Are you
listening to me, you stuck-up bitch? You think this is bad, wait
until we get you into prison where you belong.”

The other man
leaned slightly forward and slapped the back of her head.

“Listen to my
wise colleague, you thieving whore. The judge don’t like arrogant
bitches like you. He don’t care for lying, corporate crooks either.
I reckon he’ll send you away for a long, long time.”

Jessica sniffed
and began to sob pitifully. What on earth were these two thugs
talking about? What had she stolen, and how were they so certain
that she’d be going to prison at all, never mind for a long time?
Another kick up her defenceless backside made her moan through her
gag.

“They don’t
call it a prison of course, it’s actually known as a Government
Re-education Centre. But really it’s a prison, a strict,
no-nonsense prison. You look to me as if you’re the sort of girl
who’s going to have a tough time there.” Both men laughed
unpleasantly and proceeded to take it in turns to mock her as she
knelt submissively between them.

***

Once they
reached their destination she was hauled out by the collar of her
smart suit and then frogmarched down echoing corridors until she
was roughly deposited in a small cell and left alone with her
thoughts. Her only slight comfort was having the gag removed. What
seemed like hours later the cell door swung open and the young
policewoman and one of the policemen escorted her down to a door
which to her surprise opened out into a crowded courtroom. She
blinked in the unaccustomed light and looked around her. It didn’t
take her long to realise that the only two women in the room were
her and the policewoman. The judge, a large, intimidating black man
peered at her over his half-moon spectacles. He turned to a man
stood nearby.

“How does your
client plead, Mr Lincoln?”

“My client
pleads guilty, your Honour. I’m afraid the evidence is
overwhelming.”

The black man
turned back to her again. “Young lady, this is clearly a case of
multiple fraud and criminal malfeasance. All too often I see
entitled, incompetent young women like you in front of me. Clearly
you have been promoted way beyond your own particular level of
competence, which is I’m afraid the only mitigating factor.
However, never let it be said that Judge Milton Obeng is an
unreasonable man. Taking into account your age, sex, and obvious
lack of ability, I have decided to give you the benefit of the
doubt and sentence you to a minimum six month sentence in
Southfields Re-education Centre. In exactly six months’ time you
will be summoned before me again to assess your progress, if any.
If there has been no discernible improvement in your behaviour I
can promise you a very much extended period of re-education. Do I
make myself clear, young woman?”

Jessica was
utterly dumbstruck. Nothing in her experience had ever prepared her
for a situation like this. What on earth had just happened? Where
was her defence lawyer, surely that wasn’t it? What had she been
accused of, exactly? Her mouth opened and closed, but not a sound
came out. Seeing the look on the Judge’s face however, she quickly
nodded her head up and down. Judge Obeng grimaced,

“Bailiff, if
you could add 6 strokes for dumb insolence, I’d be most grateful.
Case dismissed”

He banged his
gavel and Jessica was escorted from the courtroom to begin her new
life.


Chapter 3

 


Kathryn hated
Monday mornings. She hated going to work of course, she hated the
early start, but most of all she hated London Underground. Monday
morning seemed to bring out the worst in them. It was as if they
stored up all their hateful slobbering lust over the weekend and
brought it into work with them on a Monday. She couldn’t avoid it
though, in the new working culture that the New Government
encouraged, nobody could.

Her feet were
aching already, the lack of seating place plus her high heels were
already making the journey into work wearying. All the seats were
taken by men in suits most of whom were staring intently into their
phones. She remembered the time when she had a phone to play with
to -alleviate the boredom of journeys like this one.

At the next
stop more people squeezed onto their already overcrowded carriage.
Right on cue she felt a hand on her right buttock cheek. It gripped
her quite firmly before kneading it a little. Its owner then
switched his attention to her other cheek. She felt her face start
to blush as she wiggled a little to displace the unwelcome
intrusion. She gripped the overhead strap a little more tightly and
tried to shield herself with her briefcase. In the old days of
course she would have shouted at him or perhaps ground a sharp heel
into his foot. Unfortunately this wasn’t the old days any more.
These days she simply had to grit her teeth and accept it.

She could feel
the hem of her smart business suit being raised a little. She
looked around for some sort of assistance although she knew that
none would be forthcoming. Quite the opposite in fact, one elderly
gentleman had spotted her predicament but was quite evidently
entertained by it. She could see him fumbling for his phone; no
doubt he was planning to film the entire humiliating episode. Not
that he needed to of course, all the carriages were heavily
equipped with Hi-def CCTV. There was hardly an inch of uncovered
area on the train. The New Government even made a profit out of
that! She knew that whatever happened in the carriage could be
accessed via a live stream pay per view. Not that she’d ever seen
it herself; she didn’t have the requisite security clearance.
Neither for that matter did any of her female friends or family.
Her boss had clearance though. A few months ago, one of the girls
from work had been groped on a train by two men and then been
unwise enough to complain loudly and vocally about it. The same
afternoon she had been arrested at the office and charged with lewd
and lascivious behaviour in a public place. As far as Kathryn knew
she had managed to find herself another job. She certainly wasn’t
working at the office any more. Her boss was amused enough by the
film to play it in the office for a day on a continuous loop. He
was probably watching her on the live stream right now she
realised, the creepy pervert.

But that was
why she couldn’t react to whoever was intent on raising her skirt
higher and higher up her thighs. She tried to block him with her
briefcase but he was most insistent. The problem however was that
Kathryn didn’t know who he was. He could just be an opportunistic
pervert, but on the other hand he might be a New Government
official. She looked up quickly as the train slowed for a station,
hers was the next top. All she had to do was resist the creep for
one more stop and she was free. More people jammed onto the
carriage. She felt herself being pushed against her assailant. Oh
my God, unless that was an umbrella jammed into the cleft of her
backside, the disgusting pig had taken his cock out! She squirmed a
little to try and dissuade him but he was relentless. She could
hear him grunt and then all was still. She had a horrible feeling
about this. Her station arrived and she squeezed through the mass
to the door. She risked a glance back and her worse fears were
confirmed, an unremarkable little balding man was zipping up his
pants. She reached around to check without really thinking and was
rewarded with a handful of the man’s still warm spunk.

***

Despite having
to detour to the bathroom, Kathryn was just on time. Jenkinson and
Co didn’t look too kindly on latecomers to their offices. Being
late twice in one week usually resulted in the culprit having to
work a Saturday morning without pay. Not that the pay was an
attractive option. Kathryn had never earned so little as she did at
present. Her basic salary was £300per week. She, like all females
was taxed at a flat rate of 50% which left her with £150. She paid
50% of that on her food and lodging which left her with £75. Her
weekly travel card was subsidised by the Company but which she
still paid £25 for. She had £50 per week for all her other costs.
She wasn’t allowed an overdraft or a credit card either. The New
Government had cancelled her student loan when she couldn’t meet
the monthly payments. However they’d also cancelled her degree as
well which meant that officially she had no qualifications from her
three years at her prestigious University.

When her yearly
review came around she was adjudged to have acquired her job as a
solicitor by fraudulent means. Threatened with police involvement
she was required, in writing, to voluntarily resign from her
position and reapply for a job ‘for which she was more qualified’.
That turned out to be a secretarial position with a £20000 pay cut,
worse still, a secretarial position for a former rival. Her boss
was, in her opinion, a rather dim young man, promoted way beyond
his ability by dint of the fact that his father was a local New
Government official.

She jogged
uncomfortably up the stairs to her third floor office; secretaries
weren’t encouraged to use the lifts. She hung up her jacket on its
peg and got on with her work. She worked steadily for a couple of
hours. Her boss, Gavin, had arrived about an hour after her and
breezed into his own office without a word. At midday she took out
her lunch, prepared by her landlady, and ate it sat at her desk. It
consisted of some sort of hard cheese on unpleasant white bread
accompanied by a rather tired apple. How had it all gone so wrong?
Three years ago she had a well-paid prestigious job in a large
corporation. She had her own little house and a nice car. Now she
had nothing, the house and car had been repossessed and her job
stolen from her. Three short years was all it had taken the New
Government to turn the country on its head. The left wing
Government had been completely crushed at the polls by the New
Government. Buoyed by their success they had pushed and pushed the
constraints of the constitution. Slowly but surely women had become
more marginalised. Decades of militant feminism had been rolled
back.

Her thoughts
were interrupted by her intercom,

“Katie, my
office now please.”

The fact that
it was her thirty minute lunch-break didn’t appear to have
registered with him.

“Coming,
sir.”

How galling to
have to refer to a previous subordinate as ‘sir’. And why the hell
did he call her Katie? Nobody had called her that since she left
school... Nevertheless she brushed the crumbs from her lips and
went to knock on his door. He made her wait of course, he always
did. Eventually she went to stand in front of him. He looked her up
and down as he always did.

“How are you
this morning, Katie?”

Immediately she
was on her guard. He hardly ever asked her how she was. He plainly
wasn’t interested in how she was.

“Err...I’m fine
sir, how are you?”

“Good Katie,
thanks for asking. In fact my day was improved by this, which has
just popped up in my inbox.”

As she walked
around to his side of the desk she knew with a sinking feeling that
somehow this was related to what happened on the train that
morning. She was right! There she was as clear as day being
assaulted by the bald pervert. Only it didn’t look like that. It
looked as though she was grinding herself against him. For a second
her eyes were closed and it looked like she was actually enjoying
herself. He paused the film on that actual shot. She knew that the
video had been filmed by the old bastard with the phone. Gavin
enlarged the shot of her with her eyes closed. Slowly but surely
she could see her name badge, which she was required to wear during
business hours, revealed by the camera,

Kathryn Upton.
Junior Secretary. Jenkinson and Co.

“Surely you can
see that he’s rubbing himself against me, Mr Leeman?”

“I have to be
honest with you young lady, that’s not really clear. From this
angle it looks as if you’re doing all the rubbing. You certainly
seem to be enjoying yourself.”

Kathryn could
feel the tears pricking her eyes. He couldn’t be serious could
he?

“The gentleman
who filmed this, an act of public service that we should all be
grateful for as I’m sure you‘d agree, has asked me what I intend to
do about this. He considers it to be a clear breach of the law
regarding lewd and lascivious behaviour and I must say that on
first viewing I’m inclined to agree with him.”

“B...but I’d
never do that Mr Leeman, you know I wouldn’t.”

“I’m not so
sure Katie; didn’t your friend Miss Glover commit a similar crime?
In fact isn’t she still in re-education? Perhaps we ought to pay
her a visit, you and I?”

Kathryn
shuddered when she realised that Barbara Glover was still in
re-education. She had assumed that her colleague had simply got
another job. She’d been away for quite some time. Gavin Leeman
opened a file on his desk.

“Miss Glover
was sentenced to a period of no less than three months re-education
which should have been completed about two weeks ago. However I see
from her file that she has earned a total of three extra months for
various indiscretions. Reading the reports it seems that Miss
Glover can’t seem to learn her lesson.”

Kathryn started
to sob; she could see where this discussion was going.

“Too late for
tears, Miss Upton. In light of your behaviour this morning I’m
tempted to book you into re-education for a week. Let’s see how
that works out for you.”

“Please sir,
please Mr Leeman...please don’t do this. I don’t want to go to
re-education.”

Gavin Leeman
leaned back in his chair and smiled, “My dear Miss Upton, it
doesn’t matter what you think or want. If I or indeed any of your
superiors’ want you to attend re-education for a short sharp shock
then that’s where you’ll be going, understood?”

“Yes sir, if
you say so sir.”

“That’s all for
now, young lady. You’d better get back to work, I can see that
you’ve got about three minutes of your break left. I’d hate to have
to give you a Saturday detention.” He smirked when he noticed the
damp patch on her navy blue skirt as she hurriedly made her way
back to her desk.

She sat down
and typed away furiously. A Saturday detention? The patronising
bastard! Just who did he think he was? Angrily she brushed away a
tear. Unfortunately even as she internally cursed the horrible
little man who was now her boss she knew that he was right. In his
smug, insufferable little way he was right. He could if he wished
sentence her to a Saturday detention for almost anything. The last
time she had been required to come in was on a beautiful sunny day.
She had to sit alone in an empty office at her uncomfortable little
desk and manually type up several unimportant reports. This was bad
enough but at the same time she had to do it while dressed
immaculately and wearing make-up as if it were a normal day at the
office. The worst thing though was knowing that the unblinking
camera pointed straight at her was recording every moment of her
humiliation. Was he watching her? Was he completely ignoring her?
She daren’t tempt fate. That sort of little rebellion could easily
lead to re-education, or worse. She laboured away all day until at
exactly 1.00pm she received a call on her desk phone. It was him of
course, it sounded like he was in a pub or something. You may leave
now Miss Upton but I’d strongly advise you not to be late on Monday
morning, was all the charmless bastard had to say.


Chapter 4

 


Gillian
Longmuir, senior manager in a well-respected accountancy firm, had
wet herself. She’d been waiting in her horrible cell for so long
that had bladder had given up the unequal battle and she’d simply
allowed her urine to cascade down her thighs and soak her shiny,
black stockings and pool around her glossy high heels. At the same
time the sheer ignominy of the situation had really hit home and
she’d begun to cry in self-pity. Where the hell was her husband?
Kevin wasn’t generally an assertive man but surely even he would be
outraged when he saw the state she was in? She wrinkled her nose;
the smells that she was involuntarily producing were terrible. It
was hot in the cell and she had been sweating profusely. That odour
mingled with the smell of stale urine now rising from her feet was
truly horrible. She must have drifted off despite the pain in her
shoulders and her backside because she suddenly woke with a start
when the cell door reopened.

“I must
apologise for the stench, Mr Longmuir. It smells like your wife
couldn’t wait to use the bathroom.”

Zafar and Majid
were back but this time they had brought along her husband. Kevin
looked flustered and quite baffled by what was going on. He looked
at his wife strung up by her handcuffs but it was if his brain was
unwilling to take it in. He opened his mouth and then slowly shut
it.

“We’ve
explained the basics of the case to your husband, Mrs Longmuir. And
we’ve told him that we’re willing to drop the case and release you
dependent on a couple of factors.”

“Yes, yes,
please.”

“I’m speaking
Mrs Longmuir, please don’t interrupt.”

Kevin looked
even more confused, people simply didn’t speak to his wife in those
tones and yet he was a teenager telling his wife to basically shut
up, it was quite astounding! Without being quite able to take his
eyes of his squirming wife he listened as the older of the two
policemen explained how he was willing to release Gillian into his
custody on the understanding that the he and his colleague would be
invited to the Longmuir house on a regular basis in order to check
on her progress. The alternative would be to arrest her right now
and charge her with the crimes of Harlotry and Racial Hate Crime.
Did he really want his wife to have that stain on her record? Would
she be able to retain her job after the inevitable prison sentence
that would follow? Kevin wasn’t really a very confrontational man
and therefore the former of the two options seemed eminently more
attractive, especially as Gillian earned so much more than he did.
If he was certain about one thing it was that he didn’t want his
comfortable middle-class lifestyle to be disturbed. He also noticed
that the policeman wasn’t asking his wife for her opinion; he was
waiting for Kevin’s reply. Despite his wife’s humiliating
predicament Kevin couldn’t help but feel a little bit more
important than his usual humdrum existence allowed him to be. After
all, he couldn’t remember the last time he’d made a decision that
impacted on their future.

“I think that
the first option would be preferable, Mr...?”

“Zafar, Sir.
Constable Zafar.”

“Thank you,
Constable Zafar.”

Gillian could
hardly believe her ears, what on earth was he thanking this pig
for? Even so, she managed not to voice her displeasure.

“If I could
offer you a little advice, sir? The new laws that are coming into
force are designed to let men reclaim their positions in society.
The Government believes that so many of this country’s problems
have been caused by an imbalance in traditional power structures.
As we progress, the power and privileges that women have managed to
fraudulently acquire will be gradually eroded until the New
Government think parity has been restored. A Patriarchal value
system is not only required by the Government, but will be
positively encouraged. Should you need any information or advice on
this topic either myself or my colleague, Constable Majid, would be
happy to assist. I will give you our contact numbers before you
leave.”

***

As they emerged
into the late afternoon daylight, Gillian Longmuir’s mind was in
turmoil. She could hardly believe what had taken in that dreadful
police station. She’d been assaulted by two teenage Government
officials, but it seemed that absolutely no action would be taken
against them! She, in fact, had been positioned as the villain of
the piece. Her own husband had apologised for her behaviour and
promised that it wouldn’t happen again. He’d even invited her two
assailants into her house in order that they might ‘check her
progress’! She could hardly wait to get back to the security of the
house though; she would certainly give him a piece of her mind just
as soon as they stepped over the threshold. As they approached
Kevin’s car she held out her hand for the keys.

“I think I’ll
be driving us home, dear. I don’t think you’re quite up to it at
the moment, do you?”

She glared at
him furiously, but in reality the last thing she wanted to do at
the moment was cause a scene. She slid into the passenger seat of
the car, stifling a moan as the weal's on her backside came into
contact with the leather. The sting in her bottom only served to
remind her that her knickers were still in the pocket of that ugly
little Paki thug, the hot tears that flooded down her cheeks were a
sad mixture of shame and self-pity.

***

Changes were
afoot in the Longmuir household. Kevin had begun to feel a certain
amount of liberation; he’d even begun to take more of an interest
in politics. He hadn’t paid a lot of attention to the rise of the
New Government. He liked what they stood for and had voted for them
without really understanding the true ramification. His vague
resentment towards his wife and her behaviour, he had come to
realise, was far from unusual. In fact, according to the many
websites he’d read, his own feelings were mirrored by many men up
and down the country. Quite simply, women had held the whip-hand
for far too long. ‘Positive discrimination’ for women had been a
proven failure. Simply promoting averagely performing women in
favour of more talented men just because they were female made
absolutely no sense. Feminism was now causing more problems than it
solved and had become a euphemism for ‘man-hating’. The ease with
which the New Government had overcome the previous Woman’s Equality
Party was the start of the precipitous fall from power that many
women had experienced. The voting public didn’t want all-women
short lists foisted on them, men didn’t want exams that
automatically favoured women. Men didn’t want to be disbarred from
even applying for jobs just because they were men. Under the
Equality Party for example the situation had arisen where there
were almost no new male teachers being employed. Retired male
University lecturers were legally replaced by women as a matter of
course.

The ground was
fertile for the rise of the New Government. Part of their skilful
manifesto revolved around phrases that seemed to encourage even
more rights for women, but in reality, would prove to have
diametrically the opposite effect. This combined with a New
Government inspired smear campaign against leading Equality Party
minister’s, who were of course all women, had resulted in a
landslide victory for the New Government. This, he realised was how
wealthy, middle-class professional women, much like his own dear
wife could be detained without any sort of trial. He barely
admitted it even to himself, but the sight of the arrogant woman
strung up and humiliated like that had given him the hardest
erection he’d ever had. Even more shocking, and exciting if he was
honest, was the realisation that she hadn’t complained about her
treatment to anyone. She was clever enough to realise that she
didn’t have anyone to complain to. What would the police actually
do if she complained to them? Would she tell any of her friends or
work colleagues about her humiliating ordeal? He wasn’t even sure
if she’d told her bitchy daughter, his stepdaughter if he was being
accurate, what had actually happened in that sweaty little
cell.

Gradually it
had dawned on him, even a man as reasonable as he , was becoming
less and less willing to accept the new orthodoxy. Gillian for
example didn’t really respect him, he knew that. She earned over
twice as much as he did in his routine office job. That wasn’t
necessarily down to his lack of ambition which she frequently
alluded to. The real problem, as far as he was concerned at least,
was the fact that any progression in his office was blocked by the
large amount of completely average woman ahead of him in the
hierarchy. Gillian, he realised, had been a senior manager for
longer than the New Government had been in power. While their
respective careers had progressed at roughly the same rate before
the short-lived and disastrous Equality Party had come to power.
During their female-focussed leadership, his had stalled while hers
had rocketed. His relative lack of career success had led his wife
to question his ability, which in turn had led him to similarly
question it. That attitude had percolated to their stepdaughter,
Emily, who treated him with a casual dismissiveness. As if helping
to clothe and feed her and provide a roof over her head wasn’t a
big deal. Taking everything into account, it didn’t take him long
to research on his computer where and when the next local meeting
of the New Government was.


Chapter 5

 


Southfields
Re-education Centre had proved to be a shocking eye-opener for
Jessica Winslow. Nothing in her previous life had prepared her for
this, rules and regulations, bellowing aggressive staff, her entire
daily life being organised by others. Southfields RC was a typical
example of its kind. It wasn’t, as the New Government was happy to
point out, a prison. By no stretch of the imagination were the
pupils contained within its four grim walls sent there to be
punished. Rather, they had been awarded a certain amount of time in
which to be re-educated. Clearly, they, their ideas and beliefs had
somehow been corrupted under the previous administration.
Therefore, they didn’t need to be punished as such, they simply
needed to have their preconceived ‘facts’ questioned and then
dismissed. Southfields, and the hundreds of similar institutions
that had been established up and down the country, was an essential
element in the New Government’s plans. Here, those unfortunate
enough to have missed out on a fully rounded education at school
and university could have the obvious gaps in their knowledge
filled in. Or in many cases, could have the fake knowledge they had
been mistakenly supplied with, removed.

For example,
the New Government had struggled with the concept of feminism and
as a result had simply decided to outlaw it. The justification was
that the Women’s Equality Party had relied on feminism as one of
its central tenets and that it had been a major contributor to the
country’s economic and social turmoil. Clearly feminism had
spectacularly failed as a concept and therefore both it and its
adherents were both undoubtedly wrong. Feminists obviously needed
to be re-educated in their thought processes in order to prevent
further disasters. Jessica had never heard feminism or her beloved
WEP described as such in all her 30 years, but now she heard it on
a daily basis. Indeed she not only heard it but was required to
write essays on it and stand in front of her classmates and deliver
lectures on it. That’s partly why she was sat rigidly to attention,
eyes facing forward, feet together and squarely on the floor and
her hands folded on her lap. Around her the rest of her 14
classmates sat in identical postures.

When her form
teacher turned his back on them to return to his blackboard,
Jessica took the opportunity to quickly and surreptitiously check
her blue and white striped tie. Mr Carbury was most insistent that
his pupils adhered strictly to Southfields stringent uniform code.
Had anyone suggested a month ago that she’d have been sat in a
classroom and dressed in a ridiculously shameful school uniform at
her age, she’d have simply laughed in their face. She wasn’t
laughing now, however. She most certainly convinced of the dreadful
reality of her situation. As those police thugs had explained to
her, Southfields wasn’t officially a prison, but in all but name it
was. She was incarcerated in it, and had been for just over one
dreadful month. She wasn’t free to leave, officially she was a
‘boarder’ in the re-education centre. She hadn’t been allowed to
leave its grim institutional walls, and neither had she received
any visitors. She didn’t know if any of her friends or workmates,
or even her family knew where she was. And even if they did, would
she have been happy for them to see her like this?

“Taylor, give
me one reason for the failure of that illegal organisation, the
Women’s so called Equality Party.”

The woman on
her left immediately sprung to her feet.

“Please sir,
arrogance, sir.” She stood at attention, arms folded behind her
back as she’d been taught.

“Thank you,
Taylor. You may be seated, girl.”

Jessica hardly
registered the fact that a woman in her thirties had just been
referred to as ‘girl’. In the same sense she hardly noticed the
school uniforms any more. When she had been first introduced to a
classroom at Southfields she had been both shocked and appalled.
What on earth were these women thinking of, allowing themselves to
be dressed as schoolgirls and to be treated as such? She could
hardly prevent herself staring at them in their shiny brown sandals
and tiny, white ankle socks. Young, and not so young, women dressed
in knee-length, pleated gymslips and pristine white shirts. And
even school ties! Under the previous regime, school ties for girls
had been almost eradicated, Jessica for example had never even worn
one. At Southfields however, they were most definitely a part of
the uniform. At first, Jessica had been unable to tie hers and was
rewarded with a hand-strapping every day until she learned how to
do so to the satisfaction of her various teachers. It didn’t take
her too long, in fact Jessica had to admit that the constant threat
of corporal punishment was a most efficient teacher. Things that
she thought she’d forgotten since leaving school had been easily
dredged from her memory.

The initial
caning that she’d received for ‘dumb insolence’ at the instigation
of Judge Obeng had helped Jessica concentrate her mind wonderfully.
Once she was safely in the re-education centre she’d been stripped
and tied down over a punishment bench. She’d fought and struggled,
she was a big girl with quite a temper, but the warders were used
to her sort of behaviour. They’d simply laughed at her as she
fought and quickly subdued her. Once over the bench ,a warder had
produced a cane and delivered six carefully-spaced out strokes. The
first was simply terrible, it felt as if she was being cut in half.
She had thrown her head back and howled, the noise she produced in
the small room had been deafening. She squirmed and struggled as
hard as she could but there wasn’t enough give in her bindings. In
fact she had a suspicion that the warders were enjoying her futile
struggling. The second was, if anything, worse. She heard the
whistle of the stick a fraction of a second before it bit into her
bare backside. She screamed again and begged her captors for mercy.
Dimly she could hear their reaction through the dreadful pain,

“Look at her
crying, you don’t look like such a big shot now, do you
darling?”

“Haha, look at
fat arse squirming around. Give her another one Charlie...give her
something to cry for, the silly little bitch.”

Four more
followed which left her howling and begging. She could still just
about hear the laughter and unkind comments, but her over-riding
need was to be allowed to rub her burning backside. She was left on
her own for a little while, to ‘reflect on her behaviour’ as one
man put it, still strapped to the bench. What seemed like ages
later she heard the door open and then the clicks of what she
assumed was a camera shutter. A rough hand grabbed the front of her
hair and raised her head.

“Feeling a
little more obedient, missy?”

She’d gasped
out that she was and then received a heavy, open handed slapped on
her wealed backside complete with the instruction that all
re-education staff should be referred to as ‘sir, or ‘miss’ as
appropriate. At few more slaps and a lot of begging later, she was
hustled down a corridor to collect her new uniform.

“Winslow! Buck
your ideas up, young lady!” Jessica absolutely shot to her feet.
“Give me another reason for the failure of the Women’s Equality
Party.”

“Please sir,
intransigence, sir, “replied Jessica, startled from her
reverie.

Tall, austere
Mr Carbury stared at her for slightly longer than necessary. “Thank
you, Winslow. You may sit down.”

Relieved to
have been let off, Jessica swiftly obeyed. The questioning went
around the room, each girl required to stand and give a reason for
the failure of feminism. Jessica had soon realised that virtually
all the women in the re-education centre were educated,
intelligent, professional and clearly supporters of the outlawed
WEP. Their ‘re-education’ merely consisted of being bombarded with
patriarchal propaganda for five hours a day, every day. It
certainly wasn’t very subtle, but it was highly effective. Their
humiliating uniforms for example were designed to make them think
and act like children, and to make them more susceptible to
re-education. Their strictly-ordered new lifestyle was organised to
leave them no real free time. Early bed-times were both humiliating
and an excuse to rouse them at 6am. Exhausting early morning
exercise for an hour in just tight tee-shirts and shorts no matter
the weather was designed to break spirits, thin porridge and water
for breakfast just emphasised that point. Just thirty minutes for a
lukewarm shower, to dress and then to ensure her red hair was tied
in two perfect pigtails. Anxious glances in the mirror to ensure
that her uniform was as pristine as possible, the harsh, clanging
bell that directed them to their first lesson of the day. What had
seemed so unreal and bizarre now seemed almost natural.

And the lessons
themselves, so boring and dull! Jessica had been educated at a very
‘progressive’ school where the students had been encouraged to
bring their own ideas and opinions to be discussed and validated.
Southfields was the complete opposite, here the ‘pupils’ were
simply talked at for 45 minutes and then routinely tested on what
they had, or hadn’t, learned. A succession of dull, middle-aged men
lecturing them as to why feminism was illegal, why political
correctness had died a death, the criminality of the WEP, why
female economists were being removed from their jobs, how the WEP’s
policies had caused chaos and so on and so on. The following hour
might be taken up with lessons about how recent psychological
discoveries had proved that women were mentally incapable of taking
on demanding roles in management or industry and should be
protected from having to take up senior positions. At first,
Jessica had been absolutely dumfounded by what she heard. She had
tried to catch the eye of some of the girls to somehow express her
disbelief at what they were made to listen to. This was the first
time she had ever heard this sort of opinion. At school she had
listened with rapt attention as female teacher after female teacher
had explained how special she and her friends were, how clever they
were, and how a stellar career beckoned each and every one of them.
The theme was carried on at her university, although she’d done
very little work due to her political activism she had, almost
miraculously, achieved very good marks in her school exams. On her
prestigious campus she soon realised that 75% or so of all the
students were women, a statistic she’d subconsciously put down to
the fact that women were demonstrably more clever than men.

After a little
while, Jessica could stand it no longer.

“I’m sorry, but
that’s just nonsense...there are many studies which show women are
better at management roles than men. Women are more empathetic for
one, they have better listening skills, they...”

That was as far
as she got. The teacher glared at her as if she’d uttered a curse.
Quickly he made his way to her desk, grabbed her by the ear and
simply propelled her to the front of the class. Jessica was so
shocked that her mind refused to accept what was happening. She
didn’t struggle as she was pulled across his tweed-clad knees or
protest when the brief skirt of her tunic was flipped up. It wasn’t
until the teacher’s hand cracked against the surface of her
juvenile blue knickers that she began to protest. By that time
however, the man had her firmly in hand. Although she kicked and
screamed he simply kept on slapping her until he felt that she’d
learned her lesson. He set her back on her feet and then, as the
tears poured down her face, proceeded to lecture her.

“In future,
girl, you will not interrupt me or any other teacher in this
Centre. You will not speak without raising your hand and waiting
for permission, and you most certainly will not attempt to repeat
your ridiculous, unsubstantiated, half-baked theories to either me
or the rest of your classmates. Do you understand me, you silly
little girl?”

She nodded and
wiped her eyes with the sleeve of her blouse.

“I said, do you
understand me?!” he bellowed.

“Y...yes, sir,”
she managed to stutter.

“Take yourself
to that corner,” he pointed. “Put your nose against the wall and
your hands on your head. You will stay there until the end of the
lesson and reflect on your obvious stupidity.”

Thoroughly
demoralised and intimidated she hurriedly did as she was
instructed. What confidence she thought she possessed had almost
entirely dissipated. Her self-image of a confident young,
professional woman was draining away by the minute, to be replaced
by that of a meek, obedient girl. She wasn’t sure what was the most
wounded, her bottom or her pride.


Chapter 6

 


Kathryn
returned to her own rather grim, windowless little office and got
back to work. She glanced at her cheap wristwatch, it was 1pm and
she realised there was still five more dull hours to go before she
would be allowed to leave. In the good old days she used to start
at around 9 0’clock and always finish before 5pm. Now she had to be
sat at her desk before at 8am at the latest and she never, ever
finished before 6pm. But that was when she’d been a newly qualified
solicitor and the world was at her feet. Following the revocation
of her degree and her demotion she now worked whatever hours she
was required to. Her contract, such as it was, would have been
laughed out of any employment tribunal. However, in the current
climate, it was all too common. She’d signed it in desperation
after losing her job and been threatened with court action if she
didn’t. She was still smart enough to realise that signing it was
her only guarantee of employment. So many of her friends from
school and university had lost their jobs and had been pushed into
temporary, demeaning work. The New Government had decided that any
woman who had ‘faked’ their qualifications wouldn’t be allowed to
claim any sort of State benefit until their case had been
‘thoroughly investigated’. Kathryn now understood that term to mean
‘whenever the State could be bothered to check the details’.
Thousands of female former students with professional
qualifications had been caught out in that way. Unsurprisingly
though, the New Government’s insistence on being seen to punish
student loan defaulters had proved a big hit with those voters who
hadn’t been to University. Why should the children of the
privileged benefit at our expense, had been the New Government’s
refrain, echoed ceaselessly via its tame media. There was very
little pity for women executives who failed to repay the State what
it was due. The sudden availability of hundreds of women in the
jobs market had not only depressed wages, but also meant that women
who used to own first-class degrees were fighting with the rest of
the population for jobs stacking shelves or working behind
fast-food counters. Kathryn had, at least, been spared that
indignity.

***

Her working day
eventually over, she travelled several miles by train and still had
to trudge the last half a mile or so on foot. How she hated the
journey back to the drab thirties semi that she boarded at. It was
in a dull suburb miles from anyone that she knew. Every step she
took from the station to the house made her heart sink a little
further. Quite probably some of her fellow workmates lived in nice
houses with nice people. Forty-four Laburnum Road wasn’t a
particularly nice house, similarly her landlady Mrs Campbell wasn’t
a particularly nice person. In fact she was a particularly horrible
person. She was divorced and lived in the house with her teenage
daughter. Kathryn calculated that she was maybe in her late
thirties, forty perhaps. But it wasn’t the sort of discussion she
felt able to have with the woman. Mrs Campbell liked to keep
herself to herself. Kathryn wasn’t even sure what her Christian
name was, she was certainly never invited to use it. For some
reason that she couldn’t really fathom the woman was really quite
rude to her. She had a set of household rules which she kept
attached to the fridge. They were numerous and irritating. For
example she wasn’t allowed to have anybody over to the house
without Mrs Campbell’s express permission. She wasn’t allowed to
use the house telephone without Mrs Campbell’s express permission.
She wasn’t allowed to play loud music in the house, and she wasn’t
allowed a television in her room. In all honesty there probably
wasn’t enough space in her tiny room for a decent sized television.
It was the smallest bedroom in the house, little more than a box
room. Despite the fact that she was in effect a paying guest her
room had just enough space for a single bed, an ancient wardrobe
and a tiny dressing table with a cracked mirror. The view from the
grubby window was of the back of next door’s shed.

Occasionally
she thought of just walking away, but in reality she knew she
couldn’t. She really needed her job at the office because one of
the few benefits was that the Company subsidised her rent. Unless
she had her own place she had to live in a house designated by her
employer. Jenkinsons’ had designated Mrs Campbell and that was the
end of that. Apart from that she probably couldn’t afford anywhere
better. It was still a ridiculous situation though. She was
twenty-five years old and treated more harshly than her landlady’s
eighteen year old daughter! She ate her meals with the family but
she was never asked what she wanted to eat. She had to ask
permission to watch TV but she was never allowed to change the
channel. As time had passed it seemed Mrs Campbell realised that
Kathryn didn’t have the authority to rebel against even the most
outrageous house rules. Encouraged by this she had instituted more
and more repressive strictures. Now, for instance, Kathryn had to
be back in the house no later than 10.30 from Sunday to Thursday
and certainly no later than midnight on Friday and Saturday. She
was required to ‘make herself more presentable’ when she was in the
house, which in effect meant that she had to wear smart, work-style
clothes even when she wasn’t at work. Having to wear a skirt,
stockings and heels every day to work was particularly onerous as
far as Kathryn was concerned. As a solicitor she invariably wore a
suit with smartly tailored trousers and any pair of shoes that she
felt comfortable in. Even now she could remember the humiliation of
being called into her old office by her former subordinate, Gavin
Leeman, and informed that from now on she was to dress in
accordance with her new role as a junior secretary. She could
remember the smirk as he handed her a copy of the new company
rules, he’d even taken the time to highlight certain areas of it
with a marker. As a newly-minted junior secretary she was required
to wear ‘status-appropriate ‘clothes, and even to have her hair cut
in an acceptable manner! Her new hours were ‘as and when required
by her manager’. Leeman also took great pleasure in telling her
that as a junior, and therefore unfledged, secretary she was in the
eyes of the Company not officially an adult and therefore couldn’t
be treated as such. The position she now occupied was usually
filled by a recent school-leaver and as in most businesses nowadays
that meant she would be subject to corporal punishment ‘as and when
it was deemed necessary by her manager’.


Status-appropriate clothes in her case meant glossy black heels and
seamed stockings, a tight, plain, above knee-length skirt and
either a silky or cotton blouse. Whichever she chose had to be
plain, one colour only, long-sleeved, and buttoned at the collar
and cuffs. Her office look was completed by a plain suit jacket
that matched her skirt. Her sleek, jet black hair had to be pinned
up on her head to reveal her ears, a style she hated. Leeman had
also discovered that she wore contact lenses and had banned her
from wearing those even. He much preferred her black, horn-rimmed
spectacles which she now had to wear. All in all her appearance was
now that of a young, efficient secretary. The reality however was
that she wasn’t particularly good at her new job. She was unused to
taking orders, the job was extremely monotonous and boring, and she
couldn’t type. She’d used word-processing software of course, but
she couldn’t touch-type. Leeman had tried to encourage her by
applying his wicked little leather strap to her desperately
squirming backside, but that hadn’t had the desired effect. It
didn’t take him long however to discover a remedial typing course
at the local college which she was obliged to attend for two nights
per week and there, much to her shame, she and her teenage
classmates were taught how to touch-type by a strict old
harridan.


Chapter 7

 


It was as if
scales had fallen from Kevin Longmuir’s eyes. The meeting was
largely populated by people much the same as himself, frustrated
middle-class men who had simply had enough of being talked down to
and patronised. The general opinion was that it was time to strike
back, to regain their lost authority and in many cases their
dignity. He had joined up on the spot and shortly afterwards
received the conformation in the post. The internet was full of
chat rooms that discussed situations just like his. He noted down
many of the suggestions and ideas, he could feel a growing
excitement within himself. Now was the time to make his move, he
had retained the contact details of the two young police constables
who had detained his wife and arranged a meeting. More ideas and
information had been provided. A name had been mentioned to him, a
man who worked out of the police station who carried a certain
amount of influence in the town. That was how Kevin had first met
Michael McKinnon. He was a big man, older than Kevin by about ten
years, whose broken nose and large, broken hands spoke of a
lifetime of violence. He was surprisingly softly-spoken but his
grey eyes were cold and unblinking. He listened politely to what
Kevin had to say and then explained to him, at some length, about
the Action Group.

At first Kevin
wasn’t certain he’d heard correctly, the whole thing seemed
complete fantasy. He decided to reserve judgement and wait and see.
Meanwhile he had started to put into effect some of the ideas he’d
discussed. He’d decided that he would no longer hurry home from
work to prepare a meal for the three of them. That, he suggested,
should be Emily’s job considering that she finished school at 3.30.
In future he’d be going out with friends for a couple of drinks on
Tuesday and Thursday evenings. He didn’t quite have the nerve to
tell them he was really at his NG meetings, that would have to
wait. Gillian seemed to have rediscovered her old bitchy self and
seemed to resent the fact that he’d seen her being humiliated in
the police cell. If anything she seemed even more determined to
undermine him in front of their sneering stepdaughter. He managed
to keep his cool though, but he wouldn’t need to for much longer.
That same week there was a huge event at work. Three burly
policemen, at least one of whom he recognised from his NG meetings,
barged into his office demanding to speak to Michelle Brown. The
bewildered looking woman was led down to her car and asked to open
it. Inside, he later discovered, hidden in the boot was a large
amount of anti-Government, pro WEP literature, clearly Ms Brown was
feminist sympathiser intent on distributing her seditious lies. She
was immediately arrested, handcuffed and led to a waiting van.

***

Kevin went home
that evening in a happy daze. Useless Michelle Brown, his immediate
superior, had been arrested and charged with membership of an
illegal organisation and libel, exactly as McKinnon had promised.
His thousand pound contribution to the Action Group had paid
dividends! That incident had really convinced him. Now he could see
the way forward. His next call was to Faysal Zafar and was quite a
lengthy one. The outcome was that on Monday evening, shortly after
she returned from work, there was a knock on Kevin’s front door
which he purposefully didn’t answer. He could hear voices and then
a blushing Gillian led the two police constables into the living
room.

“Ah, good
evening gentlemen. How are you both?”

“We’re both
very well, sir. But really it’s your wife we’ve come to see. If you
recall, we said we would visit at regular intervals to check on the
progress made by Mrs Longmuir.”

“I see, would
you like me to leave the three of you to it?” Kevin could see his
wife silently pleading not to be left alone with the two young
Pakistanis.

“Perhaps it
would be better if you remained sir? After all what we have to say
does impact on you.”

Kevin settled
himself down comfortably into his armchair and directed the young
Officials towards the settee. His wife stayed conspicuously stood,
this should be interesting, he thought.

“We arrested
and caned you for Harlotry, Mrs Longmuir. Would you acknowledge
that was the correct decision?”

“Y...yes”, she
nodded her assent.

“In that case
what steps have you taken to avoid repeating that reprehensible
behaviour?”

She blushed an
attractive, bright red colour.

“Erm...I’ve
started wearing longer skirts to work.”

“Is that true,
Mr Longmuir?”

“Well I suppose
it must be, if that’s what Gillian says.”

It was hardly a
ringing endorsement, but then it wasn’t meant to be.

“Perhaps it
might be a good idea if you were to present yourself to your
husband before you left for work every morning, Mrs Longmuir? In
that way you could be sure that what you’re wearing meets with his
approval. And maybe you, Mr Longmuir, could keep a record of what
your wife wears. A simple photographic diary would probably be
sufficient.”

Constable Majid
said something in his own language.

“My colleague
would also like a pictorial history of her panties, bras and shoes.
If that meets with your approval, Mr Longmuir?”

Kevin pretended
to consider this while he watched his wife squirm with
embarrassment.

“I think that
could be arranged gentlemen, anything to help with my wife’s
rehabilitation as you can imagine.”

“That’s
excellent, Mr Longmuir. You can be sure that my report will
emphasise your most helpful attitude. After all your wife’s
re-education is uppermost in all our minds.”

Kevin Longmuir
nodded as if that were true.

“We also need
to inspect your wife’s bottom if we may, Mr Longmuir. We have to
record that she didn’t suffer unduly from her caning.”

“Yes of course,
I understand.”

“Place yourself
over the arm of that chair please, Mrs Longmuir. And if you could
pull your skirt up and show us your backside that would be
marvellous.”

Gillian had
learned it was best to argue with the two policemen. Glancing at
her husband she realised there would be no help forthcoming from
that direction. Slowly she wriggled her skirt up her legs and over
her bottom. The policemen got to their feet and wandered over,
Zafar produced a small camera and took a shot of her backside.

“Knickers down
please, Mrs Longmuir.”

Sobbing with
humiliation that middle-aged mother obeyed. The camera clicked
again.

“There’s very
little damage, Mrs Longmuir. How many strokes was it again? You can
probably take more than that.”

She twitched
nervously as his hand reached out and travelled over the surface of
her silky bottom cheeks.

“P...please
don’t do that.”

By way of an
answer, the policeman’s hand slapped her backside firmly.

“Please don’t
speak out of turn, Mrs Longmuir.”

Another
resounding smack echoed around the room. Kevin felt his cock
stiffening at the sight.

“Pull your
cheeks apart, Mrs Longmuir. We just want to check that you haven’t
any hidden damage.”

Crying, she
obeyed. The camera clicked and whirred a couple of times as both
men had a good long look. Finally the two men sat down.

“Keep those
cheeks held open, Mrs Longmuir.” Ordered Zafar.

All three men
settled back.

“I wonder if I
might ask you a favour, Mr Longmuir.”

“Please,
Constable Zafar, call me Kevin. All my friends do.”

“Thank you,
Kevin. A part of our duty is to make sure that people in your
wife’s position don’t fall back into their old habits. Your wife
for example referred to my culture in a disparaging manner just
before she was arrested. Clearly there must be no repeat of that
sort of blatantly racist behaviour. Similarly she must treat you
and any of your male acquaintances with a certain amount of respect
and civility. Any deviation should be dealt with either by you, or
by calling our contact number.”

Just then
Corporal Majid spoke up from across the room. He held up a picture
that he’d picked up from the mantelpiece. It showed a picture of
his stepdaughter, Emily, dressed in her school uniform and smiling
at the camera.

“My colleague
would like to know who this beautiful young lady is, Kevin.”

“Oh that’s just
Emily, my daughter; she’s upstairs doing her homework. Do you want
me to give her a call?

Both policemen
looked at each other and agreed that would be most helpful. As
Kevin called upstairs, Gillian made to get down from her
humiliating position on the arm of the sofa. A sharp slap to her
buttock cheek soon put a stop to that idea. Several minutes later
the teenage girl made her way reluctantly downstairs and pushed the
door open.

“What?” She
demanded, in a surly tone.

The first sight
to greet her was that of her mother kneeling and showing everyone
in the room her sex. The girl’s studied cool vanished,

“Wh...what are
you doing mummy? Who are these people?” She asked in a panicky
voice.

Constable Zafar
looked her carefully up and down, my word she was a scrumptious
little piece. She wasn’t as tall as her mother, she was quite small
in fact, but she did have her mother’s lustrous dark hair and large
brown eyes. She didn’t have much in the way of tits, but she had a
nicely shaped bottom. She was wearing black brogues, black, opaque
tights and a grey, pleated skirt. Her long hair hung down to the
shoulders of her pale blue, open-necked school blouse.

“We are
policemen, Miss. I am Constable Zafar and this is my colleague,
Constable Majid.”

She glanced
across at Majid who licked his lips and stared straight back at
her.

“But what are
you doing to mummy? I can see her bottom and...everything.”

“Mummy has been
quite naughty, darling. These nice policemen are helping mummy and
making sure she doesn’t go to prison.”

Emily turned to
her stepfather. “I didn’t ask you ‘Kevin’, why are you butting in?”
she demanded, furiously.

“What’s your
name, young lady?” asked Zafar with a disarming smile.

“It’s Emily,
Emily Bradbury...sir.” she added as an afterthought. It was
becoming a habit for girls of Emily’s age to address almost all men
as ‘sir’. It seemed safer that way.

“How old are
you, Emily?”

“I...I’m 18,
sir.”

“And still at
school I see, which one may I ask?

“St Clare’s,
sir.” She mentioned the name of nearby private girl’s Academy.

“Bradbury? But
isn’t your father’s name, Longmuir?”

The girl
laughed scornfully. “Him? He’s not my father, thank God. He’s only
my stepfather.”

Kevin’s face
coloured at little bit at the obvious derision in her voice.
Constable Zafar was similarly unimpressed; the little girl was
certainly a brat. Her obnoxious behaviour certainly didn’t do her
any favours and didn’t reflect well on her upbringing. He thought
grimly of the fate that would befall a Pakistani girl of a similar
age who was so disrespectful to an adult male.

“Your father is
correct, Miss...Bradbury. Your mother has committed two
particularly serious offences, for which she is being duly
punished. In fact if you remain where you are, I’d like you to
witness the final part of her chastisement.”

He spoke
quickly to his colleague in their own language. Constable Majid
stepped forward with a smile on his face. He removed his jacket and
went to stand behind Gillian.

“Let go of your
cheeks, Mrs Longmuir. We’ve all seen quite enough of you.”

Before she
could even sob with embarrassment the first heavy, open-handed slap
landed on her right bottom cheek. This was quickly followed by
several more as the woman fought desperately to retain as much of
her shattered dignity as she could. But it was just impossible,
especially when the Pakistani boy started to slap her lower and
lower until her plump white thighs were as red as her bottom. She
squirmed and squealed and begged him to stop. Majid was implacable
though, slap after slap landed on her burning bottom and thighs. By
now she was crying in earnest, big fat tears were rolling down her
cheeks and she was howling in pain. What made it worse was that she
could hear her daughter beginning to cry as well. Her humiliation
was almost complete. Eventually Zafar called a reluctant end to
proceedings.

Before Zafar
and his colleague left, he called both mother and daughter to him
and explained that they would be back sometime next week to check
on Gillian’s progress. During that time, he suggested, the two of
them, Gillian and Emily, should make sure that their behaviour was
impeccable. Because if he was to receive a negative report from Mr
Longmuir then Gillian and her daughter would both be kneeling on
the sofa, did he make himself clear? Both Emily and her mother
nodded mutely, trying to ignore the thought of being punished by
the two policemen. By now, Kevin’s cock was rock hard. The
thrashing of his snooty wife by a barely literate Pakistani boy had
been exciting enough, but the implied threat of her and her equally
arrogant daughter coming under his authority was almost too much.
He had to wait until both policemen had left before going
immediately upstairs to the bathroom and relieving himself, the
images of his wife’s shame firmly implanted in his head.


Chapter 8

 


Jessica made
herself to eat the lukewarm, overcooked piece of liver. She
particularly hated liver, but obviously, Southfields Re-education
Centre wouldn’t allow one of its pupils to simply refuse to eat
something she didn’t like. Every plate had to be virtually licked
clean. After all, refusing to finish what was set in front of them
was an affront not only to God but also an insult to the group of
surly older women humorously described as ‘cooks’. She took a gulp
of water from her plastic beaker to help wash down the revolting
piece of meat and tried not to grimace. Ever-vigilant dinner
monitors were wandering between the wooden benches that all the
pupils shared. She risked a glance at the wall clock while reaching
for a piece of horrible, cheap white bread. In fifteen minutes time
she would have to hurry upstairs to her dormitory, change out of
her school clothes and into her working outfit. Outside the rain
was battering against the window of the refectory, Jessica silently
prayed that today she would get something like the laundry, or even
floor scrubbing, anything indoors in fact.

***

Thirty minutes
later it was clear that Jessica’s prayers hadn’t been answered. In
fact, if anything, they’d been mocked. She had been assigned to a
‘repair and maintenance’ team. Repair and maintenance could be a
reasonable job. On a warm summers day a little gardening detail
could be quite pleasant. However on a cold, wet, grey afternoon it
was definitely the worst assignment. Her little work group stumbled
along the muddy track. They had only been walking for ten minutes
and the tools they carried were already weighing them down. They’d
walked a mile and they still hadn’t reached the field where the
ditch apparently needed to be dug. Languishing at the back, Jessica
was, a s usual, finding it heavy going. She had never really
envisaged herself training as a farm labourer. Despite her size,
she wasn’t really that sporty either and despite her three months
at Southfields she hadn’t toughened up yet. But having said that
she was thirty years old and had never done a stroke of physical
work in her life. Like many of her kind she’d gone from private
school, and then straight on to university, and eventually ended up
working in an agreeable office.

“Aaagh”

The casual
application of a cane across her thin cotton shorts had jolted her
out of her private thoughts.

“Get a move on
Winslow, you lazy bugger,” grunted the man wielding the stick.

“Yes sir.”
Jessica responded in the only way she could and increased her pace
to catch up with the other five women in the group. God, how her
backside stung from that one single stroke of the cane! Her ‘work
clothes’ offered her no protection of course, as they consisted of
a pair of black, second-hand plimsolls, white ankle socks,
skin-tight white shorts and in her case a tight, revealing, blue
T-shirt. She was already soaked to the skin and her unsupported
breasts were clearly visible through the thin material of her
shirt. Her red hair was plastered across her head and her demeaning
pigtails hung limply to either side.

When they
reached the designated field they were simply set to work. Their
humourless, taciturn overseer marked out the area required for the
drainage ditch and told them to get on with it. He was completely
dry beneath his galoshes and waterproofs but nevertheless he
considered it prudent to shelter beneath a large tree. This was her
life now, thought Jessica grimly, intense mental and physical
labour for ten hours a day for six days a week. Sundays allowed off
to go to church. From a life of ease she was now reduced to a
strict regimen of three minimal meals a day, early bed and a very
early rise. Rather than her views and opinions being respectfully
listened to, she was treated as a beast of burden. Hardly a day
went by without her being slapped or kicked or humiliated in some
way. Rather than a wealthy consumer she now owned literally nothing
other than the clothes on her back, no telephone, no TV, no
computer, no newspaper, no books. She wasn’t even allowed to wear a
watch. She had been reduced in a matter of weeks to an unthinking,
uncaring automaton. Inequality, diversity, unfairness, and
left-wing politics things that used to constantly occupy her mind
now hardly registered. She had become what the New Government
wanted her to become. By their perverse terms she was now a
resounding success, she bitterly acknowledged.

***

Three hours
later Jessica was in a bit of a state. She was exhausted, covered
in mud and her lank, unwashed hair was now plastered to her head
with a mixture of rain and sweat. The overseer had just called for
their first break of the afternoon. He had generously stipulated a
15 minute break and stood smoking a cigarette and watching his
charges. They wouldn’t run of course, there was nowhere to go for
one thing. The nearest town was miles away and they had no papers
or means of identification to enable them to cross the several
roadblocks they were bound to encounter. Plus they were terrified
of being taken by the locals. Farmers were actively looking for
runaways, when caught they made excellent free labour. At least
with him they were relatively safe. No farmer, however wealthy,
would dare interfere in NG business. No, the only issue facing him
that morning was which lucky girl was going to give him his first
blow-job of the day? Two of them were too old and one was
definitely too ugly. That left three, none of them were too bad,
but Taylor was one of his favourites. He called the woman over and
could see straight away that she knew what was expected of her.

That was the
advantage, he supposed of being in charge of educated women. Once
they were over the shock of their new lives, being singled out for
a blow-job wasn’t that big a deal. He smiled at the thought of what
his charges would have said if he’d demanded one when they were
immaculately dressed businesswomen, or whatever it was that they
pretended to do. The image of cute, buxom Cecily Taylor kneeling in
front of an office full of leering, amused men immediately made his
cock hard. As she hurried over to the tree under which he stood it
he noticed it had begun to rain just that little bit more
heavily.

“Back to work
ladies, only another two hours to go, a bit of a walk and then
you’ll be tucking into a nice, wholesome dinner.”

Sexy Cecily
Taylor slowly sank to her knees and pulled her red T-shirt up to
expose her rather fabulous tits because she knew he preferred it
that way. What was the point of antagonising the idiot; perhaps
he’d do her a favour somewhere along the line. In At least she’d be
dry and not digging while she sucked the numbskull off. Her new
life had taught her to be grateful for the small mercies that came
her way.

***

It was
virtually dark when by the time they returned to the centre.
Jessica could hardly put one foot in front of the other. The spade
she had so inexpertly wielded now seemed to weigh ten times its
original weight. She had given up on crying, she was too tired.
Numbly she followed her group into the changing room and slowly
stripped off, all six of them stood in the shower and shivered as a
slow, lukewarm jet of water reluctantly fell out of the shower
heads. The small cakes of carbolic soap they had to use stung and
produced almost no lather. Jessica wearily scrubbed at her
mud-covered limbs, hardly even registering the guard’s fat, amused
face as he stood and watched them. The first time that had
happened, she’d squealed and tried to cover herself up, only to be
hauled out of the shower and unmercifully slapped. He had to
observe, he explained, didn’t she know that showering was a
slipping hazard under the new, enhanced health and safety laws?

When their five
minutes were up, they wearily re-dressed in their school uniforms.
Jessica hated the tightness of her shirt collar and the fact that
her House tie had to be pulled as tight as possible to her throat,
it felt as if she was being constantly strangled. However, as she
knew to her own bitter cost, rules were rules for a reason. She
tied her silly little pigtails and sighed as she saw the state of
her hair. She used to be so proud of it, but now it was dull and
lifeless and too short. She hadn’t used shampoo or conditioner
since she had been in this horrible place and my, how it showed.
The staff at Southfields, she had to admit, were experts at
undermining a woman’s confidence. Her previous existence was now
almost forgotten, her achievements and her experiences were all but
a distant memory. She made a vow, and it was the same vow that she
made every day, that whatever it took there was no way that she,
Jessica Winslow, would ever set foot in a Re-education Centre
again.

The six of them
were lined up and given a perfunctory check by the guard. He was
hungry for his dinner and didn’t particularly care if his charges
had a button undone somewhere. He wasn’t the one whose arse would
feel the sting of leather as a result. He marched them to the
refectory and left them in the long, silent queue. By the time
Jessica’s little group had reached the front of it; all that was
left were a few hot dogs and some buns. Jessica almost cried, she
was very hungry after an afternoon of back-breaking labour, and now
that they’d been almost the last back to the Centre all that was
left were a few sausages and some unappetising looking vegetables.
She looked up in silent appeal at the fat woman doling out the
dregs as if she had a large plate of marvellous food somewhere that
she was saving just for Jessica.

“Don’t look at
me like that, girl. It ain’t my fault you’re late is it?

“N...no, I’m
sorry, miss.”

Jessica hardly
noticed that she was calling a dinner lady who was younger than she
was, miss. Her subservience to authority was becoming more and more
ingrained.

“I’ve a good
mind to call over one of your teachers right now and make a
complaint to her.”

Jessica could
feel the tears already forming in her beautiful green eyes.

“No,
please...I’m sorry. It...it’s my fault if anything, sorry
miss.”

The course
young woman smiled nastily and dropped a small hot dog, two buns
and half a spoonful of over-boiled green mush onto her plate.

“You make sure
you eat all that up like a good little girl,” she sniggered.

An older woman
by her side looked at Jessica closely.

“What’s your
name, girl?”

“P...please
miss, it’s Winslow, miss.”

Jessica
couldn’t help but lapse into the humiliating speech pattern that
had been drilled into her in the classroom, and blushed in
shame.

“Well, Winslow,
I’ve got my eye on you...just you wait and see, my girl.”

Jessica felt
coldness in the pit of her stomach and had to fight an overwhelming
urge to pee. Quickly she fled back to her bench trying to ignore
the high-pitched cackling from the two women. She wolfed down the
small helpings that she’d been given and topped it up with the
regulation two slices of out of date bread that she was allowed.
She barely had to time reflect upon the fact that before she had
been incarcerated, she’d never eaten a hot dog or indeed any
processed meat in her entire life. Her single glass of water barely
touched the sides of her throat. She looked around herself in the
vague hope that one of the women on her table might have left some
food, but that was clearly a forlorn hope. Out of the corner of her
eye she saw one of the dinner monitors making her way to the
serving hatch. To her horror she saw the older serving woman point
in her direction and simultaneously saw the stern-looking monitor’s
head turn to stare straight at her.


Chapter 9

 


Mrs Campbell
approved of the fact that her boarder was required by her employers
to attend a remedial typing course for two evenings a week. One,
because it was a handy way to teach the snooty little madam her
place. And two, it kept the girl occupied and prevented her from
lazing around the house and making it look untidy. Agnes Campbell
didn’t really approve of Kathryn Upton, as far as she was concerned
the girl was a spoiled brat. How she had qualified as a solicitor
in the first place was anyone’s guess, although Mrs Campbell did
have suspicions of her own. The fact that she wouldn’t pay back her
student loan was the sort of thing that drove Mrs Campbell, and
like-minded friends, to distraction. In their opinion, little
hussies like Miss Kathryn Upton deserved everything they got. Mrs
Campbell even hated Jessica’s politics. The WEP were, in her
opinion, just a group of shrieking middle-class, man-hating
harpies. To her mind their precipitous demise was simply good
riddance to bad rubbish. She had voted happily for the New
Government and was a vocal supporter.

She liked the
idea of her lodger struggling with a menial task such as typing.
She was very aware of Kathryn’s former privileged background and
was quite happy to help puncture the girl’s misplaced belief in her
own abilities. With that in mind she regularly chatted with her
acquaintances, a few of which also had decided to make some extra
money by allowing young women to board with them. One in
particular, Camilla Greaves, had explained to her the attraction of
a new Government initiative. Her young lady, Lucy, was a little
older than Kathryn and came from a similar background. Noticing
that the poor girl didn’t appear to have any friends, Camilla had
simply taken Government advice and enrolled Lucy in a local Cadet
branch. When Mrs Campbell had expressed interest in this idea, Mrs
Greaves had linked her to the National Cadet Service website which
had all the details

‘Does Your
Daughter Or Employee Have Too Much Time On Her Hands?’

The very first
line was enough for Mrs Campbell. Yes, it was very true that
Kathryn had too much time on her hands. Surely her own
self-appointed role as Katie’s de facto parent as it were,
qualified her to decide how the girl should be directed to spend
her excess time? Sure enough, further down the page was a paragraph
that set her mind at rest

‘The New
Government is pleased to announce that places on the Cadets course
are specifically reserved for Employers, Guardians, and similarly
responsible people to enrol their employees, wards, and dependents
on.’

Agnes Campbell
smiled and continued to read,

‘The Cadet
Service is provided by the New Government at no cost and is an
important part of our plan to empower our female citizens. We are
pleased to provide an environment where young ladies can enjoy
companionship, healthy outdoor activities and learn new skills in a
safe, organised environment.’

It sounded
ideal; Agnes simply scrolled down and filled in Kathryn’s personal
details. Under first name she put ‘Katie’ rather than Kathryn, it
seemed more appropriate somehow. Underneath preferred service she
put ‘Navy’, she liked their smart uniform. In the area where she
was asked if she understood that corporal punishment would be used
‘as and where appropriate’, she ticked ‘yes’.

***

A week later,
Katie Upton received an official-looking letter through the mail.
When she opened it she realised to her horror that, without
reference to her own wishes, she’d been enrolled in Cadets by her
landlady! A short argument ensued before Kathryn stormed out of the
house and went for a long, calming walk. She had a dreadful feeling
in the pit of her stomach that no good could come from her
outburst. Her fears were realised the following Monday morning,

“Katie, my
office please.”

Kathryn put
what she was doing on hold and hurried across the sales floor
before knocking on Gavin Leeman’s door. When she entered she was
shocked to see him in conversation with none other than Mrs
Campbell! What on earth was going on? She wasn’t invited to sit so
she put her hands behind her, feeling for all the world like a
naughty teenager up in front of the headmaster.

“Mrs Campbell
has been explaining to me, Katie that you are refusing to fit into
her household, is this correct?”

“I...I’ve no
idea what she means to be honest Mr Leeman.”

“What’s your
landlady’s name Katie?” Kathryn knew that tone of voice.

“Her name’s Mrs
Campbell, sir.”

“Then please
use the lady’s name Katie. Your lack of respect reflects badly on
the Company and on me.”

“Yes sir, sorry
sir.” Katie replied blushing and trying to avoid catching the eye
of her smirking landlady.

“Well?”

“I...I don’t
know what Mrs Campbell means, sir.”

“She tells me
that you’re insolent and demanding, and that you act as if you
consider yourself to be a part of the family as opposed to being
merely a lodger. She also tells me that despite her efforts to
integrate you into the local community by enrolling you in the
National Cadet Force, that you in return were both rude and
argumentative. Are these quite serious allegations true, young
lady?”

He knew she
hated being referred to as ‘young lady’, mainly because he was in
fact younger than her by a couple of months. He was such an
irritating arse, and yet he held all the cards.

“I don’t
believe so sir. I’ve always tried to fit into Mrs Campbell’s
household.”

“Are you
suggesting that Mrs Campbell is mistaken, Katie?”

Gavin Leeman
really loved making his attractive secretary squirm. She had been
an absolute bitch when she was part of the management team. She had
been snooty and arrogant and demanding but now the boot was on the
other foot. Kathryn Upton was now his secretary, a role that in his
opinion suited her perfectly. In the bad old Women’s Equality Party
era, people like Kathryn had been promoted merely because they were
women, not because they were particularly good at their job.
Nowadays however, thanks to people like his father, normal service
had, in Gavin’s mind at least, been resumed. Kathryn had been
billeted with Mrs Campbell mainly due to Gavin’s influence. He had
heard from a colleague that both she and her spoiled indulged
daughter were quite dreadful people. Where better to place his
spoiled and indulged secretary? Having invited the miserable old
woman to his office he knew at once that his choice had been
absolutely vindicated. It only remained for him to develop the
situation further.

“Well, young
lady? We’re waiting.”

Kathryn knew
she had to tread very carefully.

“As far as I’m
aware sir, Mrs Campbell and I get on fine. Perhaps I’m mistaken, if
so I apologise,”

Gavin was
loathe to admit it, but it was a good answer, deferential, but
allowing for the possibility of a mistake. Before he could think of
a reply, Mrs Campbell piped up.

“You certainly
are mistaken, Kathryn. I’ve explained you failings to your boss at
some length. Neither Jackie nor I think that you show us any real
respect. After all where would you be without us? Where would you
live if, for example, you were no longer welcome at our house? Mr
Leeman has just explained that without lodgings you couldn’t keep
this job. Without the job you’d have to arrange other lodgings at
very short notice or run the risk of being sacked. If you get
sacked from a company like Jenkinsons who’d take you on? I dare say
Mr Leeman would be in no hurry to give you a reference, and in all
honesty neither could I.”

Kathryn
realised immediately that the two of them had conspired to plan
this situation. Mrs Campbell was far too stupid to think of it
herself. With a sinking feeling she knew that she would soon be
even further under the thumb of the two of them. Gavin Leeman
smiled up at his former boss.

“Mrs Campbell
is quite correct, Katie. I’d say you owe her an apology, wouldn’t
you?”

Kathryn blinked
the tears from her eyes,

“I...I’m sorry,
Mrs Campbell. I’ll try very much harder to fit into the household
in future,” she said, trying very hard to keep the resentment from
her voice.

“And the
National Cadet Service, I assume you don’t think you’re not too
grand to give something back to the community?”

“No, sir. Of
course not, sir. It would be a pleasure.” A pleasure to give up two
precious unpaid evenings of her own time to mess about in some sort
of grown-up girl guide nonsense, she thought grimly.

“And what do
you say to Mrs Campbell?”

“Thank you, Mrs
Campbell for enrolling me in the Cadet Service, I’m ever so
grateful.”

Agnes Campbell
simpered horribly and turned to Gavin,

“I hope you
don’t mind me being presumptuous, Mr Leeman. I just thought it was
an activity that Katie might enjoy.”

“Rest assured,
Mrs Campbell, you have my complete support in this matter. I’m sure
Katie will enjoy Cadets enormously, but if she has any issues with
it, then don’t hesitate to keep me informed. In fact if you have
any other ideas or recommendations regarding young Katie’s
discipline, I’m more than willing to listen to them.”

”You’re too
kind, Mr Leeman, as it happens I do have some ideas regarding
Katie. Perhaps we could discuss them at a later date?”

“We could, Mrs
Campbell, but before you go, do you have time to witness Katie
having her bottom smacked? I really don’t like the attitude she has
shown you. In this office she is most certainly not allowed any
leeway in terms of her behaviour. I hope this doesn’t upset you in
any way?”

Agnes Campbell
struggled to keep the emotion from her voice,

“My only sense
of regret, Mr Leeman, is that Katie’s behaviour reflects badly on
both my daughter and me. Some days I’m at my wits end with
her.”

“Is that true,
Mrs Campbell? For that I can only apologise. Katie, go and get your
ruler, the big one, and bring it back here.”

Seconds later,
Kathryn Upton returned and shamefacedly handed over the long
plastic ruler that was routinely used to correct her behaviour.
Although it stung her poor backside terribly, she was also
dreadfully humiliated by the presence of her horrible old landlady
who she could see smirking at her predicament.

“Over you go,
Katie, you know the drill by now.”

Unfortunately
she did indeed know the drill. Stretched out over his desk and
having to pull her skirt over her own hips. Then the short,
agonising wait until the thick, flexible ruler bit into her plain,
white knickers. God how it hurt! Five very firm strokes with a
minute between each one so that she could ‘feel the sting’ as he
liked to describe it. The very first one made her cry, by the time
he was finished, and the little make-up that she was allowed to
wear was running down her face. Then another humiliating apology to
the amused, toad-like woman before she was allowed to leave the
room and flee to the bathroom to try and repair her make-up as best
she could.

“Where did you
say Katie would be attending Cadets, Mrs Campbell?

“At the Parade
Ground in town, Mr Leeman, Tuesday and Thursday evenings, 7pm until
9pm. Don’t worry sir; it won’t clash with her typing lessons.”

She smiled at
him ingratiatingly, and he made a note on his desk pad.

“If you could
get some pictures perhaps of young Katie in her new uniform, I
think they would be very good or office morale.”

Oh, of course
Mr Leeman, that’s such a good idea. Leave that in my hands sir.


Chapter 10

 


The change in
the Longmuir house was quite palpable. Kevin was pleased to notice
that the women in it had begun to treat him not with respect
exactly, but with slightly less outright hostility. They were both
wary now of snapping at him or ordering him to do things. Emily,
for instance, had taken to asking him if he might give her a lift
to her various destinations, rather than simply demanding he should
do so. Once, Gillian even asked him if he was actually watching a
particular TV programme before switching the channel over when he
answered in the negative. He’d also made himself a little den in
the spare bedroom in which he kept his computer and would spend
hours reading the posts on his favourite websites. It was like a
revolution was happening right in front of his eyes. There was a
huge amount of pro-New Government posts. Men posting new ideas and
advice to newbie's like Kevin. His favourite contributor posted
continually about how he had reclaimed his position as the head of
his household, how he had taken charge of the household budget, how
he decided the agenda, how his word had become law in his formerly
female-dominated house.

***

Kevin’s
ever-growing confidence had been bolstered by events at work. His
line-manager, Michelle Brown, had been arrested for membership of
an illegal organisation and for possessing seditious literature,
was in detention and was currently awaiting trial. The sales
director, Aamina Malik, had called him into her office and
discussed Ms Brown’s replacement. She seemed interested to know his
opinion and wanted to discuss the arrest and the charges relating
to it. Kevin sensed that this was his moment; he looked his boss
squarely in the eye and told her that in his opinion possession of
anti-Government literature should be heavily penalised. He told her
that many of his friends felt the same way. As he did so he
nonchalantly scratched his shoulder just by his prominently
displayed New Government membership badge. Ms Malik’s eyes opened
just that little bit wider as she digested that last piece of
information. She was an intelligent, well-read woman who kept
herself informed as to current affairs. She knew that support for
the New Government was on the rise; her Left-wing newspaper of
choice had told her so incessantly for the last couple of years. So
now it appeared that even mild-mannered Kevin was becoming more
politicised. Was he telling her that he knew more about poor
Michelle’s case? He was clearly a member of what was in her opinion
a Fascist organisation, but Michelle’s arrest and likely
imprisonment had shaken her more than she cared to admit. Did she
personally want to risk that sort of situation? It wasn’t as if
Kevin was bad at his job. A couple of days later Kevin was
installed in his own little office with the legend ‘Mr Kevin
Longmuir. Sales Manager’ attached to the door. Things were looking
up.

***

Kevin’s next
muscle-flexing exercise took place the following Thursday evening.
His stepdaughter had appeared in the living-room and informed her
mother that she was going out and that she’d be back later.

“What time,
darling? It is a school night you know.”

“I don’t know,
whatever.”

Once again,
Kevin felt that the time was right.

“I’d prefer you
not to talk to your mother like that, Emily. She’s only worried
about you, that’s all.”

“Shut up,
Kevin. This is none of your business, you can’t tell me what to
do.”

“I beg your
pardon, young lady?”

“You heard me,
Kev. You’re just the lodger around here. Nobody cares what you
think.”

Kevin looked
over at his wife and slowly shook his head,

“I really don’t
think that your daughter should talk to me that way, do you
dear?”

“I...I don’t
think so Kevin, no.”

Emily looked at
her mother in astonishment. She’d never taken Kevin’s side in an
argument, ever. In fact she’d often encouraged her to question
Kevin’s feeble attempt to establish any sort of parental authority.
She shook her head angrily, whatever.

“Where are you
going, Emily, at this time of night when you know you have school
tomorrow?”

“I don’t think
it’s any of your business Kevin, do you?”

“Do you know
what, Emily? I think it is my business. I also think that were I to
contact Corporal Zafar right now that he’d confirm my opinion. What
do you think, Gillian dear?”

He was pleased
to see Gillian blush at the mere mention of the young policeman’s
name.

“I think that
this time Kevin may be right, darling.”

“Are you
telling me that I can’t go out to visit my friends, mum?”

“She’s telling
you that while you are perfectly at liberty to visit your friends,
9.30 on a school night is hardly the ideal time to do it. I’m
telling you that considering that you have important exams looming,
that you should take your coat off, go back up to your room, take
out your school books and revise.”

She stared
furiously at him, but he was unmoved.

“I could always
phone that other young policeman, Constable Majid was it, if you’d
prefer?”

“I hate you
both!” she screamed as she stomped noisily back up the stairs and
slammed her door shut.

With a
contented sigh, Kevin settled back into his armchair and turned his
attention back to the TV. Half an hour later he called over to his
wife and requested a cup of tea, when she returned with a tray
laden with cups, saucers, milk and a teapot, he sent her back to
bring out some biscuits. He could tell that the incident with her
daughter had rattled her confidence. She was beginning to realise
that her quiet husband was no longer the weak-willed pushover that
she thought he was.

“I’m going to
visit a client tomorrow, darling. I’d prefer to take your car if
that’s okay? The customer’s a major player in the market and it’s
potentially a very big deal for me.”

“Erm...of
course, dear. I d...don’t actually need it tomorrow anyway.
Traffic’s becoming a bit of a nightmare in town.”

She still
hadn’t told him that she’d recently lost her private parking space
at work, it seemed demeaning somehow to have to keep moving the car
to avoid the wardens. Although she was trying to ignore the topic
it appeared that it was only the female executives who had lost
their privileges. When she had queried the decision, her male boss
had laughed it off and told her that they were only following
guidelines regarding female safety at work as laid out by the
Government.

“Could I get a
lift with you in the morning?”

“Afraid not, my
love. I’m going in diametrically the opposite direction. You don’t
mind going on the bus do you, the stop’s only half a mile or so
away?”

“No, no, that’s
quite okay.”

“I’ll have time
to photograph you for the Constables though, if that’s what’s
worrying you?”

“Thank you,
darling.”

She managed to
squeeze out the words without shouting at him. Having her shoes and
underwear photographed every morning was terribly humiliating, but
what could she do? No photo meant a visit from Constables Zafar and
Majid; such visits invariably meant her bare backside being
punished in the most shameful of ways. Far better just to grin and
bear it until her horrible ordeal was over.

***

The following
morning Kevin, as usual, was out of bed before her. Not so that he
could bring her tea in bed that she used to enjoy, but to rifle
through her underwear drawer in order to decide what she should go
to work in.

“Black
stockings with the white suspender belt, I think, and your higher
black heels. I know the young Constable likes those. He mentions
them often enough. Which knickers though, which ones do you think,
dear? The cornflower blue ones are very nice. And your dark suit,
that would go nicely together, you have made sure the hem’s no more
than an inch above your knee haven’t you? There’s no sense in
risking upsetting anyone, is there?”

He took out his
phone and photographed her as she prepared herself. It was all so
utterly demeaning, but on the other hand it was far better than
being summoned back to that dreadful police cell.

“Kevin, how
long do you think this is going to go on for?”

“What do you
mean, darling? The photographs? I imagine until the Constables are
happy that you’ve learned your lesson, what do you think?”

“B...but it’s
so horrible; can’t you see how much I hate it? Isn’t there anything
we can do?”

Despite his
carefully maintained expression of sympathy, Kevin was inwardly
gloating at his wife’s predicament. Dressed as she was in just her
underwear and high heels, she didn’t come across as an aggressive,
thrusting executive. Her tears didn’t really move him either, quite
the opposite in fact. He quite enjoyed her confusion and obvious
unhappiness. The accumulated insults and belittling he’d suffered
over the years weren’t even close to being repaid. Nevertheless he
hugged her to his chest, enjoying the feeling as his manhood
stirred.

“Don’t worry,
darling. I’ll have a word with our two young men. I’ll see what I
can do; I’ll take care of it.”

Her gentle,
grateful, sobbing into his shirt front was an amusing first
repayment on the debt that she was about to unwittingly incur.


Chapter 11

 


Jessica Winslow
was occupied in peeling an absolute mountain of potatoes. She was
dressed in her skimpy work clothes that were protected by a large,
white, frilly apron that went over her head and was secured behind
her by a large bow. From the front her apron made her look like any
one of the many assistants that worked in the Centre’s large
kitchen. From behind, however, it was clear that Jessica had
received a very thorough spanking. Her backside was naked, both her
skimpy shorts and her tiny knickers had been pulled to her knees.
Someone appeared to have painted the area from the top of her cute
little buttocks to the back of her knees, the same uniform red
colour. A closer look at the woman’s face revealed that she had
been crying, and crying quite heavily. Every so often she’d sniff
and wipe her eyes and her nose with the back of her hand.

“Winslow!”
bellowed a voice from somewhere behind her. “Are those bloody
potatoes done yet, how much longer do you need, girl?”

Jessica could
feel the tears in her eyes again,

“No,
miss...sorry, miss. They’re nearly done, miss.”

Ever since
she’d come under the thumb of Mrs Bridger her miserable life had
become even worse. The formidable kitchen manager treated her like
some sort of Victorian kitchen skivvy. Every dirty, greasy job was
saved for her, cleaning out the ovens, washing up, scrubbing the
grimy kitchen floor on her hands and knees. The work was
never-ending. Ever since the serving-hatch incident, Mrs Bridger
seemed to have taken a particular dislike to her. After she’d been
pointed out and accused of insolence and disrespect, the monitor
had simply ordered her to touch her toes and then leathered her
backside with the short straps that they habitually carried. She’d
also been reported to the Governor, Mr Maltby who had caned her
over his desk in the presence of Mrs Bridger and most
humiliatingly, the young dining-room assistant who she was judged
to have disrespected by complaining about the size of the portions
she had received. Despite protesting her innocence she was given a
solid half dozen with his whippy stick which soon reduced her to
hysterical tears. Following her apologies to both smirking women,
Mr Maltby directed that she should spend the next month working as
a kitchen under-assistant.

So now that was
where she found herself, the assistant to the dining-room
assistant. Her position and status at Seren Systems now seemed like
a distant dream. Her high-powered meetings and expensive clothes
seemed unreal somehow. Had she really been in charge of a
department of thirty people? Was she the former financial director
of a company that turned over millions? If that was true, why was
she so worried about the size of the potato peelings that she was
creating? The half-witted young dining-room assistant who was now
her immediate superior had only just finished strapping Jessica’s
backside for leaving too much potato on the skins and thereby
creating waste. Cutting them more carefully, however, took that
much longer and the girl had already promised her another strapping
if she didn’t buck her ideas up. Frantically she redoubled her
efforts and scrubbed away at the horrible things. Before being sent
to Southfields she’d hardly ever cooked anything for herself. She
virtually lived on expense account lunches and takeaways in the
evening. She was hardly a domestic goddess, she accepted that. But
on the other hand she had no real intention of ever becoming one;
in fact before her incarceration she had seriously considered
employing a maid. Which was ironic when she considered the fact
that she was, in effect, a maid herself at the present time.

The door behind
her swung open. Without turning her head she knew that it was Miss
Jane. That was another shameful situation, being required to call a
19 year old yokel, miss. The smirking young girl had insisted on
it, and whatever she insisted on carried the authority of Mrs
Bridger. The kitchen manager had rapidly become one of the hated
and most feared people in Jessica’s life. She was loud and
aggressive, and would not accept ‘cheek’ from anyone, certainly not
from anyone as low in the hierarchy as Jessica. Her assistants
regularly felt the slap of her calloused hand across the back of
their legs whenever they displeased her. She seemed to view Jessica
as a particular challenge to her authority, which was probably as a
reaction to Jessica’s upper class accent and manners. The woman
couldn’t bear to think of anyone looking down on her, and Jessica’s
entire demeanour seemed to suggest exactly that. When she first
reported to Mrs Bridger for kitchen duty, the woman had taken a
particular delight in belittling Jessica in front of half a dozen,
amused assistants. That first meeting had ended with Jessica
upended over the woman’s plump knees having her bare bottom
belaboured with a large wooden spoon. How she’d kicked and cried
and struggled, and how the assistants had laughed and jeered at the
amusing spectacle.

After standing
hands on head with her shorts pulled to her ankles and he blazing
bottom on display for 15 minutes, she was introduced to Miss Jane
and informed that from now on the young girl would be in charge of
her. She found out later that Jane Cowgill was the youngest
assistant in the kitchen, but that nevertheless Jessica was
expected to treat her with the utmost respect. Although she was
fairly stupid, and her personal hygiene left a lot to be desired,
Jane enjoyed total dominion over the former cool ,young
professional woman. She didn’t like Jessica and she made it plain,
the woman reminded her of all the pretty, entitled bitches at
school who’d laughed at her and mocked her appearance. Well, now it
was her turn to play the mean bitch, and she played it with a
vengeance. Mrs Bridger had told Jane that so long as she didn’t go
too far, Jessica Winslow’s discipline was largely down to her.
Power, she now understood, was a beautiful thing. Rather than being
the subject of discipline and being at everyone’s beck and call,
Jane was experiencing the heady pleasures of handing out orders and
punishments whenever she wanted.

Setting the
posh bitch to peel potatoes had been a very good idea. Clearly she
was unused to domestic labour of any kind and therefore wasn’t very
good at it. And, as an extra benefit, there wasn’t a ‘right’ way to
peel potatoes and therefore Jane could criticise and complain to
her mean little heart’s content. She could tell the former
executive was panicking just because she was stood right behind
her, which was a delicious feeling. She reached forward and took a
piece of Jessica’s glowing red backside between her thumb and
forefinger and nipped it cruelly. She was rewarded with a high
pitched squeal of pain.

“What are you
doing, Winslow? Are you completely stupid? In a couple of hours
there will be a couple of hundred hungry girls here waiting for
their dinner, do I have to tell them that it’s not ready because
you haven’t worked hard enough to peel a few potatoes?”

“Please, miss.
N...no, miss,” she stuttered. “I’m working as hard as I can
miss.”

She had in fact
peeled a reasonable amount, Jane reluctantly admitted to herself
and she should know as it was generally one of her many chores,
however she wasn’t about to admit that. She drew a flabby hand back
and slapped the trembling woman across her right bottom cheek.

“Owowww.” Cried
out Jessica, “P...please, miss.”

“I’m rapidly
running out of patience with you, Winslow; get a move on, girl.
There’s an entire storage room floor that needs scrubbing once
you’ve finished peeling! I’ll be back in twenty minutes and you had
better have finished by then. I’m going to bring the strap with me
just in case you haven’t.”

Jessica had got
her wish for an indoor job, but my goodness she was regretting that
wish now. She wouldn’t have minded working outdoors with the snow
billowing around her ankles, if only she could be free of Miss Jane
and Mrs Bridger. Quickly wiping her tears away she hurried on with
her seemingly never-ending task, only another two hours to go.


Chapter 12

 


Barbara Glover
was stood ramrod stiff at attention in front of Mr Maltby’s desk.
Mr Maltby was the deputy governor at Southfields RC and therefore a
very important man. In Barbara’s eyes at the current time he was
the most important man. Mr Maltby was the man who decided
when or if a Southfields inmate was suitably penitent and therefore
eligible to be released from her period of captivity. He was
carefully reading her file as she stood in front of him; every so
often he would glance up at her. Barbara was one of his favourites.
She was plump and red-haired; he particularly liked feisty red
heads. Not only did Barbara’s temper earn her a larger than average
amount of punishment, but her beautiful pale skin marked so
beautifully. He remembered with pleasure her first few weeks at
Southfields. She must have been caned at least two or three times a
week, but that still didn’t seem enough to tame her. According to
some of her teachers she still carried a conviction that women were
at least as capable as men. That had amused him, the clear
inference that women could be considered superior to men. Her
obvious feminist beliefs and behaviour had seen her original three
month sentence increased to a six month one. Now it was his job to
assess her level of contrition and either allow her release or
increase her sentence by a month for the fourth time.

Barbara had
been stood at attention for so long that she had started to tremble
a little. She daren’t relax, however. She couldn’t give the man in
front of her an excuse to keep her in this dreadful place for
another month. She had suffered all sorts of indignities since
she’d been incarcerated in this gloomy prison. At first she thought
she’d just tough it out. What was three months after all? Perhaps
she’d use the time to learn a new language or write letters of
complaint to the relevant authorities. She almost smiled at her own
naivety. Nowadays her day started at 6am with a jarring alarm bell
going off. Cross country and then a meagre breakfast followed.
Lessons started at 7.30am and went on until 2pm, interrupted only
by a thirty minute lunch break. From 2pm until 6pm she’d be
involved in some sort of physical work detail. Dinner was at 7pm,
prep was from 7.30 to 9pm, and bedtime was 10.15. She had thirty
minutes per day of unsupervised free time, during which she was
generally too tired to do anything constructive.

Over the past
few weeks she’d been on her best behaviour. She’d tried very hard
with her school work, she’d learnt to parrot the New Government
line until it was almost second nature. She’d written essay after
essay exposing the evils of socialism and feminism. She’d gone days
with only the lightest of bare-bottom spankings. Even her uniform
was always immaculate nowadays; she certainly didn’t want to
accumulate pointless demerits. Perversely she was rather proud of
her ability to reform herself and to fit in with the demands of
Southfields RC. But enough was enough; she was missing her family
and her boyfriend, especially her considerate, loving, well-endowed
boyfriend. She was even missing her old job at Jenkinsons; perhaps
they’d managed to survive without her?

Her
reminiscences were interrupted by a cough from her interviewer.

“If you’re
quite ready, Glover?”

Barbara made
herself concentrate; being inattentive right now would be
foolish.

“Yes sir, of
course sir,” she stiffened as she spoke, trying to thrust out her
breasts. Trying to remind Mr Maltby that she was still an
attractive, sexy woman underneath her juvenile uniform.

“I can see from
your report, young lady, that you’ve had your sentence increased
three times. What do you think about that?”

This was a
common enough question to which she had a well-rehearsed
answer.

“I think that
the increases were entirely justified sir. They have given me time
to reflect on my faults and attempt to rectify them sir.”

“Very good,
Glover, what about your original sentence? Was that too harsh do
you think?”

Barbara
recalled the sentencing very well. She’d been groped by two
horrible men in a train on her daily commute. She’d shouted at
them, something about perverts and scum as she recalled. As a
result she’d been arrested rather than them! The outcome was that
she’d been tried and found guilty on the testimony of the two men
who’d assaulted her, plus the CCTV evidence which had been
manipulated to show her shouting at the two middle-aged men for no
apparent reason. The penalty was a six month visit to Southfields
Re-education Centre.

“No sir, my
sentence was entirely justified in light of the evidence the
magistrates were given.”

There was no
trial as such; there weren’t any jurors for example. The two men
weren’t required to appear in court and be cross-examined. Their
statement and the doctored CCTV had been enough for the three male
magistrates to consign her to Southfields’ tender mercies. The
whole process had taken about twenty minutes. Within ten further
minutes she was installed in the back of a Southfields RC vehicle
and on her way to prison. She knew that Mr Maltby was aware of all
these facts of course. She knew that he was simply playing a game
with her, toying with her and attempting to get her to say
something which would enable him to extend her time.

“Good, good
it’s always pleasant to hear an inmate understand why she is being
punished and for her to willingly accept that punishment.”

“Yes sir, thank
you sir.”

“In that case
Glover, I’m giving serious consideration to your case. Perhaps the
time has come for you to leave our jolly institution and to re-take
your place in society?”

Barbara smiled
radiantly, it had worked! Her plan to keep her nose clean and to
accept her position at Southfields had worked. Soon she’d be
home.

“I’m glad that
statement makes you happy, Glover, but your release is far from
guaranteed.”

Barbara felt as
if her stomach had turned to ice.

“You see, young
lady despite your attempts to appear penitent, I’m not entirely
convinced. Don’t forget I’ve seen many a manipulative girl in your
position, and I know all the tricks. Here, for example is a note to
me from your form master, please read it aloud,

“Glover has
been at Southfields for six months now, and her behaviour has
certainly improved. However the question is has it improved enough?
She is less rebellious, but is she merely acting a part? Does she
still harbour some of the dangerous ideas that she brought to this
institution? My advice would be to err on the side of caution and
increase her sentence by at least a month’

Regards,

Stephen
Meadows.”

Barbara could
feel her previous optimism begin to ebb away. She’d tried so hard
and kept out of trouble for so long! And yet here was a note from
Mr Meadows suggesting that her unjust sentence should be extended
yet again! What did she have to do to escape this horrible place?
It was all so unfair, so unjust. All she wanted now was to go home
to her parents’ familiar house and be with them and all her friends
again.

“Now this
please, one from one of your older Masters”

“Glover was a
rebellious little girl when she was sent to Southfields and remains
one to this day. In my opinion her original sense was far too
lenient. I suggest that she needs to have her sentence started
afresh in order to give us another six months to beat her Left wing
attitudes out of her.

Best
Regards

F...Frank
L...Lowery.”

Barbara could
hardly speak when she handed the note back to Maltby. Her eyes were
so full of tears that the words on it had blurred into an
indistinct mess. Mr Maltby leaned back in his chair and steepled
his fingers. This sort of situation was what made his job so
worthwhile.

“The question
remains, young Miss Glover, what are we to do with you? On the one
hand I have positive reviews from some of your tutors and I myself
see a certain amount of penitence from you, but on the other I have
some damning indictments. Mr Lowery for example clearly sees no
real improvement in your behaviour. I imagine that beginning your
sentence from scratch would certainly give him time to beat your
left-wing attitudes out of you as he so eloquently describes them,
don’t you?”

Barbara was
simply too shocked to reply at first. She fondly imagined that she
had manipulated the system to her advantage. She’d endured six
terrible months of these misogynist bastards, and she’d won out in
the end. But increasingly that was looking like it wasn’t the case.
Was the man in front of her seriously suggesting that she had to
serve an additional six months? She wouldn’t, she just
couldn’t!

“Please sir, I
have reformed really I have. I’m not the same person I was when I
came here. You have to believe me sir...please sir!”

She knew her
begging made her sound pathetic but she just didn’t care. Just the
idea that her sentence might be arbitrarily extended yet again had
quite crushed her. Her last remaining bit of spirit had been
broken; she could feel herself begin to cry. Slowly, humiliatingly
she slid to her knees and looked up in supplication.

“I’ll do
anything sir...please sir...I’m different now.”


Chapter 13

 


All Kevin’s
hard work was at last beginning to pay off, quite literally so. A
couple of grand in cash pressed into Constable Zafar’s grateful
palm had been enough to buy off the attention of the local police
force. Although it seemed a lot at the time, Kevin knew in his
heart that it was relative small change in the scheme of things. In
return for his generosity, he’d persuaded his wife that a part of
the deal was that he, as the male of the household had to be seen
to have charge of it. As a consequence, Gillian had to transfer her
current account and her four savings accounts over to him. The
ownership of the large, five bed roomed house, and the ownership of
her silver Mercedes were also signed over to Kevin, and finally,
Gillian’s salary was to be paid directly into Kevin’s own current
account. The most amusing part as far as he was concerned was that
Gillian was really grateful for his help. He’d spun her a yarn of
course, suggesting that he’d taken a firm attitude with the two
young policeman, even hinted that he’d threatened them with
physical violence. But now, as far as she was concerned, the affair
was settled. There would be no more ‘routine visits’ from the
police to the house and almost as importantly, no more humiliating
photos.

Kevin had of
course insisted that there would be changes. For example he would,
from now on, be taking a more personal interest in his
stepdaughter’s upbringing. There would certainly not be any more
late nights without his express permission; similarly the whole
area of discipline as far as Emily was concerned would have to be
tightened up. He was concerned that the girl lacked a certain
amount of respect and didn’t Gillian agree? Still shell-shocked by
her own rapid demotion within the household hierarchy, Gillian
could only nod her head and reluctantly confirm his opinion;
perhaps she had been too soft with Emily after all? Kevin had
informed her that her daughter’s grades at school were sliding, and
that just couldn’t be allowed, not with her important exams on the
horizon. He wanted her to consider employing a tutor for Emily in
the subjects that she was struggling with, and she’d promised to
give it serious consideration. He also wanted Gillian to come home
straight from school and not to hang around the street corners like
‘some sort of delinquent.’ Gillian wanted to tell him that Emily
was eighteen now and surely that should be her decision rather than
Kevin’s, but the words just wouldn’t come. Rather than confront him
she merely nodded her head in meek acquiescence.

***

The reality for
Emily struck home the very next time she sauntered into the living
room and asked her mother for £20 so that she could go shopping
with her friends. She noticed her mother’s eyes flicker with
confusion rather than reach for her purse, which was her normal
reaction to any demand from Emily for cash.

“We’ve decided,
Emily, that in future it would be more appropriate for you to ask
me for any money that you think you need, rather than your
mother.”

“What!?” Emily
asked in an amused tone. “Who do you think you are? Mummy has all
the money in this house, why would I have to ask you for it?”

“Your mother
and I have agreed that from now on, I’ll be in sole change of the
household money. If you want anything, you need to ask me for it.
Now, what did you want that £20 for?”

Emily looked at
him opened mouthed and then turned to her mother,

“Is this true,
mummy? Does little Kevin dole out the money now?”

“It is true,
dear, but I do wish you wouldn’t talk like that, it’s quite
disrespectful to refer to your father like that.”

“He’s not my
bloody father, he’s the bloody lodger that you married for some
reason!” bellowed the girl furiously. “And I’m not asking him for
money, ever!”

Once again the
door slammed shut as she stormed away. Kevin Longmuir tutted to his
wife, shook his head sorrowfully, and hid himself behind his
newspaper. He laughed to himself, things were going exactly to plan
just as his favourite website had predicted.

The following
morning he didn’t photograph his wife, he simply lay back in bed
and sipped at the tea she’d brought him. He was watching her dress
again, he wanted her to know that he could still dictate her
outfits if necessary even though he wasn’t using his camera any
more. He’d suggested her blue, pleated skirt teamed with a smart,
red blazer, something to which she readily agreed.

“What time does
the bus leave darling? You’d better get a move on, don’t want to be
late for work do you? Whatever would Mr Chambers say?”

“Are you going
into work today, Kevin? I’m a little pressed for time this morning;
I’d appreciate a lift if you are.”

“I’m afraid
not, old girl. I’m working from home this morning but I’ll need the
Merc this afternoon.

“I wonder if
Emily would give me a lift, I’ll go and wake her now. If we
hurry...”

“I wouldn’t
waste your time, darling. I cancelled her car insurance last
night.”

“B...but why?
How will she get to school today?”

“Afraid I won’t
put up with her rudeness to us anymore. It’s staying that way until
I receive an apology at least.”

She looked at
him in confused astonishment.

“Do close your
mouth, darling, you look quite ridiculous. And hurry up now; you
don’t want to miss that bus do you? Mr Chambers wouldn’t like
that.”

***

She pulled her
coat on and hurried for the door, only to be called back and kissed
by her husband before being chivvied back out of the door. Kevin
watched her go before wandering back to his cup of tea and his
morning newspaper. Making her walk a half mile to the bus stop in
her high heels was quite amusing, he did like the way her bottom
wobbled beneath her tight skirt. Absorbed in his newspaper he
didn’t realise that thirty minutes had flown by. By his watch it
was 8.15, Emily was due in class by 9.00, he smiled to himself and
moved to the sports section. Ten minutes later there was the sound
of frantic feet on the upstairs landing. Five minutes after that,
Emily came bounding down the stairs and crashed into the kitchen.
She was dressed in her usual uniform but was still struggling with
her navy blue tie. Once it was fastened, she pulled and twisted her
dark hair into a sort of makeshift ponytail and secured it with an
elastic band. Quickly she dragged out a bowl and filled it with
cereal and milk. She turned to Kevin,

“Why didn’t you
wake me? You must have known I’d be late for school! And where’s
mummy, why didn’t she wake me?”

Kevin smiled
back at her which only served to make her angrier,

“I’m afraid
that waking you is not our job any more, precious. That is until
you’re prepared to treat us both with some sort of respect.”

“What do you
mean, what on earth are you talking about? I’m going to be late for
school, don’t you even care?”

“I can’t say I
do to be honest, Emmy.”

She hauled her
navy blue blazer off the coat stand and grabbed at her schoolbag.
She made her way to the small table in the hall and searched the
surface.

“Oh God! Where
the hell are my keys? Have you seen my car keys, Kevin!?”

“I have indeed
my dear, both sets are in the pocket of my dressing-gown, here in
fact,” he jangled the keys together to make his point.

“Wha...are you
crazy? Just give them to me; can’t you see I’m in a hurry?

“I’m afraid I
can’t do that, young lady. Your mother and I cancelled the
insurance on the car last night.”

She looked at
him in bewilderment.

“But what do
you mean? I don’t understand? You can’t just do that...”

“As I explained
last night, Emmy, I decide how and why the money in this house is
spent from now on. Didn’t you shout that you wouldn’t ask me for
money, ever? Well, until you do ask me nicely, you won’t be getting
any. I do hope that’s clear enough for you? And by the way,
precious, it’s nearly 8.40, better run if you’re going to get to
school on time, hey?”

Emily slammed
out of the front door furiously. How dare he, how dare that bloody
little creep deny her what was rightfully hers? Just wait till
mummy heard about this! He should just be thrown out of the house,
really he should be. It wasn’t as if he did anything around the
house even, mummy earned far more than he did and all he wanted to
do was spend her hard-earned money. She cursed to herself as she
marched aggressively down the street and towards the bus stop, if
she ran she might just catch the next bus, but even then she was
probably going to be late. Damn that little prick! Somehow he’d
wheedled his way around her mother, but there was no way that
situation was going to last. No way at all, if she had anything to
do with it!


Chapter 14

 


Jessica sat
back on her heels and stretched her aching back. She was absolutely
exhausted and covered in dirt and grime. Her tight, blue T-shirt
was clinging to her and the smell of her own sweat was quite
overpowering. Once she’d finished the damned potatoes she was sent
to the damp, miserable store room at the back of the building.
Armed with some bleach, a well-used scrubbing brush and a bucket of
rapidly cooling water she was directed to scrub the stone floor
‘until it gleamed’. She had been on her hands and knees for over an
hour and was now hungry and tired. She daren’t stop though, Miss
Jane had told to carry on working until she arrived to collect her,
but without a watch or a clock on the wall she had no real idea of
the time. She particularly didn’t want the fat little sadist to
arrive unexpectedly and find her not working, although Miss Jane
barely needed an excuse to thrash her.

***

Jane Cowgill
glanced at her watch, it was important to time this correctly. That
posh bitch would surely have finished scrubbing by now, but there
still just enough time to check on her work before Mrs Bridger
started to miss her. Making sure that nobody noticed her leave, she
quickly made her way to the store room. She could feel herself
starting to get excited already. She was pretty much at the bottom
of the staff hierarchy at Southfields; she was under no illusion
about that. Despite that, she was obviously much higher up the
social pecking order than any of the inmates. It wasn’t often that
she got to throw her not inconsiderable weight around, and she
intended to take full advantage of her opportunity. Quietly she
entered the room, turned and locked the door behind her. She was
gratified to see the woman following her instructions and still
labouring at her menial job. She watched her work for a few
seconds. Like many of the staff, she took a particular pleasure in
humiliating and demeaning the more well-spoken, upper-class sort of
women. Before working at Southfields she’d hardly ever come into
social contact with the sort of posh, snooty women that the inmates
seemed largely to be made up of. The only women she knew like that
were teachers, government officials, or girls who had gone to
University and now had jobs in offices.

“Winslow, over
here, girl!”

She shouted
across to the woman who was startled by her voice. One thing she’d
learned at Southfields was that shouting in an authoritative manner
always seemed to work. The inmates, she noticed, seem to respond
automatically to being shouted at.

“No, girl, stay
on your knees!”

She could feel
herself growing damper by the second. Watching the well-educated
woman crawl across to her on hands and knees was quite
intoxicating. The tired looking woman eventually reached her and
looked up. Jane even found the look on her face exciting. It was as
if she’d accepted defeat, and her subservient role. Casually, Jane
leaned forward and slapped Jessica across the cheek. She was
rewarded with an exclamation of shock and pain, encouraged by the
woman’s compliance she slapped her other cheek just a little bit
harder. Ignoring the woman’s tears she grabbed Jessica by her
little pigtails and dragged her towards her. With one hand she
quickly pulled up her white dress and thrust Jessica underneath
it.

“Start licking,
bitch, I’ll show you what happens to girls who can’t follow
instructions.”

Holding the
woman’s hair tightly she squeezed Jessica’s face into her knickers.
She pulled at the woman’s red hair even harder.

“Lick my
panties you stuck-up ginger bitch, don’t pretend you don’t know
what to do!”

Jessica was
shocked and horrified, lick her? Surely she didn’t mean...

“Get your
upper-class tongue in my fanny, you cow, and start licking, I won’t
tell you again!”

Jane slapped
her victim around the side of her head to emphasise the point. She
wasn’t very clever, but she did know how to use her size and her
mean attitude to get what she wanted. After all, she’d bullied many
a smaller, younger girl in her time.

Tentatively,
Jessica applied the tip of her tongue to Miss Jane’s rancid
smelling underwear. Urggh, it was quite horrible, didn’t the fat
girl ever wash? The force on the back of her head increased and she
was made to apply more pressure to the younger girl’s lips. She
could now, to her horror taste her obvious arousal. Jane pulled her
head up and down impatiently, making Jessica’s tongue run up and
down her slit. Jane couldn’t help groaning in pleasure, she’d done
this sort of thing before of course but forcing such a snooty bitch
like this was just fantastic. The vision in Jane’s head was that of
beautiful Jessica Winslow in a smart suit in a nice office,
ordering minions like her around. That image made the current
situation even more exciting. She reached under her dress and
pulled her sodden knickers to one side.

“Get your
tongue inside me, right now!” she panted.

Jessica obeyed;
she just wanted the whole thing to be over. She’d been beaten and
worked to a state of exhaustion, and now this! She was very
definitely straight and this just wasn’t any sort of pleasure. She
ran her tongue the entire length of Jane’s engorged lips and then
slid it inside the girl, who responded by writhing her hips and
thrusting into her. Jessica was inexperienced but she tried to make
up for it with enthusiasm, if she had to make this fat, sweaty
bitch cum just for it to be over, so be it She began to lap
vigorously and slid her tongue around Jane’s pulsating clitoris.
The effect was almost instantaneous, Jane bucked and writhed and
pulled Jessica even further into her. It took just one more
concentrated bout of frenzied licking and then Miss Jane climaxed
all over Jessica’s sweat-sodden, grimy face. The girl threw her
head back and stared sightlessly at the ceiling as she tensed and
relaxed, ohhh that was sooo good.

Hastily
gathering herself she glanced at her watch, shit, only a couple of
minutes to go! She pulled her dress back down and thrust an
exhausted Jessica to one side.

“Go and wash
your face you silly bitch, do you want Mrs Bridger to find you like
this?” She hissed.

***

Jessica didn’t
want to attract Mrs Bridger’s attention under any circumstances,
and certainly not like this. She hurried to the sink and quickly
washed Miss Jane’s intimate juices from her flushed face. She
quickly poured the contents of the filthy bucket down the sink and
tidied away the brush and the cleaning equipment. Jane meanwhile
had surreptitiously unlocked the door and checked that the coast
was clear, she ushered Jessica through it and back down the empty
corridors to the main kitchen. Mrs Bridger looked at them both and
then examined her watch.

“Just in time
ladies, how did our disgraced former accountant manage, Jane? Was
her work in the store room up to scratch, do you think?”

“She was okay,
I guess, Mrs Bridger. No more than adequate, she could do with more
practise if you ask me.”

“Take her back
upstairs please, Jane. She smells like she belongs in a sty.”

As they walked
away, Jane whispered ,

“Hope you
enjoyed that, piggy. If you like your pretty face as it is right
now, you’ll keep it a secret, understood?”

She pinched
Jessica’s arm painfully, the woman squealed and rubbed her upper
arm.

“Yes, Miss
Jane,” she replied.


Chapter 15

 


Anthony Aston.
Minister for Social Cohesion glanced at his watch and reached for
his intercom.

“Call me when
Sir Bernard is in the building please, Miss Hewitt.”

“Certainly,
sir.”

Aston leaned
back in his chair. He was looking forwards to his meeting with Sir
Bernard Pomfrett. He didn’t particularly like the man of course,
who did for that matter? But when all said and done, Pomfrett was
an integral part of the rise of the New Government. The Leader
absolutely doted on him. Despite his obvious personal defects it
was Pomfrett’s scheming and planning and technical knowledge that
had made his own job that much easier and more rewarding. Social
Cohesion was seen as the place to work now, and as its star had
risen, so had his own. Certain people within the Party were now
mentioning his name as a future Senior Minister, and it was mainly
down to the brains of one fairly unpleasant little man.

Sir Bernard’s
technical knowledge and almost religious fervour had helped change
the nature of intelligence-gathering forever. Never had a country
had quite so many cameras watching and reporting on its own people.
Using his vast experience the old man had installed a fantastic
system of surveillance linked to a specialist New Government
facility that employed many hundreds of people to disseminate it.
Intelligence gathering was all very well and good, but Sir Bernard
wanted more and had ideas about how to achieve that. His work had
come to the attention of the leader, of course. Plain Bernard
Pomfrett as he was then duly became a favourite of the Leader and
one of his most trusted acolytes. It was Pomfrett’s idea to trial
his idea by issuing free Security Bands to those that wanted them.
The idea was that the bands gave out a constant signal and when
fastened to the wrist could identify to within a metre where the
wearer was. They couldn’t be removed without a special code and
therefore they were ideal in preventing abduction or simply getting
lost. They were given away for free, and without a huge fanfare.
Nevertheless, there was a significant uptake, particularly by
parents and those with aging relatives. In a couple of high-profile
cases, which were reported on endlessly by the tame Government
media outlets, they were directly responsible for saving a
life.

All this led to
more kudos for the New Government, but the real reward was that
unknown to the general public, the Bands were recording and
forwarding conversations as well as issuing a constant signal. All
at once the New Government had an extra pair of ears in thousands
of unwitting households up and down the country. Aston rubbed his
temples at the naivety of his fellow countrymen. Didn’t they
realise what the Bands were capable of? Nowadays they contained the
entire history of its wearer. And the beauty of the system was that
nobody was any the wiser. It was this level of organisation that
enabled the New Government to function so efficiently. Once Sir
Bernard’s idea had been proven to work he was pretty much given a
free hand by the Leader. He’d gone away and worked on another
scheme and apparently it was bigger and more far-reaching than the
Security Band idea. He could hardly contain his impatience, what
did that sly old bastard have this time?

Just then his
desktop buzzer sounded.

“Sir Bernard
for you, sir.”

“Thank you,
Miss Hewitt.”

Pomfrett looked
the attractive young woman up and down, mentally undressing her,
trying to assess her blowjob skills. It wasn’t anything personal,
that’s what he did with every woman he met. This time though, Miss
Hewitt held his gaze. After all she was PPS to the Minister and
therefore untouchable even to a man as warped and determined as he
was. Pomfrett smiled to himself as he turned away, if only that
particularly arrogant bitch knew what plans for her.

***

The two men
exchanged pleasantries and Aston settled down to listen to what Sir
Bernard had to say. Thirty minutes later he was shaking his head in
admiration, you to hand it to the old man; despite his unsavoury
personality he was really quite brilliant. His determination to
extend the State’s reach into every corner of its own citizen’s
lives was very impressive. His next plan, at least as the minister
understood it, was to create a public demand for healthy living.
The central part of this was to be the distribution of free ‘Health
Bands’ to the entire population. Ostensibly they were to be used to
gather personal health details to create personal databases for
everyone. That data would then be used to create individual
training plans for everyone irrespective of age, sex, or physical
condition. In reality of course they would also be used to gather
information useful to the State because, in the same way as the
Security Bands, they could also be used as recording devices.

“I’ve already
discussed this with the Leadership, Minister. As you can imagine
they are very interested in the development of my new device.”

Aston nodded
his head enthusiastically; oh he could quite imagine how interested
they were!

“I asked
specifically that this might be rolled out through your department,
Anthony, rather than establish a new one. I was impressed with your
support during the early months of the Cadet experiment, and I
think we work well together.”

Anthony Aston
could hardly believe his ears, this was going to be absolutely
huge, and thanks to Pomfrett’s patronage his department and more
importantly, his name would be constantly mentioned within the
internal workings of the Leadership.

“Well that’s
very good of you, old boy. I’m sure we can work well together.”

Pomfrett rose
and extended his hand to seal the deal.

“Marvellous,
I’m glad that’s settled. There is one small item, the Leader
suggested that I should choose someone with whom to liaise, someone
we both know and trust within your department. I’ve chosen your
Miss Hewitt, is that her name? The delightful young lady I just
met? Hope that’s not too inconvenient for you, someone from my
office will be in touch regarding her transfer.”

“B...but
I...”

“I have the
order right here from the Leader’s own office, if you’re confused
in any way?”

“No, of course
not, that’s actually no problem. It was just a little...unexpected,
that’s all.”

“Understand,
Anthony old chap. onwards and upwards hey?”

They shook
hands again, this time the older man’s soft, clammy hand held the
Minister’s for just a fraction too long. Long enough for them both
to establish just who held the real power in their
relationship.

***

“Hewitt,
HEWITT, you stupid girl, where are you?!”

Caroline Hewitt
heard her name being bellowed down the hall and increased her pace
a little. In her hands she carried a cup of steaming coffee and a
slice of cake wrapped in a serviette. Breathlessly she knocked on
the door with his name on it, Sir Bernard Pomfrett-Director of
Operations.

“Come!”

Awkwardly she
opened the door and hurried over to his side of the desk, carefully
placing the items she held in front of him and then standing
rigidly to attention by his side. Casually he reached out and
helped himself to a feel of her stockinged thigh.

“Where have you
been young lady?”

“T...to the
cafe, sir. For your mid-morning snack, sir. It is 11 o’clock, sir.”
She added by way of explanation.

The wandering
hand gripped her bare, tender flesh at the top of her black
stockings between thumb and forefinger.

“I do hope
you’re not being cheeky, Hewitt. You know I can’t abide cheeky
young girls, don’t you?”

Caroline
squirmed in a hopeless attempt to dislodge his hand. “No sir, I’m
sorry sir if it seemed that way.”

For a brief
second she thought she’d got away with it, but then she squealed
shrilly as he twisted and pulled at her thigh.

“I think you’re
getting a little too big for your boots again, Hewitt. You do
remember what happens to cheeky little girls in this office, don’t
you?”

“Y...yes, sir.
I do r...remember, sir.”

He pinched her
again, more painfully this time.

“I’m busy now,
Hewitt, but come and see me during your lunch break and bring a
paddle with you. I’m damned if I’m going to thrash you on company
time.” He dismissed her with a peremptory wave of his hand.

“Yes sir, lunch
break, sir, understood sir. “ She saluted smartly and went back to
her own office. What had become of her? Creeping and fawning
over a misogynist old bastard like Bernard Pomfrett, it was quite
shameful, and that salute? If her friends and colleagues could only
see her now! She had a well-deserved reputation as an ice queen,
aloof and disdainful, but three months under Sir Bernard’s expert
‘tutelage’ had soon disabused her of that notion. While she worked
for Anthony Aston she had wielded a certain amount of power, she
decided who he saw and who he didn’t see. She was the stylish
keeper of the gate. But now? Now she was dressed in a ludicrous,
humiliating uniform and her duties, such as they were, were now
more suited to a school leaver rather than a Parliamentary Private
Secretary. Sir Bernard clearly had a thing for women in uniform.
Being in daily contact with him she realised that every attractive
young woman who worked for him were all similarly attired. She had
heard of the Cadet Scheme, who hadn’t? She and her wealthy,
influential circle of friends often had a quiet giggle over the
sight of women dressed up in uniforms from the armed services
scurrying to and from their meetings. She remembered her first day
working for Sir Bernard, she’d arrived in her usual work clothes, a
stylish very expensive trouser suit worn over a silk blouse,
tights, a pair of comfortable shoes , her usual knickers and bra,
her make-up perfect and her lustrous black hair worn loose and
shoulder length. The old man had looked at her open-mouthed, she
smiled in return. It wouldn’t be too long before she had him eating
out of her hand like Tony Aston, men were so predictable.

“What the Hell
do you think you’re wearing, Miss Hewitt!?” He had thundered at
her. “You’re working for me now, not indulging yourself in some
sort of fashion show. Don’t you read your emails? Girls who are
lucky enough to work for me must be smartly turned out at all
times.”

It was her turn
to look at him incredulously. Men, especially elderly, ugly little
men like Sir Bernard Pomfrett, simply didn’t talk to her like that.
Men tended to follow her with their eyes and exhibit a certain
amount of longing, the men she normally associated with were
deferential and malleable. Only the very brave would even attempt
to flirt with Miss Caroline Hewitt PPS.

“I think you’ll
agree that I’m very smartly ‘turned out’, Sir Bernard. And I’d
thank you not to shout, if it’s all the same to you”

His face turned
from its customary bright red to puce in an instant.

“WHAT?! You
silly little chit of a girl. How dare you speak to me in that
insolent tone? I suggest you take your chubby little arse back to
your desk, open your email. And read it!”

His sheer,
volcanic anger was really quite impressive. For a short,
unexceptional little chap, he had quite a temper. Her courage
deserted her and she scampered out of his grandiose office to the
little desk and schoolroom-type chair set up outside the door. She
was literally shaking with anger, how dare he treat her like this?
And what did he mean about her bottom? She turned on her computer
and typed in her password, nothing happened. She typed in her
password again, more carefully this time but yet, with the same
result

The phone by
her elbow rang and she answered it.

“Have you read
your emails yet, Miss Hewitt?”

“Er...no, I
haven’t.”

“And why not,
may I ask?”

“I...erm...I
can’t seem to access my computer.”

“That’s because
I’ve had your password changed, Miss Hewitt.”

“Okay...what is
it please?”


“chubbylittlearse, all lower case and no spaces.” She heard a
high-pitched giggle before he replaced the handset.

***

And that was
her introduction to her new boss and her new workplace. Rather than
her previous expensive, designer clothes, Caroline was now required
to dress in the modified uniform of an army cadet. In her case that
was four inch black, patent leather heels, black seamed stockings,
a black garter belt, and utilitarian black knickers. She wore a
fitted, starched, white shirt which she could only just fit her
breasts into, a very tightly tied olive green tie, and a short,
olive green skirt. Her dark hair had been cut shorter in a sort of
pixie cut; she wore red lipstick, but no other make-up. That was
what she wore around the office, an army-issue tunic and cap for
outside use completed her appearance. But that wasn’t all, unlike
her previous boss; Sir Bernard was a stickler for formality. Thus
he wasn’t ‘Sir Bernard’ to her; he was always ‘Sir’. She’d been
sent away on a course to learn how to salute and had returned with
a very sore bottom and a newly discovered skill. She’d learnt the
term ‘stand to attention’ and now she understood it very well. She
also now knew that Sir Bernard kept a detailed check on her every
movement. The very first time emailed one of her friends regarding
the ‘funny, course, little man’ who was now her employer she had
been summoned to his office and presented with a print-out of her
text. Her face had drained of its colour as she was ordered to read
it back to him as he sat and stared at her like a malevolent toad.
She felt the words turn to ash in her mouth as she spoke, ugly,
old, stupid, common. The words made her blush crimson with
embarrassment. When she had eventually mumbled her way through the
email and ground to a halt, she watched transfixed as he opened his
desk drawer and placed a long, thin, crook-handled cane on the top
of it.

“Come and place
yourself over my desk, Miss Hewitt and read me that letter one more
time.”

As she began,
he whipped the cane through the air; she paused but then carried
on. He rested the stick against the taut material of her green
skirt. When she used the term, ‘course, funny little man’, he
whipped the cane into the meat of her bottom. She shrieked in shock
and pain, she’d never been spanked in her entire life let alone
caned. The pain was just terrible, as if someone had applied a
burning brand to her buttocks. Her hands shot to her backside in a
futile attempt to alleviate the distress.

“You will not
touch your backside without my permission, Miss Hewitt. That one
doesn’t count; get yourself back over my desk.”

For a brief
second she considering defying him, standing up and refusing to be
treated like a recalcitrant schoolgirl. But he was such a bully,
such an intimidating presence that she couldn’t summon the
necessary resolve. But she wouldn’t cry she wouldn’t give him the
satisfaction. She’d take what he had to give with dignity and then
report him to the relevant authorities, that thought alone gave her
a little bit of courage. The second stroke was agony and caused her
to almost squirm to her knees.

“Carry on
reading please, Miss Hewitt. We’ve quite a lot to get through.”

And so it
proved, every time she uttered words that didn’t meet with his
approval he simply gave her another stroke of the pliant, yellow
cane. It took about an hour for him to be finally satisfied that
she’d learned her lesson. By that time, all thoughts of taking her
punishment with dignity and then laughing in his face had long been
abandoned. Her eyes streamed with tears, her face was red and
blotchy with crying. Her hair stuck to her head with sweat, her
uniform was dishevelled. She’d spent the last forty minutes begging
and pleading with the horrible, implacable little man just for him
to stop, to let her up and stop caning her. Eventually, more due to
the fact that he was looking forward to lunch than anything else,
he called a halt to proceedings. He’d enjoyed her performance very
much; it did his bitter old heart good to see her reduced like
this. A haughty young woman like Caroline Hewitt, born into wealth
and privilege and very much used to having her own way, kneeling on
his office carpet, crying and rubbing frantically at her wealed
buttocks. He let her carry on for a couple of minutes until he was
bored. He stood over her and flexed his cane in a menacing
fashion,

“I hope you’ve
learned your lesson, Miss Hewitt,” he asked the sobbing girl. He
used the tip of the cane to raise her head until their eyes
met.

“I asked you a
question, Miss Hewitt!”

“Y...yes,” she
managed to gasp.

“Yes what,
young lady?”

“Yes, sir.
I...I have learned my lesson sir, please don’t cane me any more
sir.” Her tearful blue eyes and pretty little face might have
softened the heart of the average bully. Sir Bernard Pomfrett,
however, wasn’t the average bully. His cane slid down her chest and
flicked at the end of her olive tie.

“That remains
to be seen, Hewitt. I’m sure there’ll be many more occasions for us
to...er, discuss your behaviour in the future.” Ignoring her
sobbing he flicked her tie back the other way. “What is clear
though as that my employee you, and indeed I, are bound by the
Official Secrets Act. Whatever happens within these walls, within
this building, in fact wherever you work, is classified information
and must not, in any case, be repeated. Are we clear on that, Miss
Hewitt?”

Defeated she
simply nodded her head; he raised her chin with the end of the cane
again.

“I asked you a
question, Hewitt, and I want an answer, an honest respectful
answer.”

“Yes sir, I
understand sir.”

She understood
that a despicable sadist was now her Lord and master and legally
there wasn’t a damn thing she could do about it. “You look a mess
by the way. I suggest that you use your thirty minute lunch break
to try and make yourself just a little more respectable, after all
you work for me now and as you know I like my girls to be well
turned out.”

***

From that day
forward she was completely under the thumb of the horrible little
toad. She soon appreciated the difference between the appearance of
power and the actuality of it. Her former boss, and how long ago
that seemed, Tony Aston was a Government Minister and thus to all
intents and purposes a powerful man. Even a senior Government
minister was bound by a certain amount of rules and regulations,
however. Bernard Pomfrett on the other hand had, apparently, no
boundaries. She quickly discovered that he was the Leader’s current
favourite and was therefore at the very centre of the New
Government. He was the definition of power, and what a dreadful man
to give it to! He was an aggressive, rude, patronising bully who
seemed to possess no redeeming features. His entire staff both
hated and feared him in equal measure. Whereas Tony liked the idea
of power, his was more imagined than real. He’d raised his voice a
few times with the junior staff and on the odd occasion he’d
summoned the nerve to flirt with her in the office. Pomfrett, on
the other hand, regularly called his female staff into his office
and personally punished them. Sat out in the corridor to his office
in her little chair she couldn’t help but hear the torrent of
slaps, skin against bare skin that emanated from that room. So many
times she’d heard the crack of the wicked little leather paddle
that he liked , or even the whistle from his Malacca cane that he
regularly used on her defenceless backside. The inevitable
shrieking and crying would be followed by a tearful woman rapidly
exiting the office, hands squeezed urgently to her backside or
rubbing furiously through her skirt.

And he
certainly didn’t flirt with her, he merely fucked her. Whenever he
wanted his cock sucked or his wizened old ball-sack licked, which
was remarkably often, he simply clicked his fingers at her and
pointed to his genital area. She in turn would hurry over to
wherever he was, kneel down, and remove his knob from its tweed
hiding place and get to work. The first few times he’d demanded
that she service him, she’d struggled and tried to rebel. A double
session of a paddled, and then ten minutes later, caned backside
soon required her to rethink her objections. Her first few attempts
were failures; he’s simply pulled her from his cock by her hair and
then roughly slapped her across the face. He’d asked her what the
hell she thought she was playing at. When she tearfully admitted
that she hadn’t done ‘that sort of thing before’, he’s simply
laughed at her, slapped her again and told her that it was going to
be a pleasure to teach her how to become a top-class cocksucker.
She was appalled and frightened in equal measure; she’d never given
a blow-job in her life, even to lovers. It was, she considered, far
too demeaning for a modern-day, professional young woman. The cane
however soon convinced her that her opinion was misguided, and her
tutor was a very thorough man. Practise, as he regularly told her,
makes perfect, and she was required to practise an awful lot.

Sir Bernard
enjoyed using the girl’s unwilling mouth. The beauty of a good
blow-job was the fact that the victim’s tearful, humiliated face
was visible at all times. Caroline Hewitt was exactly the kind of
haughty, upper-class girl that he liked to debase. The pretty,
pampered princesses like her were always the worst cocksuckers.
Clearly they never had to entertain or chase men, a notion that
Pomfrett was only too willing and able to disabuse her of. The fact
that she hadn’t done it before made him laugh but weirdly was also
a big turn-on. It was exciting to know that her instructor hadn’t
been a lover or a handsome young boyfriend or even her husband. It
had been him, a lecherous, middle-aged, unattractive old goat. The
look of terror and revulsion on her pretty face made his cock
rock-hard, that and the copious amount of little blue pills he
ingested of course. He liked to use her roughly, to teach her real
place. He pulled her hair, twisted her ears, and slapped her
whenever her performance didn’t meet his stringent requirements.
She had to kneel there and quite literally take it. He liked to
ease his straining cock out of her mouth and maybe slap her red,
mucus-covered face with it. He’d impressed on her right from the
beginning that she must, at all times, look at him. The look on her
face was a marvellous stimulant. He’d recently taken to filming her
performances, and would often play them back on the giant screen in
his office. He quite liked to do it when she was in his office,
fully dressed and carrying out her secretarial duties, the look on
her humiliated, aristocratic face was really quite
intoxicating.

He hadn’t
restricted himself to that of course, as exciting as it was. He was
only flesh and blood after all. He’d fucked her in every
conceivable position he could think of and in every orifice. He’d
made her wear every permutation of her uniform while being fucked.
Sometimes everything, including her tunic and even her cap, and
just her knickers torn off. Other times she’d have to wear just
stockings, garter-belt and heels while lying on her back on his
desk. He’d recently introduced a full length mirror into his office
and had enjoyed watching her face as he fucked her arse while she
wore just blouse and correctly done up tie. He’d held her by the
hair and made her watch herself being sodomised, he’d enjoyed
himself enormously. He’d wanted to own the snooty bitch from the
very first time he’d been to Aston’s office and she’d looked him up
and down in her typically disdainful way, as if he was dirt on the
bottom of her shoe. Now watching her tearful, snot-covered little
face screwed up in a heart-rending combination of shame and pain he
considered it as mission accomplished. If only her rich entitled
parents could see their oldest daughter right now, he mused, or
even her friends. He paused for a second in his efforts, her
friends? He thrust his engorged cock vigorously back into her arse
and wondered idly which of her wealthy, braying, middle-class
friends had been the recipient of the infamous email she’d sent
those many weeks ago? He leaned back and slapped her glowing red
backside again, and wondered how many similar friends Miss Caroline
Hewitt had in her private mailing list. Another heavy-handed slap
to her other buttock cheek followed, just for the fun of it, just
to hear her privileged upper-class squeal again.

 



Chapter 16

 


Kathryn’s feet
were so sore; she had been marching up and down the same piece of
tarmac for what seemed like hours. It was all such a waste of time,
why on earth would a secretary at a firm of solicitors need to
learn to keep in step with 19 other similarly dressed women. What
was the point? She cursed her interfering old landlady again. What
right did that nosy old bag have to send her to this bloody stupid
place? She absolutely hated Cadets, the uniforms, the
pointlessness, the discipline, the boredom of it all. It was dark
and quite cold; her breath was condensing on the night air. She
should be at the house, curled up with a good book maybe. Even
watching her landlady’s terrible choice of TV programme or
listening to the horrible woman’s daughter’s witless chatter would
be preferable to this. And yet here she was, being shouted at and
intimidated by a large, intimidating drill sergeant with a peaked
cap and a cane. Surely this sort of exercise had been designed for
fit, young men in boots, rather than women in stockings and heels?
Reluctantly she ‘about turned’ for what seemed the hundredth
time.

***

Jessica had
almost leapt out of bed on that fine spring morning, today was the
last day of her six month sentence at Southfields Re-education
centre. It was difficult to believe, but she’d been out of
circulation for one hundred and eighty three days. At last she’d be
free to return to her normal life, to see her family and all her
friends again. Nobody had been allowed to visit her, but she’d been
told that everyone in her confiscated phone address book had been
informed of her misdemeanours and her sentence. The first few days
of freedom would be a problem, she imagined. Having to explain what
she’d actually done and why she had been sent to Southfields to
everyone would be quite humiliating. But so what, that initial
period of shame would soon be forgotten? At least she was free and
away from the dreadful place. Now she had the chance to rebuild her
career and her life. Dimly she remembered the Judge’s instructions
that she should be returned to court, but surely that was just a
formality? She was so looking forward to sleeping in her own bed
that evening.

***

Gillian
Longmuir was feeling the pressure at work; it seemed that her
workload was growing by the week. One of the older female managers
in her department had been called into Mr Chamber’s office on a
Wednesday afternoon and been summarily dismissed. There had been no
warning and no explanation; she’d simply been informed that there
was no longer a position for her at Marston’s. She’d been handed a
black bin liner in which to pack her personal effects and then
ushered out of the building by a senior male manager. Her sacking
had sent shockwaves throughout the Company. What crime had she
committed that had been serious enough to be fired without been
given notice? When she met the unfortunate woman later in the week
for a coffee, it turned out that she’d officially been dismissed
for ‘not being a team player’, which in reality meant she’d refused
to carry out a lengthy period of unpaid overtime. When she
threatened to sue, the Company had simply pointed to the new law
which specifically allowed employers to cite ‘not being a team
player’ as legitimate grounds for dismissal, and then refused to
give her a reference. She wasn’t replaced; her workload was simply
shared out between the remaining four female executives.

***

Emily Longmuir
was sat upstairs in the cold little attic room which her father had
designated as her school room. The old style primary school desk
and chair set were apparently the only ones small enough to fit up
the narrow winding staircase to the room. The result was that she
was compelled to sit with her knees pressed uncomfortably up
against the bottom of the desk and her backside overhanging the
small chair. She was also dressed, rather humiliatingly for a
Saturday morning, in her full school uniform complete with properly
knotted tie and all the buttons on her blazer done up. She wasn’t
thinking about those things now though. In a little over 20
minutes, her tutor, Dr Walters, would be walking up those creaking
stairs in order to test her knowledge of the Tudor queens. She was
rapidly skimming her notes and trying to remember as much as she
could about the subject.

While she
worked, her mind drifted back to the last few weeks. How in God’s
name had she done so badly in her exams? The school had seemed
quite confident that she would receive the necessary grades to go
to her preferred University, but all that had gone horribly,
horribly wrong. Even now she struggled to explain just why that
was; the period around her various exams now just seemed to be a
blank. Try as she might she struggled to recall anything that
happened over that particular couple of weeks. All that she knew
for certain was that she’d failed every single one of her Advanced
Paper exams. Despite the disaster, her father had managed to
persuade the school to accept her back to retake her entire final
year. She supposed she should be grateful and in a sense she was,
at least she had the chance to re-sit her exams next year and then
on to University. However it also meant that at the age of 19 she
was still at school, she’d begged him to allow her to re-sit in the
local college but he was adamant. It was to back to St Clare’s for
a year, or it was nothing. And that was how it turned out; back to
St Clare’s and school uniform at her age! All her friends had gone
on to University or were travelling the world on their gap years.
Her father had also insisted that she was to have a tutor for all
her subjects, and the man he’d chosen, Dr Walters, turned out to be
a tall, thin-lipped, humourless man. He was clever, but also
terribly demanding. He came to the house three times a week and
drilled her mercilessly in all her subjects. He set her homework
and tested her regularly and if she wasn’t up to scratch he was
quite happy to slap her delicate hands with his heavy wooden ruler.
She’d refused at first of course, but her father reminded her that
it was his way or no way. And his way involved her being subject to
corporal punishment. He reminded her that she was still at school
and as such she would be treated like a schoolgirl whenever she
transgressed. Her tutor was, after all, merely interested in her
success. Reluctantly, very reluctantly she’d agreed and that was
how she found herself sat waiting in a cold attic while everyone
her age was out shopping, or more likely still in bed.

***

Kevin Longmuir
was in a fairly relaxed mode; his research had paid off very well.
It had been quite amusing to watch the girl struggle with even the
most basic schoolwork. Her mother had put her disastrous exam
performance down to stress, but Kevin knew the real reason. After
the shock of failure, Kevin had sympathised and agreed to take them
all away on a very expensive, relaxing holiday. During that time
he’d persuaded them that Emily could benefit from having a personal
tutor. He also met the new headmaster of St Clare’s at one of his
NG meetings. A simple discussion with him had allowed Emily to also
retake her final year. His wife was very impressed with his
attempts to help put her daughter’s life back on track and as a
reward she agreed that it would be best if Emily was to be legally
adopted by Kevin and also take his name. She never actually read
the legal paperwork that Kevin had drawn up via his friends at
Marston’s.

***

He learned to
his pleasure that his predecessor, Michelle Brown, had escaped a
long prison sentence due to her previous exemplary record, but had
been sentenced to a year at Southfields Re-education Centre. In his
briefcase he had some very interesting photographs regarding the
woman’s induction and subsequent first few days in that particular
establishment. His contacts had assured him that she would be sent
there rather than prison, and yet again they’d been correct.
Kevin’s enthusiasm and willingness to learn had not gone unnoticed
at his New Government group. He’d made some very useful
acquaintances and met some very interesting characters. One such
character, a senior director in a business similar to Kevin’s had
suggested that it might be mutually beneficial if Kevin, rather
than Aamina Malik, was the Sales Director at Lambert & Kline.
Naturally, Kevin agreed. He could see the potential for such an
agreement. The only problem was how to remove Ms Malik from her
role. That was why he’d commissioned Michael McKinnon to provide a
full dossier on the attractive Pakistani woman; he was looking
forward very much to what that might reveal. He glanced up at his
wall clock; there was just enough time to take his latest batch of
photographs to the bathroom for a little executive relief before
lunch.

***

Barbara walked
as quickly as she could without actually running, as if she half
expected to be called back at any minute. That dreadful place was
finally behind her, and she didn’t want to return. She’d debased
herself in that bastard’s office. She’d begged and pleaded with him
until he eventually gave her permission to take his cock out of his
pants. She’d licked and sucked until he achieved a fairly
impressive erection. When he climaxed down her throat she fought
her gag reflex and succeeded in swallowing his copious amount of
sperm. He’d nodded appreciatively and patted her like a little dog.
He told that perhaps she had learned her place after all, and
subject to a couple of conditions he was willing to sign her
release form which had been on his desk all along. She’d cried with
relief, all her pent up emotions had been released. She hadn’t
cared what he thought or worried about the spectacle she was making
of herself, she’d just slumped on his carpet and cried. When she
eventually made it back up to her chair, her eyes were red and sore
with her tears.

She was wearing
the smart suit and heels that she’d worn at her very brief trial,
but in her bag she carried her Southfields uniform. One of her the
conditions of her release was that she’d have to wear the hated
thing to work for at least the first month of her return to work.
She was to be reminded daily, as if she needed reminding, of her
humiliating stay at the Re-education Centre. More pertinently
everyone else at the office and everyone who visited the office
would be aware of her shame. In fact another condition was that she
was required to inform each and every interested person of her
crime, sentence, and experience at Southfields. Clearly she wasn’t
looking forward to that, but anything was preferable to being in
Southfields Re-education Centre, surely?

***

Caroline had
been typing now for three solid hours. She was making a long list
of all her female connections from her various social media
accounts. Alongside their name and, age, and a recent picture was a
short précis of their lives. There was a brief summation of their
character, their various schools and universities, their jobs both
past and present, and the achievements that they were most proud
of. All of her contacts, from ages 18 to 51 were on the list; every
so often Caroline would wipe a tear away as she worked. She knew
very well what the list was for; it was so that her horrible boss
could peruse it at his pleasure. She could imagine his ugly old
face as he masturbated over some of the detail that she was being
made to provide. The worst thing was that Sir Bernard had also
demanded that she provided information that her friends and family
would rather be kept secret, their weaknesses and past mistakes.
Even her own mother had to be included, the reason the age ceiling
had been set at 51 was because that was her mother’s age. He was
simply telling her, in his own typically charming way, that
absolutely none of her acquaintances were beyond his malevolent
reach. And as far as she could see there was no way around her
imposition. Sir Bernard already knew the women who constituted her
friends, and he’d warned her that if she left any single name out
or made an error in their personal history, then he’d assemble all
the staff in the building and cane her in front of them. And if
she’d learned one thing during her brief stint with Sir Bernard
Pomfrett it was that he never, ever made an idle threat.

***

In his recently
discovered role as King Of The Universe, or Senior Policy Advisor
to the Leader as it was officially described, Sir Bernard realised
that there truly wasn’t a limit to his power. Anthony Aston’s
burgeoning political career for example rested almost entirely on
his spindly, unassuming shoulders. But more importantly he was one
of the few to have met the Leader and actually spoken to him.
They’d spent an hour or so together and Sir Bernard had been
extremely gratified to discover that the Leader not only fully
grasped the implications of his plans, but was actually effusive in
his praise. He was also a man who shared Sir Bernard’s
particular...interests and they’d shared some amusing anecdotes. As
they parted, the Leader had taken him by the hand and promised that
‘the full resources of the State were at his disposal’. One look
into the Leader’s piercing blue eyes was enough to convince him
that the man meant what he said.

Part of the
beauty of his new career was that he was virtually unknown outside
his own immediate circle, his name never appeared anywhere and at
least to his knowledge he’d never been photographed. This enabled
him to roam the streets completely unobserved and unnoticed. Truth
be told he was a physically unimpressive little man, middle-aged,
not particularly attractive, thinning hair, very...ordinary. He’d
spent many soul-destroying days when he was younger lusting after
unobtainable women. He loved women of course, but unfortunately
they didn’t love him. His sexual experiences had been mainly clumsy
fumbles in dark rooms with reluctant, drunk girls, or unfulfilling
sex with slatternly women who charged him for the pleasure. His
brains had changed all that though, his ideas and inventions had
helped revolutionise the entire country, and now he was finally
reaping his just reward.

His latest
idea, the one that had so excited both Tony Aston and the Leader
was quite revolutionary. Information, as everyone knew, was power.
The more information the State could acquire regarding its own
citizens, the stronger and safer it would become. The technology
was available, it had always been available. What was lacking was
the political will to commit to such a radical scheme. The New
Government had earned a certain amount of kudos by being extremely
supportive of sport in general and personal health and fitness in
particular. The advantages to the individual and the State had been
regularly pushed via the New Government’s favourite media outlets.
As a result there had been a huge boost in the number of people
increasing their physical activity. As part of its paternal role,
the New Government had decided to give away hundreds of thousands
of Exercise Bands. The first recipients were women naturally; the
New Government was at pains to point out that it was very
pro-female in terms of their physical and mental well-being. The
majority of the nation’s newspapers and New Government dominated
news outlets ran fawning, supportive articles. The pink bands
became ubiquitous; women who didn’t wear them rapidly became an
unusual minority. Why wouldn’t women wear them? Weren’t they in
favour of improved physical and mental health? Didn’t they want to
see a reduction in the medical costs to the State?

Sir Bernard had
anticipated there would be resistance, the various remnants of the
Women’s Equality Party of course, certain Left-wing elements that
were naturally opposed to the State, individuals who had taken the
time to read about and research the potential threat that wearing a
State-supplied wristband might actually pose. He knew for example
that certain high-profile women made it a matter of principal not
to wear his Exercise Band. Media personalities, actresses, even
some sports women ostentatiously appeared in public minus their
pink bracelets. Sir Bernard, however, was unperturbed. His chat
with the Leader had been most encouraging mainly because the two of
them both realised that a few high-profile rebels would be
extremely useful to their cause. First it would help identify the
few pockets of resistance to the New Government that remained in
the country. Second, the very public fame of some of the
high-profile Exercise Band deniers could be used against them. What
would send a clearer message to the female population then watching
as their favourite stars were to re-appear wearing their pink
bands? Nothing had to be said, they would be filmed and
photographed going about their day to day business, but everyone
one would know. There could be no resistance to Exercise Bands, to
the State, to the power of the New Government.

Sir Bernard
smiled to himself as he planned the next stage of his ambitious
scheme. Shortly he would present himself to the Leader and outline
the idea of a new government department. One that would be
responsible only to the Leader, one that would operate under the
radar, in effect a secret department which would be tasked with the
idea of rooting out subversion in the country. Armed with the
knowledge and secrets revealed via the Security Bands, the Exercise
Bands, and of course Sir Bernard’s extensive State snooping system,
it shouldn’t take too long to identify those elements ideologically
opposed to the benevolent New Government. But who should run this
new Department, free from the strictures and rules that hampered
all other government Departments? Who would the Leader trust to run
a secret Department? Who had the Leader’s ear in this crucial time
for the New Government? Sir Bernard Pomfrett stroked his chin
thoughtfully, who indeed?

 



Chapter 17

 


The Honourable
William Massingham was a leading light in the New Government
movement. His huge personal wealth, originally inherited but now
supplemented by his interests in prostitution and illegal gambling,
had helped fund the New Government in its formative years. As a
result he was an untouchable member of the elite, and as such he
was free to pursue his own personal little foibles. Massingham’s
foibles were somewhat unusual even by the standards of the British
upper classes. Despite his avuncular appearance he was an
unapologetic sociopath, an arrogant sadistic bully who took great
pleasure from his perverse lifestyle. His public image was one of
benign imperturbability. He dressed well and his manners, of
course, were impeccable. He was tall, passably handsome, and still
in good physical condition despite his sixty years.

“Set a course
for the Re-education Centre please, McLeod.”

“At once, Mr
Massingham.”

Massingham
glanced casually at his driver, Heather McLeod, she was fairly new.
He sat in the back of the Daimler on the opposite side to her.

“I had an email
yesterday from young Jonny Weston, McLeod. Can you imagine to what
it referred?”

He was rewarded
by seeing her pretty face blush. It provided a pleasant contrast to
the brilliant white of her crisp shirt collar.

“Yes sir...it
was probably a reminder sir, that I’m due a beating back at the
office sir.”

“That’s correct
young lady; remind me again why you’re going to be beaten?”

She gave a
little sob. Massingham wasn’t moved of course, in fact her evident
misery only added to his enjoyment. He was like a cat with a
terrified little mouse.

“It’s
because... it’s because I’m a thief sir.”

“Yes indeed
McLeod, it’s because you are a miserable, untrustworthy little
thief.”

In reality the
former high-flyer in one of his recently acquired enterprises had
accidentally claimed for more expenses than she was actually due.
Nobody had even noticed until a random audit revealed it. To a man
like Massingham that was all that was required. A swift interview,
condemnation and then an arbitrary sentence followed. In her case
she was seconded into his tender care as his personal chauffer. Her
more obvious punishment was a public beating every Thursday in
front of her former office colleagues until he decided she had paid
her dues.

He had decked
her out in full chauffer’s uniform; he did so like a girl in
uniform. In Heather McLeod’s case she had been required to abandon
her stylish suits for black heels, black stockings, a mid-thigh
length black skirt, a white shirt, a black jacket, a sky blue tie,
all crowned with a black chauffer’s cap. She looked as pretty as a
picture in William Massingham’s opinion. He liked to think that
being required to wear a work related uniform only served to
emphasise a woman’s true place in his organisations. Having her
thrashed in front of her colleagues had proved to be a work of
genius. He remembered how she had been asked to place a desk in the
centre of the office. He’d called her to the desk whereupon she’d
removed her cap and jacket and obediently bent over it. Then, in
front of all the assembled staff, he’d given her six strokes over
her skin tight skirt, and then given the cane to her former
subordinate John Weston. Weston hadn’t taken much persuasion to
give her a further six strokes. Massingham noted that the young man
had made each stroke count, ignoring the frantic kicking and
squealing emanating from his humbled former boss. He made a mental
note to think about promoting young Weston, the Party could always
use his sort. Massingham glanced across at his driver and was
gratified to see tears glistening on her cheeks.

“There’s no
point in feeling sorry for yourself McLeod, you’ve brought this
situation on yourself.”

“Y...yes sir.”
She made herself reply. Really he was a monstrous man, cruel and
vindictive.

“I see we’re
due at your office tomorrow morning, McLeod.”

“Yes sir.”

“I’m
considering your punishment young lady. I’m not entirely sure
you’ve learnt your lesson yet. I have to speak with Mr Weston and
gauge his opinion. What did you receive last time?”

“S...six each
from you and Mr...W...Weston sir.”

“Hmmm, I’m
mindful to give you a dozen each, perhaps that will teach you to
keep your mind on your job rather than fiddling your expenses
hey?”


“Yes...s...sir.” she managed to sob; he was such a hateful
beast!

“I’ll dwell on
the matter tonight. Pick me up tomorrow at the usual time, and keep
your eyes on the road, girl!”

Heather hastily
wiped her eyes with the back of her sleeve and tried to concentrate
on the job in hand. Thirty minutes later the car drew up outside
Southfields RC and she scurried around the car to open the rear
door for him. He exited the car without a word and made his way
towards the concrete steps that led up to that forbidding
institution.

***

The following
morning, Heather dressed herself very carefully. She knew that
William Massingham was a stickler for his staff wearing their
uniforms correctly. Her black heels had been polished to within an
inch of their lives. Her stockings were immaculate, her skirt was
the correct length, her white shirt was pristine and her blue tie
was perfectly knotted. She put the hated cap, the symbol of her
servitude, squarely on her head and with a grimace in the mirror
headed out to meet her fate.

The fate of
Miss Heather McLeod was also uppermost in the mind of John Weston
as well. The rise of the New Government had been perfect for him.
In a few short months he’d been able to manoeuvre a situation where
his useless former boss had lost both her job and her dignity. The
fact that he’d also been able to bring what was in reality a
misunderstanding to the attention of the owner of the company
himself, had been an enormous bonus. It helped of course that he
had attended the same school as Mr Massingham’s son. Never one to
look a gift horse in the mouth John had pushed the situation for
all it was worth. His reward was his new role as departmental
manager. Sure he wasn’t as qualified as Heather McLeod, or as
experienced. But on the other hand, he did have William
Massingham’s ear, which in the current political climate counted
for so much more. The multi-millionaire businessman had actually
called him that morning to discuss how his former boss should be
punished. Fortunately he’d thought of little else so when asked he
had an idea of what form her humiliation should take. Judging from
Massingham’s reaction he had chosen wisely and it only remained for
him to make the most of the situation.

“Ladies and
gentlemen, thank you for attending today’s unfortunate affair.
Happily, both Mr Weston and I are satisfied that Miss McLeod has
expressed sufficient remorse to allow her to return to work.
Assuming she is amenable that will be tomorrow.” Here he looked at
Heather who was happy to nod her assent. “Good, all that remains is
for Miss McLeod to be disciplined and then we can all move on.”

Heather wasn’t
too happy at this outcome but she was determined to take her final
punishment with fortitude. Massingham beckoned her over and she
nervously obeyed.

“Cap and jacket
off please, Miss McLeod.”

With a heavy
heart Heather did as she was instructed. As she did so she couldn’t
help but notice two wooden paddles placed prominently on the
desk.

“Mrs Chibuzo,
Miss Saeed, could you join us at the front please.” A plump African
woman and a tall thin, Asian girl quietly shuffled forward.

“These are our
two cleaning ladies, Miss McLeod. I’m sure you have never met them,
but they are an essential part of the team. Due to the current
expansion we were considering taking on extra staff. However it
occurred to us that making you an assistant to the ladies here
would be killing two birds with one stone. In the first instance
it’s a good place for you to begin your rehabilitation back into
the Company, and second we don’t have to pay for extra staff. What
do you think, Miss McLeod?”

Heather McLeod
was clearly dumbfounded, what on earth was she supposed to say to
that? She’d worked all the hours for the sake of the Company and
its development and here she was being demoted to the cleaning
staff! She opened her mouth to give her indignant reply when
suddenly she caught Massingham’s eye and suddenly it didn’t seem
like such a good idea.

“If it’s for
the benefit of the Company sir, then I’m all for it.”

She could hear
half suppressed giggling from the staff assembled behind her. She
was never a particular favourite of theirs. Some of them had very
much enjoyed her spectacular fall from grace.

“Excellent,
Miss McLeod. Now it only remains for you to take your final
beating. Mr Massingham and I think it would be a salutary lesson
for you to receive it from your new superiors, Mrs Chibuzo and Miss
Saeed.”

“Please...no,
this isn’t right...I...”

“Please don’t
make a fuss young lady. You’ve brought this situation upon
yourself. The Company has to send the message that thieves and
cheats will not be tolerated here. I don’t know how things were
done under your old management regime, and I don’t really care. But
under my leadership there will be zero tolerance regarding
corruption and greed. Only my goodwill has spared you from a
probable jail sentence. At the very least you would have been
consigned to a Re-education Centre. ”

William
Massingham looked around at the assembled collection of miserable
low-life plebeians gathered in front of him. He did hope they were
taking his message on board. He’d chosen Heather McLeod to be his
victim almost immediately; after all she did tick many of his
boxes. She was female, attractive, ambitious, and moderately
successful, a part of the management team, and unapologetically
Scottish. He was a misogynist, enjoyed humiliating attractive,
successful women and wanted to make the point that nobody, even
management, was immune from his wrath. The Scottish thing was just
another of his petty foibles, he didn’t like Scots, or Irish, or
Welsh people for that matter. Such people, he believed, should know
their place.

“Over the desk
pleas Miss McLeod, I’m sure you know the drill by now.” John Weston
noted appreciatively that her plump bottom was perfectly outlined
by her tight skirt when she bent over. Absentmindedly he leaned
forward and brushed a non-existent piece of lint from the dark
skirt.

What followed
was enormously exciting for him. The two cleaners picked up the
large paddles from the desk and proceeded to thrash the inviting
target presented to them. They soon fell into the rhythm of giving
their erstwhile manager alternate strokes. Each loud crack was
rewarded with an equally loud shriek as the hard wooden surface of
the paddles bit into her chubby behind. William Massingham wandered
around and sat himself comfortably in front of the woman’s eye
line. He did so enjoy watching the faces of his victims, and so far
Heather McLeod was certainly not letting him down. She howled and
writhed and begged. She promised to be good, to do better, not to
steal ever, ever again. Finally he indicated that the punishment
should cease. He reached forward and lifted her head to look at
him. Her tears and ruined make-up were so...gratifying.

“You’ve learned
your lesson I assume, Miss McLeod?”

The woman
mumbled something unintelligible between her sobbing fits.

“I’ll take that
as a yes, young lady. Now it only remains for you to apologise to
me, to Mr Weston, and indeed to all the staff for your
behaviour.”

Tearful, crying
and dishevelled the attractive young woman was made to stand to
attention at the front of the room and apologise for her
‘wrongdoings’ to the assembled staff many of whom , noted
Massingham, didn’t seem particularly sympathetic. Then she had to
apologise personally to John Weston. Finally she was required to
strip to her bra and pants. Even her shoes were taken from her.
Then she was led away by her new colleagues in order to be kitted
out for her new role in the company.

***

William
Massingham drove himself home that afternoon. After asking young
Weston to keep him informed of the progress of his new protégé he
returned to his own palatial home. As he mounted the steps to the
imposing door it was opened by a uniformed maid who curtsied
prettily. Without a word he handed her his overcoat. He found his
wife in their huge drawing-room.

“Hello darling,
how was your day? You look quite fatigued.”

Massingham sat
down heavily in his favourite armchair. “Fairly good, my sweet.
I’ve been reasonably busy I have to say. The business doesn’t run
itself you know.”

“Quite darling,
quite. I’ll call Lyndhurst; she’s quite marvellous in these sort of
situations.”

“Darling,
you’re always so kind.”

In a nearby
room a buzzer sounded. Abigail Lyndhurst immediately got to her
feet and checked her appearance in the mirror. Once she was happy
she turned and teetered out of the room on her high heels. As she
walked down the long corridor towards the stair she passed one of
the footmen who stared at her with an amused expression before
giving her a low wolf-whistle. She blushed furiously at the
unwanted compliment. My God, had it come to this? One tiny error on
her part had consigned her to the dreadful house. Her old life and
friends and accomplishments were now history. Rather than the
respected Dr Lyndhurst she was now merely ‘Lyndhurst. Rather than a
GP she was now a nurse. She was now the official nurse to the
dreadful Massingham family. Her duties involved everything that
could conceivably be described as ‘medical’.

The deferential
knock at the drawing room door signalled the arrival of the woman.
Massingham barely glanced at her as she entered, although in any
other context she would have drawn many a look. She was wearing
four inch, gleaming white stilettos, white stockings and a tiny
mid-thigh pleated white skirt. As she curtsied her large, creamy
white breasts encased in a half-cup white wonder bra were very
prominent. The fact that her short-sleeved white blouse had the top
three buttons undone helped of course. Her bleached peroxide hair
was topped by a tiny, demeaning cap. And attached to her blouse was
a badge that proclaimed her identity to everyone, Nurse
Lyndhurst.

“Aah, Lyndhurst
there you are, my husband needs his usual foot massage.”

Immediately
Abigail knelt at Massingham’s feet and proceeded to unlace his
shiny, black brogues. It certainly didn’t pay to delay when given
any order in this house, as she knew to her cost. Carefully she
worked them off his feet, and then slowly removed his right sock.
Taking his foot in both hands she raised it to her mouth and placed
her lips on it. She then proceeded to kiss his foot from the top of
his toe to his heel. The smell was quite horrible. He’d clearly
been wearing his shoes and socks all day. Of course she ignored
that fact. Once she’d kissed them she began to slowly lick them,
with long slow movements of her tongue. The taste was quite
dreadful; his elderly wrinkled feet were quite horrible. Clearly
however she couldn’t suggest that. Her bottom twitched
involuntarily as she recalled the canings she had received for
having the temerity to gag when she was being taught. Above her she
could hear the two of them carrying out a banal conversation as if
this was the most common thing in the world. Even as she thought
that, she realised bitterly that it was a commonplace as far as her
master and mistress were concerned. Far from being a respected
professional woman, she was now merely an ornament. She carefully
worked her thumbs into his ancient flesh, kneading out any knots
she found.

“That’s enough,
girl. Suck them.”

Abigail was
shaken out of her reverie by her master’s grunt. Hurriedly she
moved her head and put his little toe into her mouth. She rotated
her tongue around the digit, desperately trying to ignore the
texture and the disgusting bits of grime and flaky skin that she
encountered. She repeated this process. Four more times. When she
got to his revolting big toe he took his foot off her lap and
placed it flat on the floor. In order to suck it Abigail had to
shuffle her knees and put her head on its side and her cheek
against the rug. This had the unfortunate effect of thrusting her
backside high into the air. At first she was dreadfully embarrassed
at this revealing posture, but now she just accepted it. She knew
very well that her mistress enjoyed watching her plump backside as
it wriggled away in her skin-tight, silky, white knickers.

Celia
Massingham enjoyed her position in life. She and William had been
together for many years now. Their mutual attraction to sex and
power had brought them together in the first place. Celia believed
strongly in lineage and the natural order of things. Quite clearly
in any society there should be leaders and followers, winners and
losers. Her ancient family had always been winners; she herself had
always been brought up to remember that her family and its members
were special. With the right conditions they could achieve
anything. The rise of the New Government had been that catalyst.
Her family had always been wealthy. Once that wealth had been
connected to William Massingham's millions all they required was a
bit of good fortune to achieve real power. That was when the
connections that old money brought were really useful. His
relationship to the New Government and her family connections to
the upper echelons of the army and the Establishment had ensured
their success. Now they were untouchable and could indulge their
mutual interests.

Take the slut
waggling her bottom on at her just a couple of feet away for
example. That used to be Doctor Abigail Lyndhurst, her own GP. Now
that ludicrously dressed woman was her family’s personal nurse and
her own sexual plaything of course. Doctor Lyndhurst had expressed
displeasure at the New Government’s slow but sure destruction of
the National Health Service. That had come to Celia’s attention of
course and such disloyalty could hardly go unpunished could it? As
a result of William’s associates, she now found herself in
possession of what was virtually a sex toy. Being a gentleman of
course, her husband had never even mentioned the situation. Clearly
he was perfectly entitled to engineer similar situations for his
own pleasure and she was quite sure he did. She smiled to herself,
that mutual understanding was why they had been friends, lovers and
man and wife for so many years.

The fact that
the bitch’s tongue was used regularly to lick his darling wife’s
arse was not a turn-off to Massingham, quite the opposite in fact.
He revelled in the degradation and debauchery that only true power
could bring. Once Dr Lyndhurst had finished grovelling at his
sweaty feet he was sure he could find another use for her cute
little rosebud mouth. In fact just thinking of the former doctor on
her stocking clad knees looking up at him with her baby blue eyes
was enough to make him hard. Reaching down he calmly gripped her by
an ear and guided her pretty head towards his lap.

“So, my love
how was your day?” He asked, ignoring his nurse as she reached
reluctantly for his zip.


Chapter 18

 


Kathryn knocked
at the door of number forty-four. Every time she was required to
knock to gain entry to her own lodgings she was reminded just how
far she’d fallen. She was twenty five years old, nearly twenty six
in fact, and she still wasn’t entrusted with a key to the front
door. She was sweating and exhausted, while her friends and
colleagues had presumably been enjoying their summer evening, she
had spent an hour marching up and down inside a sweltering wooden
hut. She hadn’t even been allowed to remove her uniform tunic,
never mind roll up the sleeves of her crisp white shirt. Then a
group of them had spent another hour scrubbing and polishing every
centimetre of wood in the building. Following that she’d caught a
bus and then hobbled half a mile on her blistered feet. She knocked
again impatiently, just what was keeping those two idiots? She was
hungry and thirsty and she just wanted to sit down.

Eventually the
door opened to reveal her landlady,

“What time do
you call this young lady? We have a visitor, and it’s most
inconsiderate of you to make him wait. Heaven knows what he’ll
think.”

Mrs Campbell
chivvied Kathryn along and into the living room. Sat comfortably in
an armchair and chatting with Jackie was Gavin Leeman. She took the
remaining place on the settee next to her daughter leaving her
lodger stood in the centre of the room.

“Good evening,
Katie. My, you do look smart in nice new uniform, don’t you?

“Good evening,
Mr Leeman,” what was the pimply nerd doing in the Campbell house,
she wondered?

“Mrs Campbell’s
been good enough to keep me informed of your experiences in Cadets,
Katie. She’s even sent me a few photos of you in uniform, although
as you probably know, as your employer I’m entitled to log onto
your Cadets account and peruse the pictures.”

Kathryn
remained tight-lipped. She’d heard rumours about this, and now it
seemed as if it was true. Was anywhere actually free of New
Government cameras? As if to confirm her suspicions, Leeman
produced his mobile phone and linked it to the large television.
The first couple of pictures were her in her full uniform taken
from the front and in profile. The nest few were of her with her
tunic removed, then it was her touching her toes and taken from the
side and behind her. Good grief her bottom looked big in that tight
naval skirt. She remembered wondering at the time why those
pictures were being taken during her induction, now she knew. In
fact she suddenly remembered what other pictures were taken. Sure
enough the large screen showed her looking shamefaced at the camera
as she held up her skirt to show her plain white knickers and white
suspender belt. She glanced across at Mrs Campbell and her daughter
who were quietly sniggering at the image. The next one was similar,
but taken from behind,

“She has a
really fat bottom, doesn’t she mummy?” she heard Jackie
whisper.

Both women
dissolved into mocking laughter as they waited for the next
pictures. The following set were less formal, they were pictures of
her marching, of her practising her saluting. There were some of
her scrubbing the concrete parade ground and others showing her on
her hands and knees weeding a flower bed outside one of the barrack
rooms. Finally there was a lot of her in a tight navy blue T-shirt,
very tight white shorts, white ankle socks with a navy blue stripe
and white plimsolls. She was doing star-jumps, press-ups, sit ups,
toe-touching, jogging on the sport. The super-high definition
pictures didn’t miss a thing, the shorts emphasised every crease
and her pubic mound, but at the same time the T-shirt allowed her
perky little breasts to bounce around

“Shameless
hussy,” she heard her landlady mutter.

The last pieces
of entertainment were a couple of videos. The first was her
marching around the parade ground and being shouted at by a man
with a stick tucked under his arm, and the second was of her
exercising. In the second one she was called out by the Instructor
who bellowed at her to get her ‘wobbly backside’ out to the front
of the class and put her hands on her knees. To the evident
pleasure of the Campbell ladies the instructor laid his bamboo cane
across the skin tight shorts and gave her a rapid three strokes.
Kathryn could feel herself blush enormously, had that bloody place
filmed and photographed everything she’d done? She remembered that
particular incident, the cane hadn’t actually hurt that much, but
the sheer humiliation was mortifying. Nobody had told her that
corporal punishment would be used; it just seemed to be the
generally accepted thing. She certainly hadn’t seen a mention of
the fact mentioned in any of the adverts she’d seen for
example.

As the screen
went black the two women clapped politely, and Gavin Leeman smiled.
How much money, he wondered, did the New Government make from their
various websites which were absolutely loaded with this sort of
thing? Once authority was granted, Gavin could download any of the
Katie related pictures for free. However, and unknown to most
people, those with the right connections could, for a price,
download any image or video from the huge archive that the New
Government possessed. For a pervert like Gavin Leeman, the son of a
prominent New Government official, it was like a gift from Heaven.
On his own computer, every single person that appeared on any image
could be searched for their name and subsequently any personal
information that might interest him or his like-minded
fellow...enthusiasts.

Mrs Campbell
turned to a table by her elbow and retrieved a letter.

“I received
this today, Mr Leeman, which I think might interest you. It’s in
relation to our new sailor.”

Kathryn flushed
prettily, she had a suspicion that she knew what the letter was
about. She had been in Cadets for something like a month. Sure
enough, Mrs Campbell began to read from the note,

‘Dear Mrs
Campbell,

Please find
enclosed the monthly report for your ward, Miss Katie Upton. I am
afraid it’s not a particularly encouraging first report

Appearance:
Katie’s uniform is merely acceptable rather than the excellent
standard I require. My advice is for Katie to regularly practise
fastening her tie and for her to learn how to use an iron. Please
ensure that her regulation shoes are properly shined, there is room
for improvement.

Attendance:
Katie’s attendance is satisfactory.

Military
Drills: Katie is improving her military skills, but she started
from a very low level of competence. Could do better.

Community
Skills: Once again, Katie’s domestic skills are no more than
adequate

Attitude:
Katie’s attitude towards the National Cadet Service is particularly
poor. She often gives me the impression that she doesn’t want to be
here, which is regrettable. She is occasionally insolent and
disobedient.

Discipline:
Unfortunately Katie still requires regular discipline. Her lack of
effort and the above mentioned insolence and disobedience has
resulted in several punishments. Perhaps this style of discipline
should be introduced into her domestic environment?’

Gavin shook his
head in a disappointed sort of way, as if he personally had been
let down.

“Good Lord,
Katie. That’s a very poor report. What are we going to do about it?
I have a worrying feeling that poor Mrs Campbell has been horribly
let down by your incredibly lax attitude. Heaven knows what you
think you’re playing at?”

“It’s true,
Katie. This sort of report reflects horribly badly on me. I’m not
sure what to say.”

“Why not just
belt her, Mummy? Piped up the girl by her side. “After all, I
remember you belting me when I brought that bad school report
home.”

“Perhaps Jackie
has a point, Mrs Campbell? Doesn’t the report itself suggest that
Katie may benefit from being punished in your house? Perhaps the
application of the strap might concentrate her mind a little?”

“Something does
need to change, doesn’t it Mr Leeman. I don’t know who the little
madam thinks she is, but I believe that it’s high time she was
taught a lesson. She’s clearly lazy and disobedient, the report
says as much.”

“May I spank
her mummy? Please say I can...please?”

Like all
self-indulgent mothers, Mrs Campbell could never refuse her darling
daughter anything. And she wasn’t going to start now.

“I think that
sounds like a good idea, dear. Maybe that will knock some sense
into her thick head. What do you think, Mr Leeman?”

Gavin liked the
idea enormously; just the thought of his erstwhile boss squirming
and bawling over the knee of an eighteen year old was giving him a
very pleasant erection.

“Perhaps that
what she needs, Mrs Campbell? And don’t forget there was rather a
list of problems. I’m afraid that we appear to have been too lax
with the wilful young woman.”

“You heard your
boss, Katie. And I’m sure you know the drill, as it were.” She
smirked at her own wit, as humourless people are often wont to
do.

Kathryn looked
from one to the other and realised they were both very serious.
They were expecting her to bend submissively over the knee of a
school girl and have her bottom spanked! But on the other hand,
what were her options? To storm out? And to go where? To refuse?
And then what, to be sacked and made homeless presumably? The two
of them, her landlady and her boss, held all the cards between
them. There was just no other choice. Hesitantly, reluctantly she
made her way over to the smirking girl.

“Tunic off
please, Katie. We don’t want that getting in the way, do we?”

Kathryn bit her
lip but nevertheless complied with her smirking boss. She
unbuttoned the three silver buttons and slid it off her
shoulders.

“But leave the
cap on please, I think it looks cute.”

She looked at
him angrily but he was quite unconcerned at her distress. He was
more interested in the way her small breasts pushed against the
bright white of her uniform shirt.

“Over you go,
Katie.”

With tears in
her eyes the woman obeyed. This was certainly the most humiliating
thing that had ever happened to her and she realised that it marked
a turning point in her relationship with the three other people in
the room. Her spanking was going to establish her position in the
household; clearly she was the bottom of the pecking order. This
shameful incident merely served to confirm the fact. She slowly
lowered herself over the young girl’s lap. Once again she found
herself in the familiar nose down, backside up position. She felt
so vulnerable, already the tears were running off the end of her
nose and her punishment hadn’t even started yet. She felt her skirt
being smoothed down and the suddenly the girl’s palm struck her
backside. It didn’t really hurt too much but the feeling of shame
was almost overwhelming. A rapid flurry of spanks followed and she
began to get that familiar hot-bottomed feeling. Just as suddenly
as it had started the spanking stopped. Thank goodness, she
thought, at least it was over.

“Mummy, may I
send her to get the belt now?”

Get the belt!?
What the hell was the little bitch talking about now?

“I think so
darling, you’ve warmed her up a little but now it’s time to make
her squeal. Let her up Jackie and send her to fetch the belt, I’m
sure you remember where it is.”

Jackie Campbell
at least had the grace to blush,

“Go and fetch
the belt out of my room, Katie. It’s hanging behind the door, hurry
up now girl!”

Former
solicitor Kathryn Upton quickly got to her feet and scurried
upstairs, the laughter of the people in the living room ringing in
her ears. When she returned she placed the nasty looking brown
leather belt in Jackie’s eager little hands and made to go back
over the brat’s knee, after all there was no sense in delaying the
inevitable.

“Just a second
Katie, that skirt seems awfully thick. I’m worried that even the
belt won’t really get through to you. Let’s have it off please,
fold it up and put it on the table.”

“Oh, that’s a
super idea Mummy. Make her do it won’t you?”

Over in the
armchair, Gavin was trying desperately not to rub at his straining
cock. He’d chosen very well, the Campbell’s were both cruel, nasty
pieces of work. He’d have come and visit more often.

Jackie enjoyed
the look on Katie’s face. She was such a posh, snooty little bitch.
She had such a high opinion of herself that it was going to be a
pleasure to take her down a peg or two. Dressed in just her uniform
hat, shirt tie, and knickers she looked so cute and delightfully
spankable. Jackie patted her thighs, and with a sob Kathryn lowered
herself back over the girl’s knees for the second time. She heard a
slight whooshing sound and then heard a loud crack. For a second
she didn’t feel anything, perhaps the strap didn’t hurt that much
after all? But then she quickly changed her mind, the painful heat
spread quickly. She kicked and wiggled and pushed her hands back to
protect herself.

“Hands back
down Katie, unless you want me to strap those as well?”

Sniffling and
sobbing, Kathryn obeyed her boss’s instruction. The second stroke
hit her with a resounding crash and she squealed loudly and kicked
out more fiercely. Oooh, it hurt! How many more, surely not
many?


Chapter 19

 


Emily glanced
across to check he was still by her side. She was so grateful to
Kevin, to daddy she corrected herself. She wasn’t sure if she could
have made the journey across town to the doctor’s by herself. When
she mentioned her fears to daddy that morning he’d told her not to
worry, he’d reschedule her appointment, pick her up from school in
her lunch break, and take her there himself. That was weight off
her mind at least and she was most grateful, she knew daddy was
very busy at work but he’d taken time out to help her. She didn’t
really like coming to the doctor’s. He wasn’t her old familiar
female doctor; he had come highly recommended from a colleague of
daddy’s. His waiting room was small but expensively furnished, the
receptionist behind the counter looked as if she was a part-time
model. The whole place gave off an aura of wealth and privilege.
She’d been coming here on a fairly regular basis for about six
months, ever since that dreadful day that she hardly liked to think
about. Even today she couldn’t explain her lethargy and lack of
focus that led to her failing all her exams quite so badly. That
was a part of the reason why she was here in fact; she’d started to
suffer attacks of anxiety. She had the weirdest feeling that she
wasn’t learning anything. That was despite the fact that she was
re-sitting her entire final year at school and had a private tutor.
It felt like the facts were entering one side of her head and then
falling out of the other. Her mother had arranged another chat, as
she liked to call them, with Doctor O’Brian.

When her name
was called she reached for Kevin’s hand and together they went into
Dr O’Brian’s office. The doctor was a large, burly man with
iron-grey hair and piercing blue eyes. He shook Kevin’s hand firmly
and they chatted for a while, Emily stood nervously to one side,
unsure what to do with herself. Eventually the doctor directed
Kevin to a leather chair and retreated back behind his desk. Emily
realised that the low wooden chair was meant for her and hurriedly
perched herself on it.

“So, Mr
Longmuir, here we are again. Emily been having nightmares again, I
take it?

“That seems to
be the long and the short of it, Dr O’Brian.”

Emily fidgeted
nervously with the hem of her pleated, grey school skirt while the
talk between the two adults went over her head. Nobody, as of yet
had actually spoken to her, both the glamorous receptionist and the
doctor had addressed themselves to daddy rather than to her. She
was fairly sure that sort of behaviour would have riled her in the
past, but now it just sort of seemed right somehow. She waited
patiently while they talked and the doctor made notes. How had it
all gone so badly wrong? This time last year she was actively
searching out the right University. She’d even been to visit a
couple of the more prestigious ones and had found it easy to
imagine herself wandering around its’ grand buildings and working
in their impressive libraries. The thought of doing that again, now
seemed to fill her with a mild terror; she could actually feel her
heart rate increase.

“Emily! Emily,
Dr O’Brian’s speaking to you darling, Do try to pay attention,
there’s a good girl.”

Emily felt
herself blush as she realised the two adults were both looking at
her.

“I...I’m sorry
daddy, sorry Dr O’Brian,” she mumbled.

“I’m afraid
this is typical of her, doctor, she spends half her life
dreaming.”

The blush on
Emily’s face intensified and she felt near to tears.

“I was asking
you how your studies were progressing, Emily?”

“Oh...erm, very
good thank you, Dr O’Brian.”

“Are you sure
they’re very good, young lady? You’re not dreaming again are
you?”

Emily heard
daddy’s muffled snigger from behind her.

“I only ask to
try and ensure that we take a realistic view of the situation. We
must ask ourselves whether or not putting you through the stressful
challenge of higher education is actually worth the potential
damage it may do to your mental health.”

Emily blinked
her eyes to stem the tears that she could feel forming.

“H...how do you
m...mean...doctor?

“What I
m...mean, young lady,” he cruelly mocked her nervous stutter, is
that are you actually suited to going to University? I mean, with
all due respect, your exam results were rather pitiful. Your daddy
must have pulled some strings for you to be allowed back into St
Clare’s; you must be easily the oldest pupil there.”

Emily could
feel the tears running down her cheeks and brushed them away. Why
was the doctor being so horrible to her? Nobody had ever suggested
to her that she was anything but perfect before. Surely she hadn’t
imagined the fact that she had been a star pupil at St Clare’s? Her
teachers wouldn’t have all pretended that she was clever when she
wasn’t ...would they? She felt a consoling pat on her nylon covered
thigh.

“There, there
dear, don’t upset yourself. Go over to the couch and let Dr O’Brian
examine you.”

Almost in a
daze she struggled out of the chair and went over to the waiting
doctor.

“I’m going to
give you a thorough examination, just to make sure your various
maladies aren’t physical. Slip your blazer off, there’s a good
girl.”

Emily wasn’t
quite sure what he meant by that, but nevertheless she obediently
unbuttoned her navy blue blazer and took it off.

Times were good
again, reflected Dr Simon O’Brian. His private practise had taken a
bit of a hit over the last few years. More and more of his former
female patients had taken themselves, and their daughters, away and
found themselves female GP’s. He put it down to the shocking rise
in the popularity of feminism, rather than the fact that a lot of
women found him arrogant and rude. However, following the accession
of the New Government, normal service had been resumed. Thanks to
his unqualified support for the Party, he’d become the private
doctor of choice in the town. As a result several of his old
patients had returned, thanks to the insistence of their husbands
it seemed. He’d met Kevin Longmuir through one of their many mutual
New Government contacts; the man had explained the situation
regarding his step-daughter and the two of them had planned
accordingly. Once he’d actually met the attractive little thing, he
was even more committed to the project. About a month before her
exams, he’d provided Kevin with a certain tonic to give to Emily,
one to calm her pre-exam nerves and to boost her concentration.
Unfortunately the ‘tonic’ seemed to have the opposite effect, and
the former high-flying student had been brought back to earth with
quite a bump.

Short after the
exam calamity, Kevin had brought Emily to see him again and he’d
prescribed a very mild sedative to help her get over the shock of
failure. Well, that’s what it said on the bottle anyway, in reality
it was more of the same ‘tonic’. Ever since then she’d become more
pliable and more docile. This difference between the rather
aggressive and frankly, tomboyish little brat that he’d first had
the pleasure of meeting, and the meek little thing that was now in
his office, was quite amazing. That wasn’t to say that he found her
unattractive in any way, far from it in fact. She was a very
pretty, a brunette with large, appealing brown eyes. He placed the
buds of his stethoscope into his ears.

“Could you open
your blouse young lady, just a couple of buttons if you don’t mind?
Unless you’d rather I did it for you?”

Her hands
quickly went to the little buttons and undid a couple. She held
upon her shirt while he moved her navy blue school tie to one side
and held the stethoscope to the centre of her chest, just below her
bra,

“Breathe in,
breathe out, breathe in, and breathe out. Breathe in again, hold it
for a count of five, and then breathe out again.”

He carried this
on for a little while, not for any medical reason obviously; mainly
it was so that he could get a good look at her bra and her small
but pert breasts. Kevin had also leaned forward a little; it did
his heart good to see his snooty stepdaughter exposing herself like
this to a stranger.

“Now I want you
to jog on the spot for thirty seconds, there’s a good girl.”

Once she’d
finished bouncing around, he’d used the same procedure with the
stethoscope, adding a few ‘Hmmm’s’ for good measure. Then he got
her to sit on the edge of the couch while he shone a little torch
into her eyes and into her ears. He told her to put out her tongue
and then used a thin wooden stick to keep it held down while he
examined her throat. He then put on a latex glove and gripped her
tongue between thumb and forefinger. He held her in that
humiliating position for quite a while, searching her mouth cavity.
He even called Kevin from his seat at one juncture to show him
something important. It was only when her eyes showed signs of
panic that he released her. While she was recovering he went to
stand behind her, slipped his arms under her arms and took a firm
grip of her breasts. Kevin had to fight to keep the smile from his
face, especially when O’Brian asked her how that felt. The look of
panic on her face was most amusing,

“Do relax
darling, Dr O’Brian’s a professional with years of experience.”

She squealed by
way of response as the experienced professional squeezed her
breasts just a bit too firmly. Then she was required to remove her
wrap-around skirt. By now she was too demoralised too even think
about arguing and simply obeyed. Nor had she been told too rebutton
her blouse, so she hadn’t done that either. She looked forlorn and
bedraggled, thought Dr O’Brian, and ever so sexy. There then
followed a little gratuitous toe-touching and bottom fondling
through her opaque, black tights. Eventually she was allowed to
stand and to tidy herself up.

“I’d like you
to go outside and wait please, Emily. The grown-ups have things to
discuss.”

Emily scurried
to the door and went out into the waiting room. Part of her was
glad to be out of that warm little room and to be away from the old
man’s groping hands. But another part of her brain was telling her
that she should be furious. How dare that vile, creepy old man
fondle and humiliate her like that? How dare he suggest that she
wasn’t University material? How dare Kevin bring her to be examined
by the old pervert? But then just as suddenly as those feelings
came, they left her. The old gentleman was a doctor after all.
Doctors were professional and knew much more than ordinary people.
She should listen to a doctor and accept what they had to say.
Daddy had looked after her and brought her to see a doctor when she
wasn’t feeling well. Daddy always had her best interests at heart.
She looked across at the receptionist and caught her eye. The
attractive woman smiled at her and tentatively, she smiled back.
The woman smiled again and pointed at her own chest. Emily looked
down and to her embarrassment, realised that she’d left the office
in such a hurry that she’d left two buttons of her blouse
unfastened and her plain, white bra was clearly visible. With a sob
she fumbled with them. Behind her she could hear laughter coming
from Dr O’Brian’s office. In her mind she had no doubt what the two
men were laughing about.


Chapter 20

 


Jessica Winslow
wasn’t feeling quite so confident about the outcome of her meeting
with Judge Obeng. She’d been allowed to dress in her own smart suit
and heels. Her hair was still a mess and she’d been denied the use
of cosmetics, but she still cut an impressive figure. She’d been
left in a cell for a couple of hours and then, tired and hungry,
she was led back into court. It was awfully familiar, the same
black judge, the same disinterested spectators, even the same fat
lawyer who was evidently going to ‘represent’ her again. The judge
peered over his half-moon spectacles at her. She was certainly an
attractive young woman, for a white girl. It looked to him as if
she’d lost a couple of kilos since they’d last met.

“So, young
lady, what have you learned in your six month re-education
period??”

His tone was
deceptively reasonable, like a father asking a favourite daughter
what she’d learned at school that day.

“The staff at
the re-education centre have encouraged me to reflect on my crime
and for that I am most grateful, your Honour. I accept the fact
that my punishment was justified and I hope that with their help I
can become a valuable member of the community again. I am sincerely
grateful to all the management and staff at Southfields for their
time and patience.”

Jessica was
word perfect and so she should be, that humiliating little phrase
had been caned into her memory. Judge Obeng nodded wisely, as if it
was the first time he’d heard the words. He glanced down at the
photographs on his desk, Jessica in her various humiliating
uniforms, Jessica being strapped, Jessica on her hands and knees
scrubbing in a dark corridor. He could feel his cock beginning to
stiffen already, with difficulty he put the pictures to one side,
he was a respected professional and he had his duty to do.

In the public
viewing gallery and unnoticed by Jessica sat Charles Taylor and
Nigel Barton, both men were enjoying the spectacle of the former
CFO being humiliated.

“You have a
statement for the court I believe, Mr Lincoln?”

“With your
permission, sir. My client has served her original sentence and as
you heard, is suitably penitent. However as required I have a
statement from Southfield RC, It reads,

‘To whom it may
concern,

Miss Jessy
Winslow has served her six original month sentence at Southfields
Re-education Centre. She has accumulated five official disciplinary
punishments in that period. Her behaviour has been acceptable and
her attitude has been no more than adequate. ‘

Jessica half
turned to look at Mr Lincoln, wasn’t the man supposed to be
defending her? All he was actually doing was reading out a critical
report of her. Surely she had some sort of rights in this
situation? She listened as he carried on,

‘I consider
that Miss Winslow has become reasonably compliant with regard to
the aims and ambitions of the New Government. I believe that
Southfields has succeeded in instilling a certain amount of respect
in her that seemed to be absent when she was first enrolled,’

Jessica only
just prevented herself from rolling her eyes and sighing, she
hadn’t been ‘enrolled’ in that dreadful place, she’d been consigned
to it as a result of a nonsensical, trumped-up charge. She just had
to keep calm now, and she’d surely be on her way home. But Mr
Lincoln hadn’t finished,

‘However my
question is just how much respect have we managed to instil? Is
Miss Winslow fully in agreement with the stated aims and objectives
of the New Government? Is she truly reformed, or is she merely
acting a role? I personally am undecided and I bow to the more
learned Court officials to decide in this case. Faithfully,
Reginald Maltby, Deputy Governor.’

Jessica was now
staring at Mr Lincoln, was he serious? She had to be released that
morning, she just had to be. Surely she wouldn’t be re-sentenced,
after everything shed been through in the last six months?

“Thank you, Mr
Lincoln. Face me, if you will, Miss Winslow. In light of Mr
Maltby’s report, I have a difficult decision to make. Clearly that
Governor doesn’t think you’re a lost cause, certainly I see no need
to increase your original six month sentence. “

Jessica could
feel the tears of relief gathering in her eyes.

“I have in the
past found it necessary in some cases to increase an inmate’s
sentence from six months to twelve months, for example, in cases
where young ladies have been found to be particularly recalcitrant.
In your particular situation I don’t think an increase is
warranted. I’m going to reduce your additional sentence to just
three months. I think that will give Mr Maltby and his excellent
staff time to reassess their opinion of you and your degree of
repentance.”

Jessica felt
the room spin; she reached forward with both hands to steady
herself against the rail. Had the whole world gone quite mad? Had
she heard correctly, had the judge just told her he was reducing
her sentence, and then sent her back to Southfields? How could and
additional three month be construed as a reduction? She was tempted
to shriek out loud and demand to know what on earth the judge was
thinking, how could he justify such a ludicrous decision? But being
an intelligent woman she realised that was probably what the vile
little man actually wanted her to do. She understood of course that
he didn’t have to justify any decision to her. He was a judge in a
court of law, albeit one that had been influenced and corrupted by
the New Government. This whole show, her appearance in her office
clothes, the letter from Maltby, even the judgement itself, was all
a game. A way of confirming the power of the New Government, her
trial was being filmed and no doubt it would be used as some sort
of propaganda weapon in the on-going war against the women’s
Equality Party and against confident assertive, successful women
like her. Knowing all this she managed to prevent herself crying
and she was damned if she was going to beg.

“Before you
leave us, Miss Winslow, it’s my sad duty to inform you that every
recidivist who is returned to a Re-education Centre is awarded a
mandatory six strokes with one of the heavier canes.”

Jessica looked
aghast; she could still remember the shock and the pain of her
original ‘welcome to Southfields’ caning. This promised to be even
worse! Just then she heard a familiar braying laugh. She looked up
into the public gallery to see the grinning faces of Taylor and
Barton, the two men instrumental in having her sent to Southfields
in the first place

“Hear, hear,
that’s just what the trollope deserves!” Called out Barton, in his
self-satisfied, private school drawl.

The Honourable
Judge Milton Obeng ignored his outburst, and may indeed have smiled
a little to himself. He banged his gavel,

“Take her
down.”

***

Judge Milton
Obeng, respected pillar of the local legal establishment, leaned
forward slightly and disconnected the blonde girl’s mouth from his
swollen penis by means of a firm grip on her blonde ponytail.
Lazily he slapped her cheek with his turgid cock and then for good
measure, slapped the other one. It amused him so much that he did
it again, the distressed look on the woman’s patrician face only
served to enhance his enjoyment.

“What did I
tell you about using your tongue, you silly fat bitch?”

When there
wasn’t an immediate reply from the red-faced woman, Obeng slapped
her again, but this time with his large, heavy hand.

“I...I’m sorry,
sir. I’m trying really hard...” Her posh accent was enough to annoy
him on its own.

“But not hard
enough, you stupid woman. Do you actually want me to send you back
to that re-training centre? I can arrange it very easily, and I
will if you can’t make me cum very soon. I can send you for a
judicial twenty four stroke caning and then bring you back here.
You know that don’t you?”

The question
was purely rhetorical and they both knew it. He was a judge, he
could do absolutely anything within the constraints of the law.
Thanks to the New Government those constraints as far as due legal
process was concerned were being loosened almost by the day. There
were often times during his long, undistinguished legal career when
a man like Obeng, corrupt, racist misogynist that he was, had
dreamed of situations like this. A wealthy middle-class white woman
on her knees sucking slavishly at his veiny old cock. A cock that
he noticed proudly had been erect for quite a long time. The
combination of the woman’s obvious distaste for him and the
excitement of condemning a very attractive young woman like Jessica
Winslow to another three months at the hands of the sadists that
ran Southfields RC were quite intoxicating. He couldn’t resist the
inevitable, he held the woman’s head tightly and watched her
reaction as he began to spurt into her throat.

***

Jessica
meanwhile was being hustled through the stark, echoing, oh-so
familiar corridors of Southfields RC by two uniformed officers.

“Did you really
think it would be that easy to leave us, Winslow?” asked the
woman.

“Mr Maltby must
really fancy you, Winslow. Perhaps he’ll never let you go?” Said
the man taking a firmer grip on her right arm.

“I’m really
looking forward to hearing her squeal, Tommy. Posh bitches’ getting
it always makes me laugh.”

“Haha, yes
you’re right. Posh girls always make the most fuss, and you know
how much Mr Maltby hates fuss?”

“Six strokes,
eh Winslow? Six strokes of the heavy cane. I believe. That’s going
to sting a little bit, isn’t it?”

“I’ll bet it
only takes two strokes, three at the most before she’s crying and
bawling like a big baby.”

Jessica could
already feel the tears on her cheeks. In fact she’d been crying
pretty much since she’d heard her sentence had been extended. What
really brought it home to her was when she was stripped of her
‘adult’ clothes for the second time at Southfields and then
redressed in the humiliating school uniform that the Centre insist
that all inmates wore while they were being ‘re-educated’ within
its austere walls. Having her red hair plaited yet again into two
pigtails by a fat woman who obviously enjoyed her work was the
final confirmation that it wasn’t all a dream that she’d soon wake
up from. She was to all intents and purposes a twenty-six year old
schoolgirl again.

The warden
released her arm and she realised she was stood outside Reginald
Maltby’s office again. The man knocked and then ushered her through
the door and into the room. The horrible man looked her up and down
again appreciatively,

“Welcome home,
Miss Winslow. It seems as though Southfields has failed in its
attempts to reform and re-educate you. I take that very, very
personally. It’s almost as if Judge Oberg’s decision is a comment
of my own failings. Is that what your intention was, Miss Winslow,
to suggest to my superiors that I am incompetent?”

Stood at
attention, stomach in, tits out, thumbs grasping the seams of her
tiny, revealing gymslip, Jessica felt her stomach turn to ice.

“N...no sir.
Sorry sir...I don’t really know, sir.”

“You don’t
really know, Winslow?”

He slowly got
to his feet and made his way to his cupboard as if the whole thing
was a chore. He opened the door and took out a long stick which he
flexed and bent and then whipped through the air
ostentatiously.

“Strap her to
the caning bench please, officers.”

She couldn’t
even summon the energy to struggle, what would be the point? They’d
just cane her harder. She allowed herself to be fastened to the
horrible bench. As her skirt was being pinned to her blouse she
noticed a new refinement. A mirror had been placed in front of her
so that she could see her own face. The bindings holding her wrists
and ankles were tightened and she could hear the cane swishing in
the background. Her knickers were pulled unceremoniously to her
knees. She felt the tap, tap of the stick on her bare bottom.

“Make sure she
keeps her eyes open please, Starmer. I want to make sure she’s
feeling it.”

“Yes sir,”
replied the woman as she manoeuvred herself into a position where
she could see Jessica’s face in the mirror.

Jessica
reminded herself to keep her eyes open as the stick was
relentlessly tapped against her backside. She could see the tension
and the fear in her own face. The tapping stopped and she tried to
prepare herself. Suddenly the cane bit into her buttocks and filled
her with a sudden flash of absolute agony. She heard a bellowing
shriek of pain which she realised; with an odd feeling of
detachment was her own voice. She squirmed as hard and as violently
as she could, driven by the sheer pain of the assault, but she
could hardly move her arms or legs an inch.

“That’s one,
Jessy, only five more to come.” Maltby told her, she was one of his
favourites; her red hair reminded him of the recently departed
Barbara Glover. Despite what he’d said to her, it was a pleasure to
see her back. He raised the cane again and aimed just below the
first stroke, which he noticed was already beginning to discolour
nicely. He lifted his arm and whipped the stroke in, to his
satisfaction it struck a couple of centimetres below the first. He
was rewarded with another scream; he stepped to the side slightly
and studied her face in the mirror. Installing the mirror had been
an inspired idea; he did so enjoy the fact that he could see the
pain and watched the tears tumbling down her cheeks. He cocked his
arm again and waited for her struggles and shouting to ease down
before crashing the third stroke in just below the previous one.
The first weal was already turning purple, that was bound to hurt
in the morning. He walked around to her head and squatted alongside
it,

“Now that
you’re in your second term with us, Jessy, your punishments in this
office have to increase. You do understand that don’t you? You
simply can’t be seen to be challenging the system. Every time
you’re sent to my office to my office to be corrected, the tariff
is increased by one stroke per visit.”

He lifted her
tear-streaked face to look at his own.

“So the next
time you’re sent to me for whatever reason, you’ll receive seven
strokes of the senior girl’s cane, understood?”

“Y...yes,
sir.”

“And when
you’re sent to me the time after that, how many strokes will you
get?”

“Eight...eight
s...strokes, sir.”

“You are a
clever little girl, Winslow.”

He took another
look at her beautiful green eyes before releasing her chin. He
walked slowly around behind her, ignoring her babbling, begging
entreaties. He whipped his cane a couple of times through the air
before tapping it against her backside. Once again the cane was
whipped in and elicited and ear splitting, heart-rending wail of
pain. Ten minutes later it was all over, Maltby thanked the two
officers and ushered them out of his office. He returned to his
victim who was still bound and blubbering across the bench. He put
his hand on her corrugated backside, just to feel the heat
emanating from it. She cried out again as if anticipating another
attack on it. Maltby knelt, loosened the straps and pulled her legs
further apart. From his desk he produced a tube of ointment and
lathered his hands with it. He was looking forward to easing the
agonizing pain that he knew she must be suffering, he’d think of a
way she could thank him later on.

 



Chapter 21

 


Susan Hampton
looked carefully at the letter in her hand; she blinked a little
and then reread it,

‘Dear Miss
Hampton,

It has come to
the attention of the Committee for Examination Credibility that
your Ordinary Level Mathematics Paper has been incorrectly marked.
A routine check-up has revealed that what was originally marked as
a narrow pass was in fact, after careful scrutiny, a clear fail.
The unfortunate conclusion is that without the possession of a pass
in this subject, you are no longer qualified to teach. You will
therefore immediately cease and desist. Your license to teach has
been temporarily withdrawn pending an enquiry. In order to help CEC
with the above mentioned enquiry, you are required to attend a
meeting with our Miss Butterworth at 9am on Monday the
23rd of this month at the above address.

Regards,

Roger
Beckenham.’

Susan turned
the letter over in her hand; surely this was some sort of joke?
She’d been a teacher for nearly fifteen years; this didn’t make any
sense at all. Her Ordinary Level Maths exam must have been
something like twenty years ago. No, the letter was clearly a joke,
somebody from the school if she had to guess. On the other hand,
the headed notepaper did appear to be very authentic. She bent and
picked up the envelope off the floor and noted the sender’s
address. She turned on her computer and typed it in, Shit! There
was a Committee for Examination Credibility! Quickly she checked
the screen, there was a contact number attached. So many people
didn’t have access to computers nowadays, so phone numbers were
making a big comeback. She rang the number and eventually got
through,

“Hampton,
Hampton, Susan Hampton, Ah Miss Susan Hampton of 5 Suffolk Lane,
Allenby? Yes Miss Hampton, you’re required to attend our offices at
9am next Monday. Oh, and please don’t be late.”

Susan replaced
the clumsy handset and stood staring at the telephone. Please don’t
be late? The rude little madam! But that still didn’t alter the
fact that, for some bizarre reason, she was currently barred from a
job she loved. When Monday morning came around, Susan was in a bit
of a state. She’d read quite a lot about the CEC, and what they
said was true. There was a committee that was looking back through
thousands of examination transcripts to check for mistakes in
marking. It was described on the website as ‘maintaining ethical
and quality standards’ but having read the somewhat guarded
comments on the websites she was allowed to access the only
conclusion was that very many teachers, especially female teachers,
were being singled out and removed from the profession. She drove
the twenty miles or so to the CEC offices feeling more and more
worried. She loved her job, but she also loved the money, the
holidays, and the status that came with it. She tried to convince
herself that this was some sort of clerical oversight, but she was
having great difficulty maintaining the subterfuge. She had phoned
up the Headmaster, Mr King, at school to explain the situation, but
she had a feeling that he already knew about it.

The large,
intimidating room she was sat in didn’t exactly set her mind at
rest either. She felt quite overawed by it, friendless and alone.
She glanced at her watch for the tenth time. It was already 9.45
and nobody had as yet said a word to her. Suddenly in the periphery
of her vision, a door opened and closed and a short blonde woman
scurried towards her, head down. She passed close enough for Susan
to notice that she’d been crying. Oh God, oh God, oh God. That
can’t be a good sign.

“Hampton, room
three please.”

Susan couldn’t
help but notice that she was apparently no longer ‘Miss’ Hampton.
She knocked on number three and a voice told her to enter. The
sour-faced young woman behind the wooden desk didn’t bother to rise
from her seat. She looked Susan up and down and then sniffed.

“Sit down, Miss
Hampton. This won’t take very long.”

Brenda
Butterworth enjoyed her job. She wasn’t long out of school and
she’d hated the vast majority of the time she’d wasted there. When
she left, without any sort of qualification, both she and her
teachers exchanged a mutual sigh of relief. She’d drifted in and
out of various low-paid, dead-end jobs until her uncle felt obliged
to use his one good contact in the New Government and secure her a
job with the newly established Committee for Examination
Credibility. To his astonishment she took to her role with
surprising alacrity. She soon graduated from filing and coffee
making and was eventually promoted to her present position, Junior
Investigation Officer. She’d thrown away her jeans and bought a
couple of cheap suits; she wore heels and stockings and was even
persuaded to adopt a half-decent hairstyle. She reached up and put
a lock of her hair behind her ear before opening a slim, manilla
folder.

“You are Miss
Susan Hampton, currently resident at number 5, Suffolk Lane?”

“Yes, I am”

“Miss
Butterworth.”

“I beg your
pardon?”

“That’s my
name, Miss Butterworth. That’s how I like to be addressed. You are
Miss Susan Hampton, currently resident at number 5, Suffolk
Lane?”

“Y...yes, Miss
Butterworth,”

“Excellent, and
you were a teacher at Allenby High School?”

“Erm...I assume
I still am a teacher at Allenby?”

Susan felt her
stomach suddenly grow heavy with dread. Brenda leaned back in her
comfortable leather armchair and regarded the flustered-looking
woman sat in front of her. She smiled to herself, she always liked
it when her interviewee was older than her, it always added certain
piquancy. She crossed her legs and enjoyed the still unfamiliar
sibilant hiss of her nylons.

“I presume you
can read, Miss Hampton, what with you being a former teacher and
all?”

Susan nodded
her head and croaked, “yes, Miss Butterworth.”

“Then hopefully
you will have understood that as of the 18th of this
month you are no longer registered as a teacher. You are a failure,
Miss Hampton. For whatever reason you Mathematics paper was marked
in a ridiculously lenient, almost fraudulent manner. You no longer
have an Ordinary Mathematics qualification, therefore your
University place should not have been awarded, and quite clearly
your degree is not worth the paper it’s written on. Do you
understand me?”

Susan had
already begun to cry, much to Brenda’s delight. This one was going
to be easy. She glared at the sobbing woman until she whispered the
words,

“Yes, Miss
Butterworth.”

“Finally, we
are agreed. You’re no longer a teacher, are you?”

“No, M...Miss
Butterworth.”

“You’re a
failure, aren’t you”

Susan nodded,
too upset to speak.

“Not to mention
a fraud and a cheat.”

“Yes...Miss
B...Butterworth,” Big, fat tears were rolling down her scarlet
cheeks. This was terrible, unbelievably terrible.

“My manager, Mr
Beckenham had already drawn up papers to demand the value of your
University tuition fees and a certain proportion of your
accumulated salary be paid back immediately. Obviously you can
forget such perks as your pension, that will obviously have to be
forfeited due to your inappropriate behaviour.”

She held up her
hand to prevent Susan from begging her case. “If you’ll be good
enough to let me finish, Miss Hampton.”

The distraught
woman rubbed her eyes with both hands, but remained silent.

“But, I have
spoken to Mr Beckenham on your behalf and made a case for you.
Having read your file I can see that you’re by no means a terrible
teacher, despite in effect working as an unlicensed practitioner. I
have persuaded him that a person of your mature years needs a
second chance. How else could you repay such a hefty fine after
all? Now, wipe your eyes and try and pull yourself together, you’re
making quite a spectacle of yourself you know?”

When Susan had
finally managed to get herself calm, the young woman leaned across
her desk and spoke in a confidential sort of way.

“I don’t
imagine that you’ve heard the concept of 7th Form have
you, Miss Hampton? It’s a rather ingenious way to prove to the
world , and to yourself I suppose, that you’re worthy of the
description ‘teacher’. It’s a chance for you to redeem yourself and
to prove us and the examiners wrong. Should you succeed, you can
return to Allenby with your head held high. Now let me explain a
little of the detail to you.”

***

There were
many, many occasions when Susan Hampton regretted listening to that
rather common young woman at the CEC. At first her suggestion had
seemed quite attractive, an opportunity to re-sit and pass her
Maths paper. Then a return to her teaching job and the status and
security it brought. She had been so relieved that she’d wept in
front of the girl. The plan was simple, all she had to do was to
sign up to a suitable course, revise a little bit and then sit the
exam whenever her tutors thought it appropriate. Obviously, as Miss
Butterworth intimated, she literally couldn’t afford to fail a
second time. The concept of the 7th form was a new
thing, certainly Susan had never heard of it. It turned out to be a
New Government initiative whereby mature woman could be’ helped to
achieve their educational ambitions’ as the website handily
explained. As the name implied it was seen as a follow on from
school. The oldest pupils in British schools were 6th
formers, the final year before going on to University. Under New
Government organisation, mature women would be added to a school's
newly created 7th tier. The way the young woman explained it at the
time seemed to make sense, admittedly she wasn’t at her best, the
stress of the situation and the intimidating surroundings weren’t
ideal. When the application form was pushed across the table at
her, she quickly signed it. The alternative, after all, was just
unthinkable.

A week later
she received a letter from the CEC outlining the details of her new
educational experience. Due to the lack of space in Allenby she was
to report to Lady Margaret’s Academy in Wychminster at 9am on the
following Monday. Her form tutor was a Miss Williams; she was to
equip herself with a pad and suitable writing implements and a
ruler. Due to limited space she was requested not to bring a car,
but the number 27 bus stopped outside the school. Her uniform could
be purchased at any of the larger school outfitters. Could she
please pay particular attention to the rules regarding uniform,
appearance, and behaviour? She remembered reading and re-reading
the last paragraph. Her Uniform? She was thirty six years old for
Christ’s sake! Surely she wasn’t required to wear a uniform to
revise for a Maths exam? And why Lady Margaret’s Academy of all
schools? It can’t have been a coincidence that it was the school
she attended as a pupil all those years ago.

Oh how naive
she’d been in those days. Not only did she have to go and buy a
uniform at the outfitters in Wychminster, she daren’t go to the
nearer one in Allenby, but she discovered that it was an absurdly
humiliating one as well. Brown leather sandals and white ankle
socks, a short green and gold gingham dress, a grey V-necked
pullover trimmed with a green and a gold stripe, and a grey blazer
with the Academy badge on the left breast. She was so angry she
could hardly breathe; the sniggering of the sales assistants didn’t
help matters either. Just before she stripped off the stupid
clothes and threw them at the horrible bitches, an older staff
member took pity on her. She quietly explained that if Susan
refused to attend Lady Margaret’s, then she would be in breach of
her contract and could be imprisoned. And that was on top of losing
her job and potentially incurring a large bill.

***

“Hampton.”

Susan raised
her hand and replied in the proscribed way, “here, Miss
Williams.”

And now here
she was, jammed in to a tiny, primary school desk, along with ten
other ‘girls’, as the elderly teacher insisted on referring to them
as. All had hung their smart blazers on appropriate pegs and were
sat facing forward and only speaking to confirm their attendance.
The classroom was eerily reminiscent of her own primary school
days; in fact it might have been the actual room she had first been
taught maths in. It had hardly changed at all, the maps, the
pictures, the multiplication tables, the globe on the teacher’s
desk, the institutional green walls. All were dreadfully familiar.
Even to her everlasting shame, the teacher was familiar. Bryony
Williams had actually taught her Mathematics in her final year at
school, and she had seemed ancient even then.

“This morning,
girls, we will be going over our multiplication tables. We’ll start
with seven, I know some of you find your seven times table a bit
difficult. So, let’s all get to our feet and speak clearly and
confidently. Ready, one seven is seven, two sevens are
fourteen.”

And so it
carried on, all the way to twelve sevens are eighty four. Eleven
former teachers between the ages of twenty five and forty stood to
attention dressed in primary school uniforms and reciting their
seven times table by rote. Even now, the dreadful humiliation
hadn’t quite worn off. Miss Williams on the other hand seemed
completely impervious to the situation. She continued to treat her
pupils as if they actually were nine years old. A sharp word here
and there, an admonishment for a pupil who’s socks had slipped
down, a scolding in front of the class for a poor piece of work. It
was all so unbelievable and yet so terrifyingly real.

“Let’s carry on
straight to eights please, class. One eight is eight...”

Once the shock
of her first shameful, terrible day had worn off, Bryony Williams
had taken her to one side and explained that although they knew
each other, she couldn’t show Susan any favouritism. She also
advised her that she would really have to buckle down and work hard
because, if her memory served her correctly, Susan hadn’t actually
been particularly good at maths when she first attended Lady
Margaret’s.

“I imagine that
you wish you’d worked just that little bit harder in my classes,
Hampton, rather than sit giggling on the back row don’t you?”

“Yes Miss
Williams,” she replied blushing to the roots of her hair.

“Yes, my dear,
don’t think I’ve forgotten you or your nasty little friends. I’ve
already spoken to Mr Royale and given him a little of your
background.”

At the time she
hadn’t met Mr Royale, but she was destined to see a lot of him
during her time at Lady Margaret’s. He turned out to be a tall
aloof gentleman, a former headmaster apparently. He was the course
tutor and would decide when, in his opinion; a girl was ready to
re-sit her particular failed exam. Before their first one to one
meeting, Susan confidently expected to learn on which day in the
next fortnight or so she’d be sitting her Maths exam. Following a
brief discussion about her first couple of weeks at Lady
Margaret’s, the conversation turned to Mathematics. He asked her a
couple of questions and then carefully wrote down her rather
confused answers. The reality was that Susan, like most of her
former colleagues, hadn’t read a text book since the day she
qualified as a teacher. And as horrible Miss Williams had
suggested, Maths wasn’t exactly her strong suit. He looked at her
over his spectacles and slowly shook his head.

“Miss Williams
has mentioned your name to me, Hampton. And I’m afraid I have to
agree with her. You clearly have no aptitude for Mathematics
whatsoever, and all I can say is that unless you pull your socks up
then you’re going to be a student here for quite some time.”

He dismissed
her with a casual wave of his hand. She fled to the bathroom to try
and hide the tears that were beginning to well in her eyes. As she
dabbed at them with a tissue, she could see two of the older
Academy pupils smirking at her discomfort. What on earth must they
think of her? Dressed as she was and crying in the bathroom in the
middle of the afternoon? Hurriedly she dried her eyes, pulled
herself together and hurried back to her classroom. How long ago
was that? Maybe three months ago perhaps? And here she still was,
in the same classroom with Miss Williams droning on at the front in
that particularly flat, dull tone of hers that Susan remembered
only too well. The composition of the class had changed as well, of
the original eleven in her group, only four remained. The other
seven had been rapidly replaced with seven other ‘failures’. Miss
Williams was explaining quadratic equations on the old-fashioned
blackboard, but as far as Susan was concerned she may as well have
been explaining ancient Greek. Part of the problem that Bryony
Williams wasn’t a particularly good teacher, which was why many of
her pupils had mocked her through the years. Nobody sniggered at
her now, however. All the women knew that any inattention or
behaviour that the old woman might construe as ‘cheek’ would result
in the guilty party being supplied with a note to deliver to Mr
Royale.

Susan’s first
experience of one of Miss Williams’ notes was burned into her
memory. She’d been called out and asked to deliver a handwritten
note to the Course Tutor. In her naivety she hadn’t given it a
second thought, she was glad to leave the oppressive classroom if
only for a couple of minutes. When she eventually found his
officer, she knocked and was admitted. She handed him the note,
which he read and then placed on his desk. He stood up and took a
hold of an armless, wooden chair and carried it to the centre of
the room. He slowly removed his jacket and hung it up before
sitting down and patting his thighs.

“Over you come,
young lady.”

She looked at
him in astonishment.

“Wha...what do
you mean?”

She had a
horrible suspicion that she knew what he intended, it was just that
her brain was having great difficulty in processing the
information.

“Don’t waste my
time please. Hampton. I’m a very busy man.”

He patted his
thighs again. As if in a dream she stumbled forwards and stood
looking at him. He grabbed a wrist and pulled her so that she fell
over his knee with both her head and her toes almost touching the
carpet. She felt one of his long legs clamp her own legs together.
Then, quite unbelievably his hand lifted the hem of her gingham
dress and tucked it into the waistband. Only then did she begin to
struggle. He was going to spank her! Really spank her as if she was
a little girl! She redoubled her efforts to escape but it was
futile, she realised almost at once how strong he was. The first
blow crashed into her panty-clad behind and she squealed with
shock. Oh my God, how it hurt! The second and the third followed
and then the rest in a rapid tattoo on her increasingly sore
buttocks. Was the man quite mad? Surely he couldn’t do this to her.
She was an adult, a fully grown woman for Christ’s sake! She’d
kicked and screamed, really loudly screamed, but had made no
difference. He’d carried on spanking her until she was quite
breathless. Only when she lay limp and defeated like a rag doll
over his knees did he relent and allow her to stand.

“Miss Williams
was unhappy with behaviour, young lady. She asked me to punish you
for inattention. In future you will not stare out of the window
like some sort of gormless sheep, do you understand me?”

“Y...yes, sir.”
She sniffed as she frantically rubbed at her burning backside.

“When you
return to the classroom, you will inform Miss Williams that you
have been dealt with. Should she bother to ask how, you will inform
her that you have received a mild spanking, understood?”

“Yes, sir,” A
mild spanking, was he quite mad?

“Oh, and
Hampton?”

“Yes sir?”

“Five hundred
lines on my desk by 9am tomorrow. ‘I am too old to stare out of the
window like a ruminant; I must pay attention in class’. Your best
handwriting please, dismissed.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Hampton,
Hampton! Are you still with us, girl?”

She stood up
hurriedly, “I am, Miss Williams. Sorry, Miss Williams.”

“I hope you
were contemplating the subject in hand?”

“I was, Miss
Williams.”

“Hmmm, see that
you do, young lady. I’d hate to have to send you to Mr Royale
again; I hear you’re one of his favourite customers.”

There was a
little chorus of sniggers from those girls in the know, which Miss
Williams didn’t check.

“Sit down
please, Hampton, I’ve had just about enough of your antics for one
day. The rest of you girls, we’ve wasted enough time already. Let’s
return to the blackboard.”

Immediately,
eleven heads turned simultaneously to show how focussed and
interested in quadratic equations they were. Bryony Williams smiled
a happy little smile. If only all her classes had been as
well-behaved and obedient as this one. She might have enjoyed her
long but miserable career if that had been the case, but now she
was determined to make up for lost time. She looked over at silly
little Susan Hampton dressed in her silly little uniform and
suppressed a smile. She had plans for that snooty little madam,
idly she wondered if some of the girls who’d been at school with
young Miss Hampton might remember her. She’d already spoken with a
couple of former teachers at Lady Margaret’s who had recently
retired. It seemed a shame somehow not to let them enjoy Miss
Hampton’s plight, especially as she was a fellow teacher. Or at
least used to be a fellow teacher, she hastily corrected herself
with a little smile.


Chapter 22

 


Kevin had five
minutes to kill; business at Lambert & Kline was on the up due
in no small part to his own efforts, he deserved a break. Some of
his New Government contacts had really come up trumps. He
personally had increased sales by more than 20%, a fact that hadn’t
gone unnoticed by the new owners. He pulled out his personal laptop
and signed into his account. His favourite site took a little while
to load, but it was so worth it. His connections had told him about
this particular site and supplied the high-level passwords needed
to access it. The menu welcomed him and asked him where in
Southfields Re-education Centre he would like to visit first. Kevin
could feel the familiar stirring in his loins as he reviewed his
options. The site was organised in a variety of ways, he could for
example choose a particular room and watch what happened within it.
He could search by name for a particular staff member and be taken
to wherever in the facility they were and view what was happening
via their personal webcams. He could enter the ‘New Girl’ area and
be treated to an inmate, dressed for the first time in her new
uniform, addressing the camera and giving her name and age, details
of her crime, and the sentence she had received. He could access
the absolutely enormous library of pictures and videos that
Southfields had accumulated. Or, he could simply type in the name
of an inmate and be taken to wherever his current favourite might
be.

Carefully he
typed in ‘Michelle Brown’ and within seconds a screen appeared with
pictures of her from the front and in profile. Her personal data
told him her full name was Michelle Sarah Brown, she was thirty
four, she was five feet and two inches tall and weighed a hundred
and fifteen pounds. She was a natural blonde and was blue-eyed. She
lived in Fairburn Avenue in Wychminster, and she was divorced from
her husband, Simon. They had no children. She was a sales manager
at Lambert & Kline on a salary of £48k. He knew all her details
of course, but nevertheless he enjoyed reviewing them. Eagerly he
clicked on the ‘find’ button and was transported to a classroom. He
smiled; he did like to see the mature woman dressed in the
demeaning Southfields uniform. He used the toggle feature to find
his target, ah yes there she was, on the extreme right of the front
row listening intently to her class teacher. God only knew how many
cameras there were in the building, but there were six just in that
one standard sized classroom. He could watch her from the front or
the back or the side, whatever took his fancy. He could watch the
entire class at work, or he could zoom in and watch Michelle’s
anxious little face in Super-HD. With her hair tied in two cute
pigtails, her lack of any make-up, and her slight stature, the
uniform didn’t look at all out of place.

Nothing was
particularly going on, so he opened another screen and left the
classroom one open. He called up Michelle’s name again and clicked
on ‘most recent punishment’. This was one of his favourite
sections. He was gratified to see that she had received two new
ones since he’d last visited. He clicked on the older of the two.
The video started and showed his former manager strapped over a
caning bench. He licked his lips appreciatively, the caning bench!
Someone had clearly been a naughty little girl. The camera showed
her from behind, her tiny grey gymslip pegged up to reveal her
tight blue knickers. He watched her squirm against the Velcro
straps pinning her to the bench in a fruitless attempt to protect
her little bottom. The cane came into the shot, tapping incessantly
against the drum-tight seat of her panties. He watched it drawn
back and then whipped in. She threw her head back and really fought
against her bonds. That looked like it had really stung! He clicked
on the split screen option and was treated to the same stroke but
this time Michelle was filmed from the front as well as the back.
He savoured the look of terror on her face as she felt the stick
tapping at her bottom. He concentrated on her face as he watched
the cane being raised, her face crumpled in shock as the stick bit
into her backside and then her head shot back and her mouth opened
wide in a shriek of pain.

Kevin rubbed at
his cock through his pants, he was sorely tempted to remove the
mute from the volume and listen to the swish of the cane and her
accompanying bellow of pain. From her anguished facial expression
and her desperate writhing he was fairly sure that the wicked, thin
stick was really hurting, but after all he was in a work situation
and he did have standards to maintain. It had been made clear to
him that the website was purely for his own amusement and not for
general consumption. Heroically, he managed to resist the
temptation, but settled back in his chair to watch the next five
strokes leave angry looking weal's on her pale skin where her brief
knickers didn’t quite cover her bottom cheeks. He glanced at his
watch; he’d better get back to work. Reluctantly he turned his
laptop off, but consoled himself with the thought of the secret
website and the pleasure it would bring him for quite a large
proportion of the forthcoming evening. As he returned to his work
PC and opened a large spreadsheet he allowed his mind to speculate
just exactly what the second punishment video involved.


Chapter 23

 


Sir Bernard
Pomfrett was finding it hard to concentrate on what his visitor was
saying. The man wasn’t particularly dull and what he had to say was
relatively interesting. The problem was that attached to his
engorged penis was the mouth of an entitled, wealthy middle class
young woman. She was crouched in the crawl space under his desk
working assiduously at the job in hand. He was quite proud of her,
although obviously he’d never admit to such a thing. When she’d
first come to him her cock-sucking ability had been minimal, but
thanks to his own expert tuition and her willingness to learn she’d
developed into something of an expert. Her clever little tongue
could truly work magic. Where once there had been reluctance or
occasionally even downright refusal, there was now only the desire
to please. Admittedly her new found attitude hadn’t been exactly
voluntary. He at least had the grace to admit that he wasn’t
exactly her usual type either. Having read her private diary and
being privy to her social media accounts, he understood that her
usual type were tall, chiselled, attractive young men who did
something in the City and had access to substantial funds.

In reality the
only thing he had in common with her dream man was the fact that he
was enormously wealthy. Sir Bernard was short, out of condition,
old, and relatively ugly. The combination of those facts and the
appearance of the beautiful, haughty young woman sucking and
licking feverishly at his cock was an enormous stimulation to his
perverse mind. Idly he wrapped a lock of her brunette hair around
his forefinger and tugged at it, for no other reason than it made
her even more uncomfortable. She was already perched awkwardly on
her knees and trying not to bang her head or otherwise bring
attention to the fact that she was giving her boss a blow job at
ten o’clock in the morning, only too aware that she was separated
from his guest by just a few millimetres of wood.

“So in
conclusion, Sir Bernard, it would appear that the take-up on the
Exercise Bands seems to have levelled out. From our data it appears
that all those who choose to wear one of the Bands actually have
one. We have measured that figure as about 80% of the eligible
female population. What we suggest now is that some sort of drive
needs to be organised to persuade the remainder to voluntarily
accept the Bands.”

Sir Bernard
paused in his reply as if he was considering the various available
options. In reality he was trying desperately not to ejaculate.
Normally, having an explosive climax all over his unwilling
assistant’s face and hair was a particular joy, doing it during a
business discussion was a little bit awkward. Not that anything
would actually happen if he was discovered, but he did have
something of an image to maintain after all. He tugged at her hair
again to suggest to her that enough was enough. He heard her squeal
a little and looked sharply over at his guest. Despite his relative
youth the man appeared to be suddenly and selectively deaf.

“Do you have
any particular ideas as to how to achieve that sort of drive,
Charlton?” asked Pomfrett in his normal, rather abrupt way.

Now it was the
young man’s turn to ponder his reply. Sir Bernard Pomfrett was not
only a very powerful man within the New Government, but he was
notoriously short-tempered.

“We are...we
are working on it, Sir Bernard. The problem is that not wearing the
Exercise Bands is being seen as a political gesture as well as a
matter of choice. We think that simply imposing the Bands would
have a regrettably negative effect and deprive us of a useful
propaganda weapon regarding the voluntary nature of the
Project.”

Sir Bernard
nodded his encouragement, that was a reasonable point and one he
would have made himself.

“Go on, go
on.”

The man visibly
relaxed and considered his next move. At the same time, Sir Bernard
felt the girl’s tongue run the entire length of his straining shaft
from the base to the very tip. He could already feel the precum
oozing out of him. He fought to keep his eyes open and focussed on
the young man opposite him. It looked like Miss Hewitt had taken
his instruction to go on, literally. She repeated the long, slow
lick again. Sir Bernard fought valiantly but he was, when all was
said and done, merely flesh and blood. Young Charlton took the
opportunity to study the cracks in the ceiling as if in deep
thought. Caroline Hewitt took as much as she could of him into her
velvet mouth and swirled her delicate tongue around the exact spot.
He felt his elderly testicles suddenly contract and then he came in
a mountainous rush. With the guile and experience of the truly
debauched he managed to not groan or in any way suggest that he’d
just had an impressively large orgasm over his secretary’s pretty,
upturned face.

“I have an
idea, Charlton, which I would like to discuss with you.”

“Of course, Sir
Bernard. I’m all ears.”

By the term he
left Sir Bernard’s vast office, Toby Charlton was convinced. The
idea was of course, quite brilliant. He was personally convinced of
its suitability, all it would take was the right person. Charlton
and his little team would do the necessary research and report back
to Sir Bernard with a name before the end of the week. He smiled to
himself as he made his way back to his office; Sir Bernard was a
legend throughout the building. Just wait until he told the boys
that their hero was receiving a blow job under his desk from some
bitch while simultaneously formulating such a clever plan. Respect
to the old man, how old was he now anyway, ninety?

Sir Bernard
helped the ‘bitch’ out from under his desk, taking care to avoid
getting any of his own semen onto his suit. It was unfortunately
too late for Caroline, she was covered in the stuff. Her face and
hair and even her formerly pristine white blouse had the tell-tale
stains. When she was back on her feet he looked her up and
down.

“Why do you
constantly disappoint me, young lady? What were my explicit
instructions this morning? “

“Y...you wanted
me to stimulate you sir, beneath your desk, sir.”

“Yes, you
stupid girl, to stimulate me. Not to make me cum in front of a
guest. Do you have no sense of propriety? Perhaps you’d think it
okay if I was to fuck you in front of a guest?

“No sir, sorry
sir.”

“It’s time for
another lesson I’m afraid, bend yourself over the desk please. And
do not get my spunk over it.”

He liked to
talk to her in this deliberately crude way; he knew she was quite
unused to it which was of course a perverse delight to him. With a
sniff she quickly obeyed, taking care not to lay herself flat
across the surface as she usually did. He came around to the side
of her and without much ado began to spank her with slow heavy,
open-handed slaps. She tried to behave stoically, she really did.
She knew he didn’t like her to ‘make a fuss’, as he described it.
But it didn’t take long for his iron hand to break down her
defences. The sheer ignominy of the situation was what made the
whole thing so terrible. Her reduction in status from a Government
minister’s personal secretary to the sexual plaything of a perverse
monster like Pomfrett was what was most painful. And as far as she
could see there was no end to her servitude. He had hired and fired
several female staff members in the relatively short time that
she’d been working for him. But for some reason he never seemed to
tire of her. She gasped as a particularly sharp smack caught her
unaware. She wiggled her pert little backside in an effort to
dissipate the pain. Above her, Sir Bernard smiled, he did love the
way her tight skirt emphasised her plump, rolling buttocks. That
along with her determination to try and bear the humiliation he
heaped on her with some sort of misplaced dignity was another huge
turn-on.

“Get up, Miss
Hewitt and go back to your desk. You will not, I repeat not use the
bathroom until your official lunch break. Then you may wash your
face and change your blouse but I think you’ve wasted enough time
this morning already. In fact I think you should work another hour
tonight to make up for missing so much time, what do you
think?”

“Yes, sir.
Another hour this evening, sir.”

She stood to
attention and saluted smartly, the whole military efficiency look
being somewhat undermined by the lumps of dried, congealed sperm on
her chin and blouse. She turned and smartly left the room. As she
settled herself with some difficulty behind her tiny desk and
gasped slightly as her buttocks came into contact with the wooden
seat, she silently prayed that nobody would call on Sir Bernard for
the next couple of hours at least.

Sir Bernard
tapped his pen against his teeth thoughtfully; Charlton’s team had
done a pretty good job. He had been given three good options, a
left-wing journalist, a black, left-wing athlete, and a left-wing
actress. All three had their own pros and cons, they were all
popular and attractive of course, and all three had very large
social media followings. The actress was shrill and aggressively
anti-New Government, Sir Bernard would very much like to have her
arrested and charged with something spurious before consigning her
to some long term reform institution. The black athlete was a
gorgeous looking woman, Sir Bernard’s personal favourite. She was
also a much loved sports star, and compromising her might prove
difficult. The third however, Miriam Shaw, was a very left-wing
political journalist who appeared on the national news channel
almost every day. She had her supporters; she also had lots of
enemies. She had written a couple of articles in supportive,
left-wing middle class newspapers decrying both the New Government
and the introduction of Exercise Bands which she had described as a
‘fascist incursion into human rights’. He nodded to himself; it
would be very handy to have an ally who worked for a TV station and
a left-wing newspaper.

Sat at her
cramped, little desk Caroline reread the letter she’d just
typed,

‘Dear Mr
Lawton,

It has come to
our attention that you are the employer of a young woman named Miss
Fenella Wishart-Davies, Miss Wishart-Davies is a person of interest
to us here at the Department of Social Cohesion. It is our
recommendation that her employment with you should cease
immediately, as a matter of some urgency.

Should you have
a question regarding this issue, please don’t hesitate to contact
us here at Social Cohesion and we will send a representative over
to you to discuss the situation.

Regards,

Miss C Hewitt
PPS.’

She looked at
the email sadly. Fenella was a good friend of hers, they’d been in
the same form at school and had lots of mutual friends and very
similar backgrounds. That old bastard next door had chosen her out
of the many choices that her list of connections had provided. She
was a very pretty girl from a privileged sort of background. She’d
seen how Sir Bernard worked, a semi-threatening letter to a woman’s
employer in order to have her fired, and nobody ever ignored this
sort of letter from the New Government, and then a miraculous , out
of the blue, job offer to the dispirited woman while she was still
reeling from the shock of being sacked for no good reason. She had
no real idea of what job Sir Bernard had lined up for Fen, but she
knew for certain it wouldn’t be in PR or indeed in any sort of
managerial capacity. With a heavy heart she pressed ‘send’, she
tried to console herself with the fact that even if she’d refused
to send it and suffered a public caning as a result, he’d have
simply given the task to someone else. But even then she couldn’t
shake the idea that somehow she was complicit in Fenella’s
forthcoming humiliation. But, she thought angrily, that was exactly
what that perverse old bastard wanted her to think.

In the solitude
of his own office, the perverse old bastard idly played with his
cock through his tweed slacks as he looked at the various images of
Miriam Shaw that were crisply displayed on his state of the art
computer. He glanced at his watch and debated whether or not to
call in his snooty bitch of a secretary and have her finish him
off. He probably didn’t quite have enough time, he realised. He’d
called Tony Aston over to his office to discuss something or other
and no doubt the man would be slightly early as he always was. His
penis gave a little involuntary twitch at the thought of Tony’s
patrician face when he saw his former ice-princess of a secretary
sat at her schoolgirl desk with her pretty face splattered with his
cum.

 



Chapter 24

 


Heather McLeod
hated her two overseers with a passion. Once the two lazy, stupid
women had got over the novelty of having one of their former
managers at their beck and call they’d set her to work with a will.
She’d never worked quite so physically hard in her life. She’d been
supplied with bras that were slightly too small to be comfortable,
and knickers that were just slightly too baggy. Both were faded and
discoloured and appeared to have been acquired from some sort of
charity store. She wore a brown nylon overall which was too tight
and way too short for her and a pair of cheap, black, rubber gym
shoes. Rather than organise her day from her nice office, she now
spent much of her day on her hands and knees scrubbing the
seemingly endless corridors of the office block. She dusted and
polished and tidied things away for eight hours a day. They even
had her come in to work on Saturday mornings, not because it was
necessary, just because they could.

It was amazing
just how quickly her authority had been stripped from her. No
longer was she a respected departmental manager, she was an office
cleaner and treated as such. It was almost as if she’d become
invisible. Former friends, and now she belatedly realised they were
nothing of the sort, simply ignored her when they came across her
labouring in an office. Underlings who had gone in fear of her
sharp, critical tongue barely acknowledged her apart from the odd
mocking laugh at her predicament. Her own former office colleagues
were most dismissive of her, it seemed as if they’d taken a shine
to John Weston

The problem
was, as even Jonny Weston acknowledged, was that she was actually
good at her job. She was a fairly aggressive, unpleasant harridan
without much in the way of social skills, but she knew how to
organise the office and drive it forward, there was no doubt about
that. Jonny needed her back, the Company needed her back as well.
But on the other hand nobody actually wanted to be managed by her.
The solution was fairly obvious; she would be brought back into the
fold, but on Jonny’s terms. And those terms were fairly
straightforward, she could retain a part of her salary and
therefore keep paying her mortgage but she her new, official role
was that of Office Girl. She was given no authority whatsoever as
it had been easy to point out that she had taken advantage of her
power; in fact she was at the very bottom of the hierarchical
chain. Everyone was nominally her superior even the youngest, most
inexperienced school-leaver had to be addressed by her as sir, or
miss as appropriate.

Her work
assignment as far as Jonny was concerned, was pretty much as it was
before her fall. The difference was that now Jonny simply took her
ideas and her spreadsheets and simply attached his own name to
them. When she wasn’t doing Jonny’s work she was required to scurry
around the office doing whatever was required for whoever required
it. Some days would see her preparing a high-level presentation for
Jonny to read to the Board, while others would see her doing the
photocopying for the lowliest secretary. Jonny also enjoyed
dressing her according to his mood. Some days he would make her
wear one of her smart suits, stockings and high heels, she’d be
perfectly made-up and her hair in some sort of sophisticated style.
At other times she might be in a short gingham pinafore, ankle
socks and sandals, not a shred of cosmetics, and with her mousy
hair tied in a high pony-tail with a brightly coloured ribbon. He
liked her to adopt the former look when she had the least important
work to do, so he’d make her sit at a desk in the secretarial pool
and type up some inconsequential report in her suit. On the other
hand he’d send her to make coffee and bring it into a formal
meeting, the type she used to run, while dressed as a junior school
girl.

She was, he
realised, having quite an effect on him. Humiliating and degrading
his former office manager was such a turn-on. The new contract
she’d had to sign had been drawn up by William Massingham’s
absurdly expensive lawyers and was therefore watertight. She
couldn’t voluntarily resign, and she couldn’t refuse an order for
fear of being sacked and made destitute. Jonny held her future in
his young hands and they both knew it, just the thought of that
fact never failed to excite him. She was quite attractive, in a
dour Scottish sort of way. She could obviously be quite abrasive,
but with a firm hand she could be moulded in to some sort of
girlfriend material. And that was just the point, he could apply as
firm a hand as he liked. At school he’d been quite a feared
Prefect. He soon realised that he actually enjoyed applying a cane
to recalcitrant schoolboy bottoms. Once he’d left the strict,
traditional school he thought his opportunity to inflict pain had
gone. But now, thanks to his friendship with Massingham’s son,
Rupert, that opportunity had returned.

At first he
restricted himself to a couple of swats across her tightly-skirted
backside, sometimes he liked to lift the hem of her gingham school
dress and slap the back of her thighs. As far as the office was
concerned that was generally the limit of his attention to Heather
McLeod. However, once the two of them were alone, it was somewhat
different. He’d started making her stay after the rest of the rest
of the office had left and then punishing her for some imaginary
fault. He enjoyed her flustered humiliation when he ordered her
over his knee, her whimpering and begging as he drew her skirt over
her hips made him hard. He liked to toy with the surface of her
knickers, be they silky and expensive, or utilitarian white cotton.
Stroking and patting, straightening them out, removing imaginary
pieces of lint, anything in fact to draw out her humiliation and to
extend his own pleasure.

Heather did
hate him so much, he was a cold, arrogant bully. In her opinion he
was a typical English private school boy. He spoke and acted as if
he was a naturally superior person to her, despite the fact that
she was obviously more intelligent than he was. Like many of his
type he confused self-confidence with competence, as if the very
fact that his family was rich and entitled meant was enough to
compensate for his lack of ability. While she’d had to work hard to
escape her background and her very average school, he no doubt had
skated through his schooldays and his youth without a care in the
world. And yet despite all her hard work and her loyalty and
commitment to the Company she now found herself bent over his knee
in what used to be her own office. She particularly hated being
mentally punished like this as well, they both knew he was going to
tan her backside so why didn’t he just get on with it?

But almost as
soon as he began to slap her bottom she regretted that thought. His
large hand simply crashed down onto her delicate backside. Despite
her desire to not show how much he was hurting her, she couldn’t
help herself crying out, kicking, squirming and begging to be
released. The harder she fought though, the harder he spanked her.
And he was much, much stronger than she was. She soon realised that
the quickest way to get him to stop spanking her was simply to
accept his authority over her and stop struggling. But it was so
difficult to do that, he was such an arrogant bastard that she
resented every single thing about him. Over the years she’d become
used to putting young, privileged upstarts like him in their
rightful place, but now she simply didn’t have the authority to do
that anymore. It was even more galling somehow to be punished by a
boy who represented everything she hated.

As his strong
hand gradually reduced the rapid tattoo on her red-hot backside she
prepared herself to be hoisted to her feet. What would he do this
time, send her to the corner to ‘contemplate her behaviour’ as
usual, or simply tell her to tidy herself up and go home? Today was
different however, she wasn’t helped to her feet. He simply held
her over his knee and stroked her smarting backside. What was he up
to ? She found out soon enough, she heard the whoosh behind her and
then felt an enormous blow to her backside. She absolutely shrieked
in pain, what the hell was that? A second blow followed and then a
third, she kicked and fought just as hard as she ever could. Above
her she heard him snigger and then simply grip her that little bit
harder.

“Do lay still,
Miss McLeod, I’ve hardly started.”

She screamed
something unintelligible but he ignored whatever it was she was
trying to so say.

“This. Is. My .
Prefect’s. Slipper. I. Brought. It. From. School. It’s. A Special.
Gift. For . You.”

Each word of
explanation brought a single resounding blow from the well-used
white gym shoe. She threw her head back and howled, she’d never
felt such pain.

“What. Do. You.
Say. For. Your. Special. Gift. Young. Lady?”

“Ahhh! Please,
please, stop. Aaaagh, it hurts so much!!”

“What. Do. You.
Say. For. Your. Special. Gift?”

“Please,
please, I beg you...please...”

“What. Do. You.
Say. For. Your. Special. Gift?”

“Owww!
Th...thank you...thank you!”

“Thank. You.
For. What. Young. Lady?”

“Owwowwww!
Thank y...you f...for my s...special gift.”

The slipper
paused and rested against her throbbing backside.

The tears
simply poured out of her eyes and were soaking her green, silk
blouse.

“That’s better,
Miss McLeod. However, as far as you’re concerned. You seem to have
forgotten that I am your superior and therefore must be addressed
as such. In what form should I be addressed young lady, in fact how
should you address any superior male?”

Despite her
suffering, Heather was still quick-witted enough to realise what he
meant.

“It’s ‘sir’, I
should address you as ‘sir’, sir.”

He laughed and
tapped his heavy gym-shoe against her defenceless buttocks.

“That’s right,
Heather. And to reinforce the message I’m going to pull your
knickers down and give you another six. You’ll count them, thank me
for each one and call me sir, understood?”

“Ooohhh, yes
sir, and please sir, not too hard.”

He smiled, at
last the feisty little bitch was beginning to understand her place.
He’d give her six stingers, just to drive the message home. He
rested the slipper on the back of her suit and slowly drew down her
pale blue panties down her skinny little legs to her knees. Picking
up the slipper he tapped it against her glowing-red backside for a
few seconds. He could almost see the heat rising from the twin
moons.

Whaaaack. The
slipper momentarily flattened her right buttock cheek. She shrieked
but managed to gasp out the desired formula

“O...one, thank
you, s...sir.”

She squirmed
and struggled which had the unintentional of grinding her own sex
against his turgid penis.

Whaaaack! He
repeated the stroke and she gave the same reaction. He was enjoying
himself so much and there wasn’t a damn thing she could do about
it. The fact that she was his former boss was exciting, but not
quite so stimulating as introducing to her the idea that wealth and
privilege will always overcome intelligence. No matter what she’d
been told in whatever low-rent school she’d been educated in, all
the hard work and application in the world just didn’t matter when
compared to upbringing and influence and the sooner she realised
and accepted that, the better for all concerned.

Whaaaack!


Chapter 25

 


There were
hundreds of cadets at the special weekend marching rally. Kathryn
had to take Friday off work, unpaid of course, to prepare. There
was going to be two intensive days of marching practise. And then
it would climax on the Sunday with a mass march-past by
representatives of all the cadet forces in the area. It was
organised by the National Cadet Service as a tribute to the New
Government. For Kathryn it was pure Hell, up at 6am, a long
cross-country run in her clinging, navy blue T-shirt and
skin-tight, skimpy white shorts. Run almost to the point of
exhaustion by leather-strap wielding young PT instructors up and
downhill, even at one point having to ford a stream. Back to the
camp at the double and then stripped and ushered through a large,
open shower, which seemed to have acquired a large number of
spectators both male and female. Although the water was warm, she
only just had time to wash the accumulated mud and filth from
herself before being shouted at by uniformed officers to hurry up
and get her fat arse out of the shower in double-quick time.

Next she had to
hurriedly dress in her best uniform, why was everything done in
such a hurry she wondered. All the cadets were then subjected to a
long, intense uniform inspection to ensure their shoes were
polished to perfection, that the seams in their stockings were
precisely aligned, that their skirts were the regulation three
inches above their knees, that their shirts were pristine, their
ties perfectly knotted, their tunics immaculate, and finally that
their caps were on straight. Once that was eventually established,
and that involved many girls touching their toes for a rapid
application of the strap to their tightly-skirted backsides, the
cadets were formed into ranks on the massive parade-ground and put
through an hour of strenuous marching. Kathryn, her bottom already
sore from a couple of applications of leather, was concentrating
hard on the woman in front of her and making sure she was in step.
She’d already seen the young girl next to her hauled out and
strapped across her delicate palms for stumbling as they made a
turn. Although she could distinctly hear the girl sobbing, Kathryn
couldn’t help her, she was too intent on her own performance.

Backwards and
forwards, up and down they marched. All the women desperate to
achieve as close to perfection as they could. Out of the corner of
her eye, Kathryn could see other groups of cadets being dismissed
to breakfast but still her platoon was marching. She hoped and
prayed that hers wasn’t the last to be dismissed. Yesterday she’d
witnessed an entire platoon of thirty being thrashed by a group of
enthusiastic instructors for being the worst performing group. She
could still hear the howls as the unfortunate air force platoon
were publicly punished. Without daring to turn her head, she
calculated that there were only three or four platoons left;
please; please let them be strapped rather than her. She had no
feeling of solidarity; she knew exactly how painful those wicked
leather straps were and how much they hurt.

“Platoon!
Platoon, attention!” Bawled their instructor. Kathryn almost
laughed out loud with relief. It wasn’t going to be them; it wasn’t
going to be them! She paused and stamped her feet in unison with
the others. She stood ramrod-stiff at attention.

“Barely
passable, ladies. I want to see a much better effort after
breakfast!”

Shouted the
tall, handsome man who was their drill-sergeant. Had the situation
not being so ludicrous, marching up and down a large tarmac square
in uniform before she’d had breakfast for example, she would have
quite fancied him. But now, before 9am on a cold, overcast morning,
she didn’t try to catch his eye and flirt. She did just the
opposite in fact and stared rigidly into the middle-distance. She
was already tired and hungry, and her bottom was throbbing slightly
from the humiliating strapping she’d already had. If yesterday was
anything to go by, she still had another eight hours or so of
marching and uniform inspections before the evening lectures and
propaganda films they had to sit through, but even that was better
than marching, anything was better than marching.

Sunday dawned
bright and early; it was a quite beautiful day. Perfect in fact for
a lazy stroll in the park perhaps and then maybe a coffee and piece
of cake. That might have been an option for many people, but it
wasn’t for Miss Kathryn Upton. She was sat on her bed frantically
polishing her already gleaming, glossy black, low-heeled shoes.
Their instructor had promised that one of his ‘little girls’ would
be receiving a thorough hand-strapping for having the least
well-buffed shoes in the platoon. She looked around furtively,
hoping that someone else had neglected to polish the undersides of
their shoes. Yes, the undersides! She had found out to her own
painful cost that cadets were expected to clean, polish and apply a
shine to every available millimetre of their shoes. She applied her
utmost effort to the task in hand; she was so tense she could
hardly breathe. Her mind was telling her that the whole situation
was madness, but she knew that it was only too real.

For what must
have been the hundredth time she cursed her obnoxious landlady for
sending her to this dreadful place. She hadn’t done anything to
deserve it and yet here she was on a precious free day from work
sat in a stuffy dormitory worrying about how shiny her shoes were.
Before she could depress herself any further by thinking about it,
the door crashed open and their uniformed officer strode
nonchalantly into the room. As if as one, the entire dormitory of
ten women sprung to their feet and stood to attention.

“Let’s see then
ladies, someone in this room is shortly going to have very sore
hands. I wonder who it’s going to be.”

Kathryn
shuddered; silently she prayed that it wouldn’t be her. The tall,
broad-shouldered man slowly made his way around the room. It seemed
that the assembled women had collectively sucked all the air from
the room. Eventually he made his pronouncement,

“You’ll all be
placed to know that we have two winners in this room, well one
winner and one loser to be precise. Cadet Williamson step forward
please, you have the dirtiest, grubbiest pair of shoes in the room.
A fact that I intend to make you very aware of. Tunic off, and arms
out please. Right palm on top of your left palm. Already sobbing,
the pretty young blonde girl did as she was ordered. The tall young
man smiled as he looked at her, she was one of his favourites,
which was why he’d chosen her of course. Carefully he placed the
evil looking black strap against her soft palm before raising it
and then bringing it slashing down. The howl of pain from the
blonde was really quite exhilarating.

“Left hand,” He
tried to keep the note of excitement from his voice as he watched
her tearful countenance. He could feel his cock stirring as he
watched the tears flow down her cheeks. He vaguely wondered who she
was and what her real life was like when she wasn’t in uniform and
subject to military discipline. She was somebody’s treasured
daughter, an office worker perhaps, or a university student maybe?
A smart, intelligent young woman, who at one time in the not so
distant past might have had every option open to her, but who was
now having her soft, delicate hands strapped as if she was an
errant schoolgirl. The thought hardened both his cock and his
heart. The sort of girl he might lust after but who probably
wouldn’t reciprocate. He brought the strap down again and watched,
fascinated as her pretty little face crumpled.

Kathryn
watched, like all the cadets they had to stand to attention and
witness a fellow cadet being punished. On the one hand it was
obviously horrible, but on the other she felt shamefully guilty
that it wasn’t her standing their howling and tearful. Two more
strokes followed, and the young girl could hardly hold her hands up
anymore. Kathryn could see how red and swollen they were even from
where she was stood. Fortunately it seemed as if the sergeant had
seen enough. He told her to stand to attention, which she did
despite her obvious distress. At last it was over.

“You may recall
that I told you we had a winner? Cadet Upton, if you could step
forward.”

Kathryn could
feel the ice fill her stomach, what did the dreadful man mean? She
couldn’t imagine that any good could come of this, not in cadets.
She did as she was ordered. The man looked her up and down with a
faint smile.

“You have the
best polished shoes, Upton. Your reward is to come with me to the
officer’s mess and shine my shoes and those of any other
non-commissioned officer who might require that service, what do
you say to that?

“Yes, sir.
Thank you, sir.” She answered crisply and respectfully and saluted
as she did so, better to be safe than sorry.”

“Put your shoes
on girl and follow me, we have work to do, the rest of you, iron
your best uniforms, I’ll be back soon to check. Let’s hope you take
a little more care when I return, Williamson. I do hope I don’t
have to chastise you again.”

Liar, he
thought to himself. He’d be quite happy to chastise Cadet
Williamson for the rest of the day if that were possible.

“Double along
there, Upton, you lazy little girl!”

***

Kathryn knelt
in a corner of the room trying not to listen to the ribald comments
of the NCO’s. She worked away at her chores, trying to show the men
how seriously she took her job. The first pair of shoes she was
given were her own drill-sergeant’s. They absolutely stunk! She
could hardly believe the rancid smell emanating from the leather
boots. Reluctantly she placed her left hand into its’ fetid depths
and used her right to apply the necessary black polish. She worked
it into every nook and cranny. She tried to imagine what her
friends and work colleagues might think if only they could see her
now. Kathryn Upton, high-flying university graduate and qualified
solicitor, on her knees in a humiliating uniform and feverishly
cleaning the boots of some uneducated lout. There was a crash as
another man threw a pair of boots in her direction.

“Do these when
you’re finished, you silly bitch. If I find even a speck of dirt on
them, I’ll tan your stuck-up arse until you can’t sit down.”

Kathryn kept
her eyes on the smelly boot in her hand and tried to ignore
everyone around her, even so she couldn’t help but drip a couple of
fat tears onto the leather. Hurriedly she rubbed at them before
anyone noticed; she was sure it would be classed as some form of
military indiscipline and consequently punished as such. Over on
the other side of the room her drill-sergeant watched her slaving
away and considered how he was going to reward her for her efforts.
In the meantime however he had the pressing problem of going back
to the dormitories and inspecting his terrified recruits. He picked
up his leather strap and considered who was going to be the least
proficient at ironing their uniform.


Chapter 26

 


Emily Longmuir
stood awkwardly in the headmaster’s office. She remembered being
regularly called to this same office to receive yet another reward
or some sort of commendation from Mrs Connolly, her former
headmistress. Mrs Connolly however had rather surprisingly take
early retirement and her successor, Mr Galbraith had turned out to
be an austere, strict disciplinarian. It was Mr Galbraith who had
been reluctant to allow her to re-sit her entire final year at St
Clare’s. In the end it was only the intervention of her daddy that
had prevented her from being consigned to the educational
scrap-heap. Daddy had apparently pleaded with the new headmaster
for her to be allowed to return, and now here she was. The problem
however was that things weren’t going exactly to plan. Despite her
best efforts, her marks had been nothing special. Now it was the
middle of the school year and both her and her daddy had been
summoned to the headmaster’s study. She was a little bit nervous,
even the presence of daddy by her side hadn’t set her mind at
rest.

She hadn’t been
invited to sit; in fact she rarely was offered that privilege in
the presence of adults. She was stood alongside her father while he
sat in a chair opposite Mr Galbraith’s desk. Even daddy’s hand
stroking the back of her thigh and occasionally pinging the elastic
of her navy blue school knickers wasn’t having its’ normal, calming
effect. She was watching intently as Mr Galbraith slowly sifted
through sheets of paper. She felt daddy stretch across and cup the
underside of her right buttock and give it an encouraging little
squeeze,

“Well, Emily,
what do you have to say for yourself? I have your various marks and
comments from your teachers. Before I go through them with you and
your father, I’d be interested to know what you think how this
year’s gone so far for you?”

Emily licker
her lips nervously, she didn’t really like to speak about herself
much. After all hadn’t her own tutor, Dr Walters, constantly
reminded her that she was a silly little girl who needed to buck
her ideas up?

“I...I
think...”

“Do try to
stand up straight and not slouch, Emily, there’s a good girl.”

Blushing, Emily
tried to make sure she was stood straight by sucking in her bottom
and pushing her breasts out towards Mr Galbraith.

“Y...yes, sir.
“Sorry, s...sir.”

“And for pity’s
sake, do try and speak without stuttering. We could be here all day
if you carry on like that.”

Emily blushed
even more profoundly, something in the recesses of her mind
suggested to her that it was inappropriate for Mr Galbraith to talk
to her like that. She glanced quickly at her daddy for some sort of
support, but he didn’t appear to be paying attention to anything
that was going on, merely kneading her bottom through her
pants.

“Sorry,
sir.”

“Apology
accepted, young lady. Now tell me in your own words, without all
that silly stuttering and stammering, how you think that the first
half of the year has gone for you here at St Clare’s.”

“W...well I...”
She paused to look guiltily at her headmaster, while she received
an admonitory nip from her daddy.

“Well, I think
it’s probably gone okay, I’ve been to every lesson and I’ve done
every piece of homework.”

“You think it’s
probably ‘gone okay’, do you? What do you think Dr Walters thinks
of your efforts?”

Emily blushed
again; George Galbraith did enjoy watching her blush. She was a
pretty girl and the pink flush of humiliation merely served to
emphasise her shy beauty, at least as far as he was concerned. He’d
learned that she was one of his predecessor’s favourites, a
spoiled, entitled little madam by all accounts. She wasn’t exactly
stupid, he knew that. But she wasn’t nearly as clever as she
imagined she was. It had been his pleasure, aided and abetted by
her step-father to gradually undermine her self-confidence.

“Erm, perhaps
he wasn’t always complimentary, but I think...I mean on the
wh...whole...”

She tapered off
lamely. She was quite worried what Dr Walters had to say, if she
was honest. He was fairly disparaging about her work, and had
applied his ruler to her hands, and more recently her panty-clad
backside, on numerous occasions. She had come to dread their
revision sessions when they were all alone in the miserable attic
room.

Mr Galbraith
picked up a sheet of paper and read from it,

‘Longmuir is an
indolent little girl who seems to believe she has some sort of
right to pass her exams without doing much work. I have seldom, if
ever, tutored such an arrogant, entitled little girl. In my opinion
she should be introduced to a far stricter regime both at school
and at home before it’s too late to effect such a change.

Regards

Dr N
Walters.’

The headmaster
regarded the tremulous schoolgirl in front of him, her lip was
trembling and he knew from experience that she was near to
tears.

“Hardly a
ringing endorsement is it, young lady?”

Emily shook her
head, too upset to reply.

“Unfortunately,
Mr Longmuir, I can only concur with Dr Walters. Emily is by no
means an unintelligent girl, she is just extremely lazy. Her
various teachers almost all agree with my assessment. In my
professional opinion we should, if you’re amenable, take a much
firmer hand with her in future. I suggest for example, that should
she break any rule no matter how apparently insignificant she
should be sent to my office for correction. Similarly you should do
the same in your house, I understand that you love her very much,
she’s your daughter after all, but I’m afraid that your leniency is
spoiling the girl. In future we should not spare the rod, are you
agreed?”

Kevin Longmuir
appeared to be considering the point, but in reality he was
triumphant. The little bitch had constantly criticised and mocked
him for way too many years for him to feel any sympathy for her. In
fact he could feel a distinct excitement stirring within him when
he considered some of the things he had in mind for her. He’d
pretended and planned for quite long enough, now it was time for
action. He gave his stepdaughter’s creamy, white bottom cheek one
last good pinch and removed his hand from beneath her knickers.
Galbraith watched with interest, he had to prevent himself laughing
as he watched his friend maul and pinch his stepdaughter’s
delightful little bottom without the slightest challenge from her.
It was as if she somehow believed that Kevin’s behaviour was
somehow normal. The whole thing with Emily Longmuir was quite
surreal, but he wasn’t about to challenge it. He was very much
looking forward to his role within it.

“I’m afraid
you’ve used up all my good will, Emily. If you’d be good enough to
do the honours, headmaster?”

Galbraith
certainly was good enough. In one swift, practised movement he’d
taken the nineteen year old across his knee and simultaneously
turned up her pleated grey skirt. Without any preamble he launched
into a vigorous attack on her defenceless backside. It didn’t take
a man as experienced in schoolgirl punishment such as Mr Galbraith
long to reduce his victim to rivers of helpless tears. She could
kick and struggle just as much as she wished, the unfortunate truth
as far as she was concerned was that from this moment forwards, she
was going to be subject to some serious discipline. The headmaster
spanked her with slow, relentless, heavy-handed slaps while she
simply shrieked in pain. On the other side of the desk, shielded
from his step-daughter, Kevin had unzipped his pants and was busily
masturbating. He’d waited such a long time for this and been so
patient, that he felt he deserved a treat.

When
eventually, Emily was all but cried out and Kevin’s penis was put
back in its cotton pouch, Galbraith finally desisted and hauled her
to her feet. She stood, pigeon-toed like a naughty schoolgirl and
rubbed at her eyes with both her little fists. Then she rubbed
fiercely at her bottom through her skirt, trying to alleviate the
dreadful sting. Galbraith took her by an ear and led her to a
corner of his office. He and Kevin chatted for a good ten minutes
regarding how her life at home would be undergoing a radical
rethink. Emily stood in the corner with her hands on her head and
sobbed her pretty little heart out. Her life had deteriorated so
rapidly it was scarcely believable. The former golden girl was now
experiencing the start of her new life. Emily couldn’t see how
things could get any worse, that wasn’t until Mr Galbraith called
her over. As she returned, red-faced and humble, it took her a
couple of seconds to register that the headmaster had taken an evil
looking leather strap and was stretching it between both hands.

“Over my desk,
young lady. Skirt up and knickers down. Unless you shape yourself
up I’m afraid this is going to be a regular occurrence in your
life.”

Emily looked at
her daddy, but this time he wasn’t standing up for her.

“Don’t look at
me that way, Emily. You’ve had your chance; you’ve had several
chances in fact. Your headmaster and I both think it’s high time
you learned your lesson. After all, both he and I are doing this
for your own good. You want to go to university and we want you to
go there as well. Think of this as a short, sharp wake up call. You
either pull your socks up and buckle down to your school work, or
it’s a life of low-paid, menial jobs for you. Is that what you
want, Emily? A succession of menial jobs? You had so much youthful
promise, and I know that mummy’s very proud of you. At the moment
all you’re doing is letting everyone down, including yourself.
Don’t you see, darling. This may be a little painful for you in the
short term, but it’s not too late to turn your life around.”

And if you
believe that nonsense, you’ll believe anything, Kevin thought to
himself. Nevertheless his pretty little step-daughter sniffed,
wiped away a tear and then obediently bent over the headmaster’s
imposing wooden desk.

“Knickers
please, Emily.”

With another
sob and a sniffle the girl reached under her skirt and wriggled her
blue, cotton knickers down to the top of her thighs, watched
appreciatively by her audience. A succession of menial jobs, mused
Kevin. He wasn’t sure where that idea had come from, but he
certainly liked it. As Galbraith used a clip to fasten the hem of
his stepdaughter’s skirt to her blue blouse his hand slipped back
down to its default position, lazily manipulating his swelling
cock. Yes, he would have to give the idea some serious thought.


Chapter 27

 


It was commonly
agreed between the inmates at Southfields RC that the worst job in
the entire Centre was a secondment to Blackbushe farm. Not only was
the work manual and fatiguing, but the farm itself was a filthy,
run-down, hovel of a place. But that wasn’t even the worst thing
about it; the owner was a vile, corrupt old man who ran the place
aided and abetted by his equally disgusting sons. Had you asked
him, Colin Henderson would probably have described himself as a
‘gentleman farmer’, but only the second part might have been
correct. He was rightly feared by the inmates because of his
intimidating size and temper. Not only that, he was at least as
sexually perverse as any of the staff at Southfields, which was
quite an achievement in itself. Henderson liked his ‘fillies’ as he
called them to be dressed appropriately whenever they had the good
fortune to be sent to Blackbushe.

By
appropriately he meant bare feet, a pair of ultra-tight, shiny PVC
leggings, and the thin, tight T-shirt that the women wore to do
their allotted chores in. His reasoning behind his choices was
refreshingly simple; he liked to watch girls with pretty, bare feet
especially when their duties took them through mud or the sort of
oozing slime commonplace on his shoddily-run farm. He liked the
thin vests the girls habitually wore; they especially suited the
more well-developed fillies that obviously were denied the use of
bras. The fact that they were virtually see-through whenever it
rained or even when the girls were worked hard enough to raise a
moderate sweat, was an added bonus. His great pleasure though was
to see buxom fillies, of whatever age, squeezed into absolutely
skin-tight leggings that gave the impression of having been painted
on. Just the mere thought of them, their colour and texture was
enough to excite him. His justification, as if he needed one, was
that the safety of his fillies was all-important and he didn’t want
any of them to get themselves accidently caught in his dangerous
farm machinery.

And of course,
the freedom of movement they gave. Henderson could sit and watch
his fillies bending and stretching and moving all day. In fact
that’s what he often did, armed with just a pliable little cane.
Just a short wander among the straining, sweating women was enough
to excite him. Look how their unfettered tits wobble in their wet
T-shirts, look how their buttocks bulged and were emphasised by
their leggings. He was only flesh and blood after all! Just a
normal red-blooded heterosexual alpha-male in a harem of
subservient scantily clad females. Some of the better-endowed ones,
his favourites of course, seemed to entice him on purpose. Surely
they knew the effect their wobbling and gyrating was having on him?
It was almost as if they were teasing him, comparing their lithe,
sexy bodies with his own vast, out of condition frame. Well, he‘d
soon show them! He raised his stick and brought it whipping down
onto the drum tight PVC surface. For a brief second he saw the
stick wrap itself around the woman’s protruding backside. He could
actually see the thin crease he’d made in her leggings. He was
rewarded with a brief high-pitched shriek which, naturally, was
music to his ears.

That was how
his afternoon progressed, had you asked him he’d have described
himself as an ‘overseer’. Mainly because of the connotation implied
in the word. He often imagined himself as a 19th century
overseer working on a plantation in the deep American south. As
long as he wasn’t overly authoritative he and his sons pretty much
had a free hand with their new labourers. And labour was what the
girls had to do on the farm, whether it was fetching, carrying,
digging, demolishing, weeding, or whatever laborious manual job the
owners of the farm didn’t fancy doing themselves. The sons, Michael
and Trevor, were slightly smaller versions of their father.
Heavy-set, ignorant, and fairly stupid. They amused themselves by
mocking the women and handing out the odd slapping to those that
displeased them. They ran a constant competition between themselves
as to who could produce the loudest noise by simply applying the
flat of their large, horny hands to skin tight PVC. Any woman bent
over in some sort of task was their preferred victim.

While all this
was most enjoyable, all three of the Henderson’s looked forward to
the end of the day. That’s when they got to ‘tidy up’ their charges
before relieving them of their shiny leggings. Thirty minutes
before they were due to set off back to the centre, their guards
would summon the women back to the yard with their whistles. The
old hands obeyed with a certain amount of resignation, what else
could they do after all? On this particular day, Jessica Winslow,
had been assigned to Blackbushe. She’d managed to avoid Blackbushe
purely by chance during her first three months at Southfields. She
wasn’t quite so lucky during her second sojourn however, her heart
had sunk when she heard that day’s job allocations, but she was
hardly in a position to argue. The double-quick march over to the
farm wasn’t exactly fun, and the place itself was a depressing,
run-down dump. Ominously the first thing the panting, sweating
inmates had to do was strip off their tiny shorts and boots and
literally squeeze themselves into the tightest pair of PVC leggings
possible. The words ‘health’ and ‘safety’ were bandied around but
having seen how her fellow inmates looked in the loathsome things
it didn’t take a genius to figure out the real reason for the
revealing trousers.

When she heard
the whistles her first reaction was one of relief. At long last her
backbreaking day was over. Office work was certainly no preparation
for labouring, even her long stint in the kitchens hadn’t prepared
her for this but at least she’d survived with just a couple of cane
strokes from some old bastard and having her bottom pinched by what
was apparently the village idiot. The most horrible part of the
whole thing was having to work bare-footed in a filthy, dirty farm
yard. God only knew what she walked in and through. The entire
place was full of pig shit and cow shit. It would have been bad
enough if she’d have been wearing boots, but in her bare feet it
was truly horrible. She could hardly forget the dreadful feeling of
fresh dung oozing between her soft, white toes. The bizarre thing
was that they’d run about a mile from the Centre wearing their
heavy work boots. It was only when they arrived at this miserable
God-forsaken place that they’d been ordered to remove their
footwear. The reason obviously wasn’t explained, but her experience
of life at Southfields suggested that somewhere some pervert was
enjoying their humiliation in some sick sort of way.

When she
eventually got back to the yard, filthy and wet with sweat she was
disturbed to see the rest of the women from her detail already
wading through a sort of waist-deep pool of water. She was directed
to the end of the queue and watch mystified until the first couple
of women were each grabbed by one of the hulking sons and scrubbed.
Michael and Trevor had armed themselves with long-handled scrubbing
brushes, rubber boots, overalls and gloves. They simply applied the
industrial style brushes to the soaking wet, muddy PVC leggings and
scrubbed them very vigorously in order to remove the accumulated
filth. Behind her, Jessica could hear the two guards from the
centre laughing as they watched the unfolding humiliation.

“Do you reckon
your old lady would mind if you offered to clean her jeans like
that, Jacko?” Asked the older one.

“Ha ha, well
obviously I’d like to, but would she? I’m going to doubt that Billy
boy.”

Jessica felt a
stick poke her backside

“This your
first time, sweet cheeks?”

Jessica half
turned and nodded, “yes sir,” she whispered.

“Ha ha, even
better. We’ll enjoy it, even if you don’t.”

“But who knows,
Bill. She might enjoy it, she looks the type don’t you think?”

“What type’s
that, a little bit horny, a little bit dirty? Yeah, she looks like
she might.”

“Those leggings
suit her don’t they? Looks like they’ve been painted onto her fat
arse. You can see every nook and bloody cranny can’t you?”

“Too right you
can, look at the bitch. What’s your name, girl?”

“It’s Winslow,
sir.”

“Do you know
what, Winslow? Mr Jackson and I are going to wander to the other
side of the yard when it’s your turn and watch those two yokels
scrub your snooty cunt for you. What do you say to that?”

What did they
expect her to say to that, the scumbags?

“Y...yes sir,
thank you sir.” That seemed safe enough.

Colin Henderson
on the other hand, was enjoying himself enormously. His favourite
part of the day involved the girls queuing in front of his decrepit
old shed while he sat on an armless chair with one of them sprawled
over his knee. He then used a small towel to thoroughly rub the
girls dry, well their shiny leggings dry anyway. This, as you would
expect, involved a great deal of energetic rubbing over the
complete surface. As he himself explained, it was so much easier to
wash and dry a grubby pair of protective leg-wear in this way. The
attractive, big-bottomed older woman squirmed over his lap quite
beautifully as his invasive hand roamed with impunity across her
backside and her even more intimate areas. Right now his fingers
were exploring the length of her pussy lips, a single podgy finger
rubbing backwards and forwards and up and down their length.
Naturally he had a firm grip on one of her impressive tits, just to
make sure she didn’t slip and have a nasty fall. The texture of the
shiny material was marvellous, and the way it highlighted every
fold of her skin was just fantastic. He squeezed her legs even
further apart and rubbed his towel rapidly up and down her inner
thigh. Best get a move on; the queue of cold, shivering women
outside his door was quickly increasing.

Jessica had
reached the front of the queue and was summoned over by one of the
brothers. Slowly she mounted the couple of concrete steps and
lowered herself into the channel, it was absolutely freezing! She
carefully waded through the water, her bare feet scrunching through
the accumulated filth in the bottom. When she emerged, both
brothers immediately set to scrubbing her clean. Out of the corner
of her eye she could see the two officers laughing at the scene. It
was so humiliating; one of the brothers paused and picked up a hose
which he used to rinse her leggings and her T-shirt. The other made
her stand with her feet wide apart and her hands on her head while
he energetically rubbed at her.

“You were
right, Jacko. The little slut’s enjoying it, looks like she wants
to be the centre of attention.”

Both men
laughed, she most certainly wasn’t enjoying herself! Being washed
like a farmyard animal in front of a couple of leering half-wits
wasn’t exactly her idea of fun. By now she was shivering with cold,
eventually she was sent on her way with a firm slap to the seat of
her shiny pants. She scurried away as quickly as she could, only to
have to stand in another queue and then wait for her turn to suffer
the old farmer’s tender ministrations. Being scrubbed with a brush
may have been terrible, but it was nothing to being sprawled
inelegantly over the revolting old bastard’s knee. His wandering
hands appeared to be everywhere. Right now he’d inserted knobbly
old finger almost inside her, despite the fact that she was wearing
shamefully tight leggings. His other hand was painfully mauling her
breast through the diaphanous, wet T-shirt. After a couple of
minutes of that she was lifted onto a table and rolled onto her
back. He separated her legs and stood between them looking down at
her, taking a little towel he started to wipe her down from her
ankles to her crotch.

“Look out,
Colin. She’s a juicy one.”

She could hear
her two tormentors mocking her. A few seconds later one of them was
stood by her head with a big grin on his ugly face. He reached down
and tucked a few strands of wet hair behind her ear,

“Enjoying
yourself, Winslow? If only your snooty friends could see you now,
eh?”

At that moment
Henderson’s hand began to rub at her sex. Despite her reluctance
she could feel herself beginning to respond, she couldn’t even
remember the last time she’d pleasured herself.

“Just look at
her now, Colin. She really is shameless!” mocked the other officer
who was stood with the farmer.

Officer Jackson
slid his calloused finger down her cheek and inserted it between
her slightly parted lips. She could feel the farmer begin to
manipulate her clitoris through the skin tight material. As the
finger was inserted deeper, she rolled her hips to meet Henderson’s
hand. Just then the officer by his side tapped the old farmer on
his shoulder and pointed to his watch.

“No time left,
Colin.”

Reluctantly the
farmer eased off. Jackson removed his finger and wiped it on
Jessica’s cheek.

“Up you get you
tart; God knows what you think you’re doing, flaunting yourself in
front of an old man like that.”

“Sorry about
this, Col. I should have kept an eye on the time. We could bring
her back next week if you want, couldn’t we Jacko?

“We certainly
could, Bill, with a word in the right ear.”

Colin Henderson
smiled and nodded as he tried to slow his rapidly beating heart
back to some sort of normality.

“I would like
to see the little hussy again, Bill, if you can wangle it. I’ve got
a little bit of err...unfinished business with the girl.”

“Same terms, my
old friend?”

Henderson
nodded again, like farmers everywhere he was famously tight-fisted.
But £250 was a small price to pay for his weekly entertainment. Two
hundred pounds, in cash, to the Centre and an extra fifty to the
two officers for their consultancy work. He followed the two
outside as they bundled the woman out of his shed and lead her out
to where her companions stood shivering outside. By this time they
had divested themselves of their protective work wear and handed
their leggings to his two sons. They stood waiting patiently, naked
from the waist down being leered at and mocked by two half-wits who
normally they wouldn’t have given the time of day to.

“Shorts and
boots on, ladies, it’s almost dinner time. We don’t want to miss
that now, do we?!”

Henderson was
torn between watching the women struggle to pull their tiny shorts
over their long, wet thighs and watching his new red-haired
favourite being stripped of her shiny, wet leggings. The two
officers had kindly assisted her but even then they had to be
almost wrestled off her plump backside and peeled down her thighs.
Their wandering hands made her squeal and wiggle but eventually it
was done and all that remained was too watch her squeeze into her
brief white shorts while trying to hide her pretty little bush from
his interested eyes, button them up and pull on her work boots

“Let’s go
ladies, time’s passing. Double-quick back, let’s go, let’s go!
We’ll soon get you warm again!”

Expertly,
Officer Jackson applied his thin cane to an inviting backside that
passed him at that moment. He was rewarded with a high-pitched
squeal of discomfort. As the women jogged out of the yard, the
three men were left with just armfuls of shiny, black, aromatic,
nylon leggings and their memories to sustain them for another
week.


Chapter 28

 


Mousy,
bespectacled Bryony Williams was enjoying her new, unexpected role
as the centre of attention. It was a whole new experience for her.
She’d generally been the butt of humour for the popular girls, at
school, and even at her teacher-training college. Her school
experience hadn’t been much better, she had spent the majority of
her teaching career during the period when ‘child-centred’ learning
had been popular. Disciplining a student had become impossible, and
for a woman as naturally reticent and softly-spoken as Bryony,
maintaining any sort of order had become a daily struggle.
Nevertheless she had persevered and now here she was, one of the
heroines of the New Government’s plan to encourage the more mature
woman to gain useful examinations to help them back into the world
of work. The two women at the table with her had been friends, well
acquaintances really, from her early spell at Lady Margaret’s. Both
were retired now, but were both equally fascinated at the tale that
Bryony had to tell.

“So let me get
this straight, Bryony. Lady Margaret’s now accepts pupils back to
re-sit or to attempt their exams for the first time, no matter how
old they are?” Asked the rather formidable-looking woman to her
left.

“Are you quite
sure that’s true, Bryony? It sounds awfully avant-garde for a
school as traditional as Lady Margaret’s?” enquired the tall,
thin-lipped woman sat to her right.

“Girls, if only
you knew how education under the New Government had changed. I half
think both of you may come out of retirement and back into
teaching.”

The two
middle-aged, well-dressed women looked at each questioningly.

“I’m not so
sure about that, Bryony. The old school was becoming more and more
lax by the day, I’m glad to be out of it to be honest.”

Bryony glanced
at her wristwatch and gave her happy little smile. “Do you ladies
have thirty minutes to spare? If so I’ll offer you conclusive proof
regarding the return to standards.”

The women
looked at each other wonderingly and then agreed that they did
indeed have thirty minutes to spare from their very busy day. As
they settled down with their second cup of coffee, the bell over
the door tinkled. Bryony looked up and then waved to the
newcomer.

“Over here,
darling.”

The girl made
her way over to the table that the three women occupied. She stood
hesitantly until Bryony patted the spare seat and invited her to
sit down.

“Ladies, this
is Suzy. Suzy, allow me introduce you to two good friends of mine,
Miss Gill and Miss Scott.”

The girl bobbed
her head slightly and whispered,

“Good morning,
Miss Gill. Good morning, Miss Scott. Pleased to meet you both.”

Deborah Gill
looked at the girl, who appeared to be wearing a school uniform on
a Saturday morning. Indeed, wasn’t that the new Lady Margaret’s
blazer? What was going on?

As if reading
her mind, Miss Scott asked,

“Who is this
delightful creature, Bryony? Your niece maybe, surely not your
grand-daughter?”

By way of
reply, Bryony leaned forward and tapped the girl on her bare
thigh,

“Do be a dear
and take your hat off, Suzy. The ladies will think you have no
manners.”

Slowly,
hesitantly, Susan Hampton slid her stupid, stupid straw boater off
her head and placed it on her lap.

“She’s not
related to me, ladies, but I think that if you look closely you may
well recognise her.”

Even without
her hat on it took them a little while to identify her. With her
hair tied up in silly little bunches and without a scrap of make-up
she did look much younger than her actual age. Examining her
closely, the two women could see that she was indeed older, and a
short while later Susan could see the sudden recognition and flash
of excitement in Sara Scott’s wrinkled old face.

“My God,
Bryony. It’s Susan, Susan...”

“Susan
Hampton.” Finished Miss Gill, smiling at the sight in front of
her.

“That’s right!
Naughty, arrogant little Susan Hampton. My word don’t you look
ridiculous in your gingham dress and your sandals. Haha, how old
are you anyway, thirty?”

“Answer Miss
Scott, please Suzy. You know how I feel about good manners.”

“I’m
th...thirty-six, Miss Scott.”

Both women
broke into excitable peals of laughter.

“Haha, oh my
word, thirty-six! Don’t you look stupid?”

Susan glanced
briefly at Bryony’s implacable face,

“Yes, Miss
Gill, I do look stupid I suppose.”

She glanced
around furtively hoping that the raucous laughter didn’t draw any
more attention to her. This was just dreadful, not only was she
dressed in a gingham dress with ankle socks and sandals, but her
sweater and her blazer both had the Lady Margaret’s logo splashed
across the left breast. She couldn’t pass the junior school uniform
as some sort of joke or dare. It was clear; she was actually
wearing a real, humiliating school uniform in a coffee shop on a
Saturday morning. It was bad enough that these two old dykes knew
what was going on. Heaven forbid she met someone she knew. What if
she was to bump into one of her former or even current pupils
dressed like this, her blood ran cold at the mere thought of it.
Unable to put her hated boater back on her head to hide her face,
she settled for staring intently at her immaculately polished
brown, strap-over sandals.

The two women
looked at their friend with a newly-found admiration, which Bryony
found to be quite intoxicating. The asked all sorts of questions
which Bryony was only too happy to answer. What exactly was the
7th form, how did people like Susan become involved?
Wasn’t Susan some sort of teacher after all, why was she attending
Lady Margaret’s? Did she wear this uniform to attend lessons? How
many pupils were there in each class? This went on for some time;
eventually Sara Scott plucked up the courage to ask the question
she had been dying to put.

“Do you get to
spank the little bitch, Bryony?”

Bryony Williams
giggled and explained that during lessons she didn’t publicly
punish her ‘girls.’ She was at liberty however to send errant girls
to Mr Royale who would duly administer whatever punishment that he
saw fit. This of course piqued their interest even further. Before
they could begin another round of excitable questions, Bryony
turned to Susan.

“Suzy dear, why
don’t you tell the ladies what happened the last time I sent you to
Mr Royale’s office with a note?”

Susan grimaced
and swallowed before replying. “The last time I was sent to Mr
Royale’s office, he...erm, paddled me miss. “

“Paddled you?”
asked an incredulous Miss Gill.

“Y...yes, miss.
Across the bottom, miss.”

“How many
strokes?” asked Miss Scott, licking her lips.

“T,,,ten, Miss
Scott.”

“And did they
make you cry?”

Susan sniffed,
“Yes, Miss Scott, they did. They hurt a lot.”

Not only had
they turned her alabaster bottom cheeks a bright crimson, the sheer
ignominy of having to bend and remove her knickers in front of a
man was quite mortifying. He’d made her take off her regulation
blazer and then bend over with her hands on her knees and her pert
little buttocks stuck out. She’d then had to count each one and
then thank the supercilious bastard before he delivered the next.
Even when he’d eventually finished thrashing her, he made her stand
in front of his desks with her hands on her head and apologise for
her misbehaviour.

“Knickers up or
down, Suzy?” The unwelcome question interrupted her thoughts.

“Knickers down,
Miss Gill,” answered Susan in as quiet a voice as she could
possibly get away with.

“What did she
say?” asked Sara Scott in the aggrieved tone of the slightly
deaf.

“She said,
knickers down, dear. Knickers down!” replied Miss Gill loudly and
clearly in her precise upper-class voice.

Bryony
desperately wanted to look around the cafe to see if anyone was
actually listening to their conversation, but she daren’t just in
case there might be someone she knew in the busy shop. Both women
could see the tears forming in Susan Hampton’s attractive blue
eyes. She didn’t look much like the cheeky, class clown that she
liked to portray all those years ago, now did she? She looked like
a contrite little girl who’d been well and truly taught her lesson.
The ladies were evidently quite happy to see her brought to heel
like this.

“So what
happens now, Bryony. Does little Miss Tearful stay with you forever
or what?” Deborah asked the question in a humorous sort of way, but
it was one that had already occurred to Bryony.

“Oh, I suppose
that when she’s ready she’ll be allowed to retake her Maths paper
and then return to teaching.”

“But just
suppose she is never ready to retake Maths, what then?” asked Miss
Scott with a gleam in her eye.

“Or what if she
does retake the paper but then fail it, is she allowed to keep on
retaking it until she passes it, or is there a limit to the
number?” asked a smiling Miss Gill.

“They are good
questions, but it’s nothing I’ve really thought about to be
honest.”

That last
answer wasn’t particularly true, thought Bryony Williams. In fact
it wasn’t true at all. In reality she’d thought of little else in
the last month or so. What would become of Miss Susan Hampton if
she failed to pass her Ordinary level Mathematics paper, the one
that allowed her to study teaching at university, which had
provided the career that paid for her livelihood? Bryony had heard
rumours that constant re-sit failures resulted in the student
having all her exam results rendered null and void and the demand
for her wages from her salary to be repaid in some way. Could that
be actually true? The questions from her two friends had made her
even more determined to find out. In the back of her mind, she had
half a plan for pretty little Miss Susan Hampton.

The three
friends eventually parted with much air-kissing and hugging. Sara
Scott took Susan’s cheek between her thumb and forefinger and
squeezed,

“We must do
this again and soon, Bryony. Before that though, why not bring Suzy
around to our house for tea one day. We’d both be absolutely
delighted to see her, wouldn’t we Deborah?”

“Of course we
would, Bryony. Wouldn’t it be marvellous fun to dig out old school
reports and pictures. We could have a girly afternoon
together.”

“Please say you
will, Bryony. I’m sure Suzy would love it as well, wouldn’t you
darling?” Sara squeezed Susan’s cheek just a little too firmly and
then patted it.

“Miss Gill and
I are so looking forwards to having you over at our house,
darling.” Whispered Miss Scott , emphasising the word ‘having’
before delicately inserting the tip of her tongue into Susan’s
ear.


Chapter 29

 


Sir Bernard
Pomfrett had declared war on Ms Miriam Shaw, not the all-out
murderous war that usually ended in the elimination of some sort of
scumbag dissident. This one was much more measured and precise, Sir
Bernard didn’t want her neutralised, quite the opposite in fact. He
wanted her healthy and fit and constantly on television. He’d
decided, from his shortlist of three, that Miriam Shaw was the best
fit for his plan. He needed a popular powerful woman who was anti
New Government and therefore anti everything to do with it. Her
pronouncement that his brainchild was a ‘fascist incursion into
human rights’ had both appalled and impressed him. Considering the
strength of public opinion, it was a brave thing to say and she
must have known that it would set her on a collision course with
the New Government. But on the other hand, getting her to wear an
Exercise Band voluntarily would be a huge political coup. He could
almost see the photographs of the left-wing political firebrand
working out in her local park under the jurisdiction of some spotty
thug in a New Government uniform, her shiny new, pink Exercise Band
resplendent on her wrist.

But before that
pleasure, there was work to be done. Houses and offices to be
bugged and useful people to be bribed, teams of observers to
organise and every social media account with her name anywhere in
it to be analyzed. Within a couple of weeks, Sir Bernard knew just
about everything there was to know about Ms Shaw, her family and
her friends. Like everyone else he’d ever dealt with she had
exploitable weak points, the difficult decision he had was which
ones to utilise. The problem was that he didn’t want to make her
disappear or intimidate her personally to such an extent that she
became unsuitable for his plan.

***

His main
experience in the previous war that he’d helped conduct was the
identification and then subjugation of the leading figures and
their supporters in the Women’s Equality Party. Those dreadful
women and their misguided ideas about feminism and its importance,
had to be removed from the political sphere. Once the Party’s
leading lights had been undermined the rest of the WEP folded
dramatically. Sir Bernard couldn’t help reflecting on those times
with a certain amount of pleasure. Sylvia Luckhurst, the WEP’s
erstwhile leader had suffered an apparent dramatic nervous
breakdown in front of the TV cameras and had been sectioned ‘for
her own safety and that of others’. The voters seemed to have
air-brushed from their minds, but Sir Bernard knew where the NG’s
tame eminent psychologist had installed her. Occasionally he would
take a trip up to the ultra-secure unit where she held. It did his
gnarled old heart good to see her stripped of her clothes and her
dignity, being spoon-fed her oatmeal by an immaculately uniformed
and made-up ward sister.

Samantha Perry
had been indicted in a major case of fraud and been consigned to a
particularly tough prison by an NG-friendly judge, determined to
show to the public at large that even young, high-flying, female
politicians weren’t immune from the law. Ms Perry had been
completely innocent of course, but the compelling, paper-trail of
corruption had led right to her door. It was one of Sir Bernard’s
first excursions into the wonderful world of Dark Ops. His
superiors at the time had been so impressed that he had been
allowed regular access to Ms Perry, first to witness her regular
punishments which he found extraordinarily thrilling. Watching a
young woman being led in shackles to a caning bench, strapped over
it and thrashed with a prison-grade strap was undeniably
exhilarating. Then he was given time alone with the woman while he
carefully explained just how and why she’d been wrongfully
convicted, that was another scenario he never tired of. He was
still one of the few visitors that she was entitled to receive, so
he’d taken to fucking her more out of pity than anything else. The
poor, plain-looking thing must be awfully frustrated being locked
up all this time.

He also knew
that one of the older veterans of the WEP, a wealthy socialite, had
been acquired by the Leader himself as a sort of trophy. The Leader
was one of the very few men in the country that he didn’t know
everything about, and Sir Bernard intended to keep it that way. He
had heard, through various second-hand, semi-unreliable sources
that the dear Leader kept the woman in a cage like a pet and
regularly exercised her by attaching a lead to her collar and
walking his estate with her on her hands and knees by his side.
That was the rumour, but Sir Bernard certainly wasn’t interested in
enquiring about its veracity. If that harmless hobby was what
floated the old gentleman’s boat, then what business was it of Sir
Bernard’s?

***

He took a sip
of his coffee from the bone china cup by his side. He pulled a
face, the damn thing was cold! Angrily he reached forward and
grabbed his little hand-bell. Within seconds there was a gentle tap
on his study door. He bellowed out that the person on the other
side should enter. The door opened to admit a very pretty
fair-haired woman who scurried over to his armchair just as fast as
her four inch, gleaming black high-heels would allow. She made a
graceful curtsey and looked at him expectantly,

“You rang,
sir?”

“I did indeed,
Davies. Why is my coffee cold you silly little fool?

Fenella
Wishart-Davies could easily have told him that it was because he’d
ordered it at least thirty minutes ago and he’d left it on his
table without drinking it. But of course, she didn’t. That would
have simply been asking for trouble, begging for it in fact. And
she’d realised very, very quickly that in this house, Sir Bernard
Pomfrett’s private residence that trouble invariably led to some
sort of retribution. Usually a spanking or a slippering, or a
caning, but often some sort of sexual punishment. She still found
it difficult to comprehend the last couple of months. First she’d
been sacked by that idiot Phil Lawton for nothing in particular
that she could see, and then she couldn’t even get an interview for
another one despite her qualifications and experience. It was
weird; she’d almost given up hope when she was called to an
interview for a PA to a New Government official.

She remembered
how excited she’d been, she’d dressed to impress. She was the very
model of a Personal Assistant. She’d spent about half her last
wages on her beautiful suit, underwear, stockings and heels. Her
hair alone had cost a fortune and she’d bought new perfume as a
treat. She admired herself in her full-length mirror, assuming her
potential employer wasn’t a gay man there was absolutely no way she
was walking out of that office without a job. Her prediction had
proved correct, horribly accurate in fact. Although she didn’t know
him at the time, she was ushered into a nondescript little office
and introduced to her interviewer. He was a small, elderly chap; a
time-serving civil servant was her guess. However, rather than the
expected timid office manager, ‘Mr Smith’ turned out to be a
surprisingly forthright little chap. He looked her boldly up and
down, before she took her customary offence, she quickly realised
where she was and turned on her favourite smile which she used for
occasions like this. It had always been, in her experience, a
sure-fire winning tactic.

“Why are you
grinning at me like that, young lady. Has something amused you?” he
asked.

She blushed
immediately, that wasn’t meant to happen! Nobody in her recent
memory had spoken like that to her, especially when she used the
smile. She realised he was still staring at her, waiting for an
answer.

“Erm...No,
sorry. I was just...”

“Should we
continue with the interview?”

“Umm...yes,
y...yes please.”

He looked at
her coldly and then picked his pen up and wrote something on the
pad. There then followed a succession of anodyne questions
regarding her employment history until,

“Why were you
fired from your last job, Miss...Erm...Wishart-Davies?” His eyes
seemed to stare into the back of her head.

She blushed
again, what could she tell this impertinent little man? She wasn’t
exactly sure herself if she was honest.

“Erm...my
manager and I had certain relationship issues.” That was always a
good one, it implied that he was hitting on her and that she’d
turned him down.

“Really,
perhaps you’d care to elaborate in light of the fact that I’ve just
spent twenty minutes on the telephone with Mr Lawton.”

She felt
herself blush again, this interview really wasn’t going her way,
but it was such a good opportunity. She had a sudden premonition
that if she didn’t get this job with the New Government, then she’d
struggle to get any other one.

“I...I suppose
that we didn’t really see eye to eye on certain things.”

‘Ms
Wishart-Davies is an incorrigible flirt who seems to imagine that
teasing her fellow staff members is a substitute for actual
work.’

She looked at
him wide-eyed with amazement.

“Not my words,
Ms Wishart-Davies, but rather those of Mr Lawton. It appears that
you’re something of an office flirt, would that be an accurate
description do you think?”

“Well...no, of
course not. Is he allowed to say that sort of thing anyway?”

She felt the
pity in the scornful glance he gave her. He picked up his pad and
wrote on it again. He eventually concluded whatever it was he was
writing and regarded her again with those cold eyes.

“Are you
wearing knickers, Miss Wishart-Davies?”

She looked at
him open-mouthed,

“How dare you?
You rude little man! This pathetic excuse for an interview is over,
and I’ll speak to your supervisor before I go.”

She remembered
at the time feeling a vague disquiet at the amused look on his
face. He was meant to beg her forgiveness and plead with her, but
that didn’t seem to be happening. Not being able to charm a man,
especially a loser like him, was an entirely new experience to her.
She picked up her extraordinarily expensive handbag and prepared to
leave.

“Before you go,
Miss Wishart-Davies, could I ask you to take a quick look at this?
It’s important and could affect your livelihood and those around
you.”

Much against
her better judgement she snatched the preferred paper from his
hand. It was a bank statement from a private banking house that was
familiar to her. She felt a chill when she realised the name at the
top of it. She scanned down quickly to the final figure printed in
red ink at the bottom of the page, two million four hundred and
sixty seven thousand pounds and twenty six pence. She put her hand
to her mouth in shock. Her father’s personal bank account was
nearly two and a half million pounds overdrawn!

“Not good is
it, my dear? Your incompetent father is also mortgaged to the hilt
and owes money all over the City. At the moment he’s just about
managing to service this account, but the only thing that’s keeping
him afloat is this overdraft. Should the bank call this in for any
reason, then your father is ruined. Under the new banking
regulations he would be incarcerated in a debtor’s prison until all
his debts were satisfied.”

He leaned back
with a smile

“But...but, why
would the bank call the debt in? They’ve been our family banker for
years and years. Daddy plays golf with one of the directors.”

Still smiling
he picked up the phone on his desk and dialled a number which was
answered almost immediately

“Good
afternoon, Lawrence. Yes I’m well, thank you. How are you? Good,
good, and the family? Excellent. Yes you can help me, the
Wishart-Davies account that we discussed? Haha, yes indeed, that
one. Can you not call it in tomorrow morning, there’s been a
development. Thank you, and to you, cheerio.”

He replaced the
handset on its hook and regarded her as a particularly predatory
cat would a wounded canary.

“So then, young
lady now that we know your family’s financial well-being is in your
beautifully manicured hands, let me repeat my original question.
Are you wearing knickers, Miss Wishart-Davies?”

Nervously
biting her bottom lip, Fenella nodded. She could already feel the
moisture gathering behind her eyelashes.

“Show me, my
dear. I’d like to see what a cock-teasing slut wears for an
important interview.”

She tried to
plead with him, but as she would shortly discover, he was entirely
implacable in these sorts of matters. She had to stand and then
slowly inch her well-cut skirt up over her hips, exposing her
lilac-coloured suspender belt and her sleek, black stockings as
well as her pale-blue silk, high-cut knickers. At least the old man
had the grace to nod and lick his lips appreciatively; he clearly
appreciated what he saw. She was resigned to working for the New
Government, she couldn’t for her family’s sake afford not to. She
was just grateful that this wizened old pervert wasn’t going to be
her boss. Who the hell was he anyway? If she ever got the chance to
repay his rudeness she’d gladly do so.

“Turn around
for me, there’s a good girl.”

Gritting her
teeth, she did as she was told.

“Now part your
legs and bend further over, let’s see you wiggle your arse for me,
keeping holding your skirt up.”

Blinking away
furious tears, she obeyed. He really was a horrible old man. Why
was he doing this to her?

“Pull your
skirt down, whore. I’ve seen quite enough for today. I’d like to
spend more time getting to know you, but I have some work to do
that is far more important. But never fear, I predict we’ll be
seeing quite a lot of each other in the coming weeks and
months.”

He smiled as he
watched her tidy herself up.

“When you’re
quite ready, report to my secretary for travel directions. I’ll see
you at the address she gives you at 8am. I advise you very strongly
to be on time, young lady. I’m afraid I’m quite old-fashioned as
regards time-keeping.”

He dismissed
her in a bored sort of way, but inside he was bubbling. He had some
marvellous ideas for Miss Fenella Wishart-Davies, and she in turn
appeared to be perfect for his plans. And so it transpired, she was
whisked away the following morning to his private country
residence, ostensibly to work as his PA. The reality though was
certainly more prosaic. Once at his manor house she’d been stripped
of her office finery by his housekeeper, Miss Simmons, and
introduced to her new role. She was to serve as the new
under-scullery maid, the scullery maid’s assistant in fact. He had
left the details of her uniform and initial training to Miss
Simmons, but as everything that happened in his house was filmed,
he didn’t feel that he was losing out too much. He wasn’t due to
return to the country house for a week, but already he was looking
forward to that day. He consoled himself in the office by making
Caroline remove her blouse but retain her olive tie and the rest of
her uniform as she carried out her duties. When he couldn’t
withstand the temptation any longer, he gave her a slow, but very
thorough caning while she knelt on her own little chair as a
prelude to anal sex, which he knew she loathed.

When he was
finally sated and she’d been dismissed to re-dress herself and
reapply her make-up he made himself sit at his desk and stare at
his pictures of Miriam Shaw. He was a professional and he had work
to do.


Chapter 30

 


Celia
Massingham was marvellously well-bred, but even she was finding it
difficult to ignore the tremendous racket in her own large,
beautifully appointed drawing-room. She glanced across at her
husband whose birthday it was today. At least he was enjoying
himself and that was the main thing, she supposed. He obviously
couldn’t take his eyes off the scene that was being acted out for
his pleasure. It was fairly amusing, she acknowledged, and it was
jolly generous of dear Jonny Weston to go to the trouble of
providing such entertainment, but did it have to be quite so loud?
It wasn’t as if the music, if indeed it could be described that
way, was pleasurable. But she smiled and clapped her hands in time
with the rhythm; it was William’s birthday after all.

In the centre
of the room, balanced on one leg with both her arms above her head,
was Heather McLeod. The music blaring out of the expensive music
system was a classic Scottish Highland reel. Heather was giving an
exhibition of her dancing skills. She had been practising for
several weeks under Jonny Weston’s inexpert tutelage. He’d simply
played videos off the internet and told her to copy them. She in
turn had dredged up her scant dance knowledge learned when she was
at school. At first he’d made her practise in a T-shirt and short
skirt, and then in just a bra and knickers and then ultimately,
naked. He did so enjoy the shameful blush that suffused her cheeks,
and he’d fucked her several times when she was hot, sweaty and
exhausted. It added a certain piquancy somehow.

For William
Massingham’s birthday however, he‘d considered that a little
discretion might be more appropriate. After all the man’s wife and
daughter would be attending the exhibition as well. He’d
researched, and dressed his unwilling muse in a plain white bra and
matching knickers, a crisp white blouse with ruffles down the
front, a cute little tartan tie, and a tiny matching tartan kilt
that showed off her panties whenever she moved. On her feet she
wore tartan, calf-length socks and dancing slippers fastened around
her legs with bright blue ribbons. The final indignity was a tartan
tam on her head complete with a long, flowing blue ribbon. As the
music re-started and the sound of shrieking bagpipes filled the
room, Heather danced as well as she could. It was terribly
shameful, she wasn’t the most athletic person in the first place
and she certainly wasn’t a dancer. What made it worse was her
audience, she hated the English upper-classes with a passion but
here she was providing humiliating entertainment for five of the
patronising bastards.

She’d almost
fainted with shock when Weston had given her the dance outfit and
then told her that she’d be performing in front of a group of
people. When she learned that not only William Massingham would be
present, but his wife and two children would be there as well, she
almost rebelled. However a rather firm caning from Weston and a
swift reminder of her contractual responsibilities were
instrumental in overcoming her reluctance. That’s how she found
herself clumsily attempting a Highland reel in Massingham’s huge
house while his teenage daughter, Camilla and her brother, Rupert,
who was apparently Jonny’s best friend, watched and issued a
mocking commentary in their braying, entitled, upper-class voices.
She was becoming more and more fatigued now, their amused comments
hardly registered anymore. She knew how foolish she looked in her
parody of a dancer’s uniform. All she wanted was for this dreadful
day to end, as she turned however she caught William Massingham’s
eye.

“Once more,
Miss McLeod, but with feeling this time.”

What a
marvellous birthday treat this was! He leaned over to his wife,

“Capital
entertainment my dear, what do you think?”

“I think
‘junior parlour maid’, darling. She’s a little old and plain, but
the poor little thing will have to start somewhere, I suppose.

Massingham
leaned over and kissed his wife gently on the lips. It was almost
as if she could read his mind.

***

Kathryn Upton
sat silent and subdued at the dining-room table. She had worked her
regular stint of unpaid overtime at work and was consequently an
hour late for her dinner. Mrs Campbell had agreed, with bad grace,
to reheat the congealed mess on her plate that constituted her
evening meal She looked at with distaste, but she knew she’d have
to eat it all if she wanted to avoid a painful arse-tanning, as her
landlady charmingly put it.

“You must be
looking forwards to tomorrow, Katie. All that marching and
parading, that’s just your thing, isn’t it?” asked Jackie Campbell
with an innocent expression.

Kathryn looked
at her with much the same expression as she had looked at whatever
it was that was currently simmering on her plate. How she longed to
slap the cheeky brat’s stupid face.

“Yes, Miss
Jackie. It’ll be marvellous.”

Miss Jackie!
The horrible little girl was nearly ten years younger than she was,
but that was how she was required to refer to her.

“Mummy and I
are going to the display of course, so is Gavin. He’s quite dreamy
isn’t he? It must be great working with him all day.”

Despite her
unhappiness it took a degree of willpower not to laugh at the girl.
Spotty, nerdy Gavin Leeman was ‘dreamy’? Who the hell was she
hanging around with anyway, if she found Gavin Leeman even vaguely
attractive. She scanned the girl’s face for traces of irony, but
found none.

“Oh yeah, he’s
a lovely guy.”

“I’d prefer you
not to have such a casual attitude regarding your betters, if you
don’t mind young lady.”

“Sorry, Mrs
Campbell”, replied Kathryn . She apologised to her miserable
landlady so often that it was an almost automatic response.

She forked some
of the mush into her mouth, it wasn’t too bad despite
appearances.

“I hope nothing
goes wrong for you tomorrow, Katie. I know that some of your
officers can be horribly strict.”

“Thank you,
Miss Jackie. I hope so too”

The little
bitch was referring to the last public parade for the Leader’s
birthday when her Platoon had made a horrible mess of their
particular manoeuvre. The outcome had been very public, knickers
down caning for the entire thirty girls in her group witnessed by a
very amused crowd of spectators. The horrible Campbell’s hadn’t
actually witnessed the shameful episode, but the availability of
the video on the internet and a succession of pictures in the local
newspaper had given them a very good idea of what happened.

“It’s getting
quite late, Katie dear. You’ve got a big day tomorrow so after
you’ve finished dinner I’d like you to go upstairs and shower, and
then I’m afraid it’s straight to bed for you. I’ll come up and tuck
you in when I’m ready.”

Kathryn caught
the amused look on Jackie’s face. How she hated the Campbell’s!

***

It was half
past six when Emily finally got home. Although she’d left school at
three thirty as usual, she had walked to her new part-time job,
worked for two hours, and then walked home. She had been shocked
when daddy had told her that mummy hadn’t been sacked as such, but
she had been demoted from her management role at work. The result
was that Emily now had to take a part-time job to try and bring a
little more money into the household budget. The truth was that it
really wasn’t much money, but on the other hand mummy was very
proud of her. Daddy, as usual, had come to the rescue and arranged
the position for her. It wasn’t exactly ideal but at least she was
trying to do her bit. If she was honest she hadn’t really imagined
herself working in a grimy, back street chip shop but needs
must.

Her first job
was to put on a greasy, stained overall that once used to be white
and then begin to peel a small mountain of potatoes, her first
hour’s work was preparing the food for the evening rush. Once she’d
peeled enough she had to mix the liquid batter and get it ready for
the fish fryer. By this time the owner and his wife had joined her
in the kitchen. Neil was a very large man; most of his size was
down to the unfortunate volume of fat that he carried around. He
also had a distinct problem with body odour. His wife, Sheena was
just as tall as him, but extremely thin. She had a permanently
miserable expression, as if spending the last twenty years working
in the little shop with her oversized husband was somehow
unfulfilling. Once the fryers were turned on, the small area of the
chip shop became extremely warm. Emily could already feel the sweat
running down the inside of her school shirt and pooling in the
small of her back. Sheena had allowed her to remove her blazer, but
she had to keep her blue shirt buttoned to her throat and her tie
tightly knotted. The woman apparently liked Emily to dress smartly;
she felt it gave her corner shop a touch of class.

Once everything
was ready, the doors were opened and the customers came in. For the
next hour she was taking orders and ringing up the purchases while
fat Neil cooked the food. Her hair was of course wet and lank and
the sweat coursed down her face. She could feel the heat emanating
from her ruddy cheeks. Her dishevelled appearance didn’t seem to
bother Neil, however. He took every opportunity to brush up against
her and allow his hand to touch her bottom through her skirt. The
area behind the counter was so small that avoiding him was
virtually impossible. As the door to the shop opened, she realised
to her horror that he’d casually lifted her skirt as she turned to
serve the new customers. Not only that, but the customers turned
out to be a little group of three girls from her school.

“Three bags of
chips, pl... Oh my God, is that you Emily? Haha, don’t you look a
state! What are you doing here?”

Another girl
took out her mobile phone and pointed it, “Is that your boyfriend,
Emily?”

All three
sniggered, “Wait ‘till the girls at school see this” said the third
taking out her own phone.

As Emily made
to move away, Neil just took a firm grip on her school skirt with
his fat, greasy hand. The three girls snapped away, enjoying her
humiliation. When she was finally allowed to leave, she hurried
home in tears to her own house. She knocked on the door; Kevin had
recently confiscated her door key, and waited until he let her in.
He opened the door and smiled at her.

“Bath time I
think, young lady. I’ve already run one for you, pop yourself
upstairs and jump in. I’ll be up in five minutes to give you a
hand; you look like you’ve worked hard this evening.”

With her head
down to try and hide her tears she scurried by him and ran
upstairs. Kevin sauntered back to his armchair and considered which
pair of too-small pyjamas would suit her best tonight.

***

Jessica was
desperate to keep her head down and get out of Southfields RC. She
was no longer the self-opinionated, fiery, rebel of her own
imagination; she just wanted to go home. She’d just had a visit
from Mr Taylor and Mr Barton. They’d made it clear to her that
they’d sponsor her as employers back at Prospero. They would
provide evidence to the court explaining how she would be welcomed
back into full-time employment. This, they explained, was almost a
certain guarantee of release. She was so thankful that she slid to
her knees with hardly any prompting and gave both men a blow job
right there and then. As she quickly tried to wash their sperm of
her face and sponge it from her brief, grey gymslip she began, at
last, to harbour real hopes of being released from this dreadful
place. She realised she’d been out of her lesson, double Latin, for
quite some time. She hoped that the Latin master wouldn’t be too
hard on her, but whatever punishment she received she vowed to take
it stoically. After all, just two more weeks of shame and pain and
then she’d be home free.

***

Kevin lazily
tapped his erect, straining cock on the bridge of Aamina Malik’s
pretty little nose. He quite liked the effect that it had on the
dignified, aristocratic Pakistani woman. His precum was already
oozing from the tip and he could see the sticky trails of semen
across her upturned brown face. It hadn’t been too difficult to
find the information he needed, in his experience the higher a
person climbed the darker the cave of personal secrets they left
behind them. Ms Malik, his ostensible superior at work, had such a
secret that would devastate her family and friends in their
tightly-knit religious community.

In return for
his discretion, Aamina Malik had, in effect, become his plaything.
As far as the office was concerned their relationship remained on
its normal, mutually respectable, footing. Behind closed doors Ms
Malik was obliged to carry out Kevin’s every whim, and as she was
finding out to her cost he had several whims. Some days, to her
horror, the conservative, demure woman was required to attend her
place of work without any underwear. Beneath her beautiful,
expensive clothes she was quite naked. The reaction her bare
nipples produced as they rubbed up against her sheer, silk blouses
was quite shameful. When they were alone he would take a handful of
her plump backside through her expensive woollen skirt to ensure
that she wasn’t wearing knickers. She had to stand and not object
as he rolled her flesh appreciatively.

She had learned
early on that resistance of any kind, even the mildest rebuke or
hesitation on her part was deemed as ‘cheek’ and rewarded with a
swift over the knee spanking. The first, and only, timed she’d
disobeyed him regarding her underwear he’d pulled up her skirt and
used her own long, desk ruler to thrash her struggling, squirming
backside while she desperately tried to clamp her mouth shut with
one hand. Kevin now ruled the office in all but name, all the
decisions may have been uttered by Ms Malik but they originated
with him. As a reward to himself he’d ‘fined’ her for her
indiscretion by insisting that she pay him the exact amount that
she earned more than him in cash every month. That delicious moment
was made even sweeter by his demand that she stripped to her
stockings and high heels and bring him the money on her hands and
knees, with the envelope of money clenched between her beautiful
white teeth.

***

Susan was stood
in the corner of the large room with her hands on her head and her
blue knickers pulled inside out and down to her knees. Behind her
sat three old friends, some of her former teachers from Lady
Margaret’s School. The ladies sat sipping from their bone-china
cups and chatting about the old days. Bryony Williams had taken up
the offer from her erstwhile colleagues and brought Susan for tea
on the following Sunday morning. Rather than make her wear her
junior school uniform, Bryony had dressed the woman in an
excruciating pink and white confection that a young girl would have
been ashamed to wear. She was allowed to retain her tiny white
ankle socks and her polished, strap-over sandals, but her dress was
now high-waisted and the skirt stuck out almost at right-angles
supported by stiff petticoats. The fact that it was also mid-thigh
length meant that her panties were almost constantly visible. Her
cute white gloves and her little straw hat completed her very
junior appearance.

Miss Scott and
Miss Gill laughed and clapped their hands together in delight when
they first saw her. Wasn’t she just perfect, almost good enough to
eat, they proclaimed. The plan was to have tea and then make their
way to church. Both women were so looking forwards to showing her
off, their friends would be so jealous. When Susan stuttered that
she really didn’t want to go to church, especially dressed as she
was, the women merely laughed. The rather strong-looking Miss Scott
simply pulled her over her knees and began to belabour the seat of
Susan’s cotton knickers. She didn’t even have to raise the woman’s
dress as it had already ridden halfway up her back.

She didn’t
relent until the smaller woman begged and pleaded to be released
from her embarrassing position and promised with all her heart to
accompany the three ladies to church.

“Without
pulling faces and with a smile on your face, Suzy?” asked Miss
Gill, suspiciously.

“Yes, yes...I
will...please!”

“Do you
promise, Suzy? Cross your heart and hope to die”

“Yes, Yes.
Promise, I promise!” answered Susan, her voice rising hysterically
as she kicked her dainty sandals to and fro. Miss Scott’s hand
appeared to be made of wood!

“Let her up and
send her to the corner, Sara. It sounds like she’s learned her
lesson, for now anyway.”

As Susan stood
looking out of the window and praying that nobody would walk past
the house, she had a desperate urge to rub her stinging bottom. But
she just didn’t have the nerve to do it. She wasn’t sure but she
thought she heard Miss Gill suggest to Bryony that Susan should
have a sleepover at their house next weekend. Surely she’d misheard
the horrible old lesbian?

 



Chapter 31

 


It had taken
Sir Bernard quite some time to come up with the idea, even for a
man as devious and cunning as he had struggled a little. He had no
doubt however that his hard work would be well-rewarded. His ideas
of a private department run by him and answerable only to the
Leader himself had been very well received. Having understood the
rudiments of it, the Leader wanted some proof of how it would work
in practise hence the Shaw project as it came to be known. There
was a lot at stake now, and that’s why it was crucial for Sir
Bernard to choose the right target and to deal with her in the
correct way. Miriam Shaw was one of those women that never seemed
to be out of the public eye. She was often on the National
television service espousing her earnest left-wing views. Sir
Bernard knew she was an ardent feminist, even after the destruction
of the WEP. However he didn’t want to ban her from the airwaves or
put her in prison, well not yet anyway. He needed to turn her, to
change her from the de facto mouthpiece of the Left, to the
poster-girl of the New Government.

Sir Bernard
often remembered the first meeting between the two of them with a
certain amount of fondness. It had after all been a major turning
point in his stellar career. Miriam Shaw was quite a big woman. She
was clearly out of condition and running to fat. She wasn’t
unattractive, but she had clearly let herself go. Even her hair was
a mess, despite the fact that she could clearly afford a good
hairdresser. The overall impression as far as Sir Bernard was
concerned was that of a woman almost trying too hard to show people
that she didn’t give a fuck about their opinion. Whereas, in his
eyes, her shabby appearance was more the result of her desire to
hide something, perhaps. Her TV appearances were clearly a chore
for her, she had to remain regularly in the public eye to keep on
landing her lucrative media deals, but it was coupled with an
obvious reluctance to bring attention to herself. Her dark, baggy
clothes hung off her in a most unappealing way; she was even
wearing trousers, for God’s sake! It had taken a while, much longer
than he wanted if he was honest but eventually his patience had
paid off. He’d introduced himself as Mr Smith, a representative of
the New Government, with a lucrative proposal for her. Once he’d
engineered the meeting the conversation quickly turned to the real
reason he’d invited her.

“So, Miss Shaw,
we have something of a dilemma. Your private life and your
motivations are of no real interest to me personally. I do however
think that when these...revelations come to light you will have
disappointed a great number of people, don’t you?”

“If you’re
trying to blackmail me, you fascist prick, it won’t work. There’s
nothing you have on me that can be proved anywhere.”

“Are you quite
sure, Miss Shaw? Are you suggesting that there is something that
you’ve done that you’re ashamed of, that if I dig hard enough I
might find?”

She looked at
him aggressively and pushed her dark hair out of her eyes.

“You don’t have
anything on me, you ugly old bastard. I don’t know who you really
are, ‘Mr Smith’ but I’ll find out. I have a great many friends, as
you doubtless know. This discussion is over as of now, and you’ll
be hearing from my solicitors in the morning.”

She levered
herself to her feet.

“Sit down, Mrs
Beresford.”

She looked at
him with sheer horror, and he knew in that one, glorious second
that he had her. He had the little bitch exactly as he wanted her.
Slowly her legs seemed to crumble beneath her and she sat down
heavily on the settee, which creaked ominously.

“Before we go
on, you were Mrs Beresford weren’t you?”

She looked at
him warily, as if challenging him to prove it.

“And before
that you were plain old Helen White from Seabury? My word, Helen
you have led a life haven’t you?”

When there was
no reply he carried on.

“At least
you’re not trying to carry on with the subterfuge...what would you
prefer me to call you by the way? Do you have a favourite fake name
that you prefer?

“H...how do you
know...how did you find out?”

“I think I’ll
call you Miriam, I quite like the name Miriam. I found out Miriam,
because I know everything about just about everyone in the great
country of ours. You first came to my attention thanks to some of
your rather extravagant spending habits. I imagine the majority of
that money came from the sad demise of the original Mr Beresford?
Mathew Beresford, your surprisingly well-insured late husband, I’m
sure you haven’t forgotten him? He was so young when he sadly
passed away, you must have been devastated?”

He knew from
experience that she was struggling very hard to maintain some
semblance of order, but he could see the fear in her eyes. If he
knew about her Helen Beresford phase, what else did he know about
her? He was happy to answer that unspoken question for her.

“Everything,
Miriam, I know everything about you and your previous lives. Oh,
you’ve done well for yourself, there’s no doubt about that. The
liberal Left persona is very, very convincing but we both know it’s
a facade. Like so much of your interesting life it stems from a
desire to make money in whatever way you can. The fake background,
the lengthy time you spent recuperating from a childhood illness
that meant you were home-schooled, the fake Canadian Degree stolen
from a dead girl whose name you used, all marvellously well done,
my dear. Your appearance has changed dramatically hasn’t it? You
used to be a slim, fair-haired, blue-eyed girl, but now you’re a
plump, dark-haired, brown-eyed woman. It’s amazing the effect that
coloured contact lenses can have, isn’t it? How strange your life
has been, but now unfortunately it’s time for you to pay the
piper.”

‘Miriam Shaw’
proved surprisingly easy to manipulate. Like all good actors, she
knew when a part had served its purpose and the skin needed to be
shed. Once Sir Bernard had explained that he didn’t want to kill or
imprison her, she was even quite amenable, although a lengthy tour
of Saltergate, the ‘political’ jail that the New Government liked
to use was also instrumental. First her appearance was subtly
changed, her hair was cut a little bit better, which admittedly
wasn’t difficult, she started wearing skirts and smart blouses
rather than denim. Her appearance on NG-friendly television shows
started to increase. There was a certain amount of confusion when
she first appeared wearing the pink Exercise Band in public. The
interviewer, an NG party member naturally, had been informed
earlier and managed to bring the fact up as if she’d just noticed.
Why was Miriam wearing an Exercise Band after being so radically
opposed to it?

Watching from
the wings of the studio, Sir Bernard Pomfrett smiled to himself as
he remembered the many enjoyable hours he’d spent scouring her fat
arse with a birch rod until she was word perfect. He’d taken full
advantage of the fact that her fate was well and truly in his
gnarled old hands. He quite liked spanking fat girls; the wobble of
their arse cheeks as he thrashed them quite fascinated him. It was
almost like a physical experiment, which punishment implement was
most suited to the fuller-proportioned lady? He hadn’t used the
birch much before he met Miriam, but her ample backside seemed
eminently suitable. The broad expanse of chubby, white flesh needed
an implement that covered it, a paddle was good, but a birch was
better. He’d really made her struggle and cry. He often had to tie
her to prevent her avoiding the dreadful sting of the birch. He
liked it when her plump, white folds of skin were emphasised by a
certain amount of bondage. It was even more amusing somehow to see
a woman so used to being in charge, so used to manipulating others,
to be humiliating hog-tied and helpless, and exposed to his
lascivious attention. She rapidly became one of his favourites as
far as sex was concerned. She was actually really quite good at it
and even seemed to derive a certain pleasure from their
perverseness. Not that he actually cared if she enjoyed sex with
him or not, it just made an interesting change as far as he was
concerned.

Miriam’s answer
to the Exercise Band was pretty good as it should be, considering
that he’d written it for her.

“I looked in
the mirror, Angela, and I realised that I wasn’t doing myself any
favours. I’m a strong independent woman and I’m totally committed
to women’s issues as you know. However women’s health is enormously
important in the battle towards equality isn’t it? How can we fight
the good fight if we’re not in any condition to do so?”

She looked at
the studio audience for their support and was rewarded with a loud
round of applause. Which was the least they could do considering
the amount of money he was paying them, thought Sir Bernard.

“I’m not at my
ideal fighting weight, as you can probably tell,” here she smiled
ruefully at her audience. “But I’m determined to lose a few more
kilos, why is that a bad thing? I’m healthier and the Health
Service has one less person to worry about. Really it’s a win-win
situation and that’s why I’m wearing my Exercise Band.” She held it
up to the camera and received another storming round of applause.
“That’s probably why all we strong, independent women should be
wearing our Exercise Bands, Angela.”

Angela Barratt
held up her own arm with a Band that matched Miriam’s and they
briefly held hands. The crowd went mad and the cameras flashed.
That picture would be front page news tomorrow, he realised, even
in the media outlets that the New Government didn’t yet
command.

“And if you
don’t mind me saying so it looks like you’ve already lost a couple
of pounds, Miriam. And I do like what you’ve done with your
hair.”

Miriam Shaw,
arch-feminist and left-wing activist, turned to the correct camera
and tossed her hair in faux-professional model way.

“Thanks,
Angela; a little hard work never hurt anyone in my opinion.”

My god, she was
a brilliant actress. She really had missed her true vocation. The
loss of quite a few pounds was mainly due to her new exercise
regime that one of Sir Bernard’s boys had devised for her. She
spent half the day now in a skimpy vest and shorts, being driven
relentlessly over gruelling obstacle courses, five mile runs, and
punishing gym sessions. The first few sessions had been glorious
fun for Sir Bernard, watching her wobble through a run with her
backside being striped with a cane was most amusing. Witnessing her
hopeless attempt to climb a rope despite the threat of a leather
strap across her skin-tight shorts had been a laugh a minute. But
now she actually was getting a bit fitter, she was in his opinion
even more fuckable. In fact as a reward for her performance he
decided to reward her by fucking her that evening rather than
thrashing her, as had been his original intention.

As he
contemplated that delightful proposition his mobile phone vibrated
in his pocket. The caller was the one man in the country whose he
opinion he valued. He opened the text message and was rewarded with
a smiling face. He laughed at the image not sure what amused him
the most, the fact that he was about to see his dream being
realised or that the Leader had learned how to use an emoji.

 



Chapter 32

 


Despite the
fact that the English Broadcasting Company and the New Government
had been at war for the last five years the speed at which the
national broadcaster was disbanded was really quite astonishing.
The tier of management was the first to go, the majority arrested
and imprisoned unless they could prove their loyalty to the NG. The
technical people were sent on paid leave for a month, the 'talent'
the public face that the EBC presented to the public, were invited
to interviews. A certain percentage of them, sensing which way the
wind was blowing, had already tried to flee the country but had
been arrested at their various points of departure and sent to join
their management colleagues dispersed throughout the country's
shiny new prisons.

The New
Government had obviously planned for this, new managers loyal to
the cause had already been appointed and made ready. The technical,
backroom staff had all been investigated and any obvious
troublemakers removed, which left only the famous, household names.
Despite the obvious pleasure involved in imprisoning the vast
collection of overpaid mediocrity that made up the EBC's 'talent',
to a man like Sir Bernard Pomfrett that didn't seem appropriate for
two reasons. Not all the staff of the EBC were treacherous,
treasonous zealots, some had been quietly supportive of the NG's
rise to power. And second, the advantage of retaining the majority
of the famous as mouthpieces for the New Government would be a
simply massive propaganda coup.

Those deemed
acceptable to the New Government were promoted and given
commensurate salary increase A third were sacked and removed from
their posts, the intransigent, the hopeless EBC devotees, the not
quite famous-enough were all 'retired' to prison before being
assigned new jobs in the farming and service industries. The middle
third were pragmatic enough to reapply for their old jobs back and
attempt to re-start their careers albeit with a minimum 50% salary
reduction. The remaining third were the ones that really interested
a man like Sir Bernard, the very famous and outspoken 'celebrities'
that in his opinion polluted the EBC. Just why they were famous and
obscenely well-paid just for reading an autocue was a mystery as
far as he was concerned. Like many in the NG his first thought had
been to imprison them and be done with it. However the politician
in him couldn't resist the challenge.

Lilly Geoghan
sat nervously in the airless little room waiting for her interview,
she glanced at her watch and it confirmed that the meeting should
have started an hour ago. There was a time when she'd have stormed
out and rung to complain to her agent, but that wasn't this time.
Instead she licked her lips and checked the fit of her smart navy
blue suit for the umpteenth time. In another, more comfortable room
a man and a woman drank coffee and watched Mrs Geoghan carefully on
their very high resolution monitor. Mr Johnson and Miss Landers
were two of Sir Bernard's best young people , rising stars in the
New Government's hierarchy, but even they were a little
apprehensive. They knew this situation was a golden opportunity for
the NG to cement itself within the consciousness of the great
British voting public, failure was most certainly not an option.
Not when your ultimate boss was Sir Bernard Pomfrett anyway.

Thirty minutes
later she was called to the interview room without a word of
apology by a rather brusque young receptionist. She was shown into
a larger room, a basic, Spartan room but an upgrade on the
claustrophobic little cell she'd been sat in. The two young people
behind the desk made no attempt to stand when she entered or even
engage in the basic formalities. The rather stern-looking young
woman merely pointed to the single plastic chair in front of their
desk.

"You are
Lillian Nicole Geoghan, aged 46?" She asked .

Lilly
nodded.

"My name is
Miss Landers, this is my colleague, Mr Johnson. You've been invited
here in order that we might discuss your suitability to continue in
your former role as a national TV presenter. That being the case
and the fact that this is a formal interview I'd like you to
address us as sir or miss as appropriate. Do you understand?"


"Erm...yes...miss."

"Thank you, Mrs
Geoghan. There doesn't seem to be any point on getting off on the
wrong foot does there? After all, my colleague and I are here to
help, not hinder. I'm sure you can appreciate that?

"Y...yes,
miss."

Lilly was a
little taken back by the attitude of her two young interviewers.
She hadn't expected fawning devotion, but a little respect wouldn't
have gone amiss. She was after all a National Treasure, as her
colleagues at the EBC had jokily informed her. But on the other
hand she had heard stories, quite horrible stories actually,
regarding her erstwhile workmates. To be honest that was the only
reason she'd agreed to this bloody interview in the first place.
Originally she'd thrown the letter from the New Government in the
bin, she was damned if she was going to dignify that vile bunch of
fascists with a reply. However, some of the things she'd heard had
made her pause to reflect. Apparently a young woman from one of the
regional shows had gone on holiday rather than attend her
interview. She'd been arrested at the airport and was reportedly
still in detention. Lilly had heard similar stories and had decided
to play safe.

The letter she
received had been most specific, even down to telling her what to
wear. Apparently this was a formal job interview and she should
dress accordingly. She'd briefly thought about ignoring it and
turning up in jeans and a tee-shirt but following advice from her
friends settled for a smart trouser suit, blouse, tights and heels.
She had smiled at herself in the mirror, she still looked good, no
doubt about it. She played with her hair a little until it was just
so. Idly she wondered what particular job they had in mind for her.
Whatever it was it had better be at least as remunerative as her
previous role in the organisation or she was out of there. After
all if they didn't want her they wouldn't have arranged an
interview, clearly she was in demand.

Nevertheless
her bravado had faded a little when faced with the prospect of an
actual interview with two unsmiling representatives of the New
Government. Her original interview, if one could call it that, with
the EBC had been led by an evidently smitten young man from her
former university and lasted about ten minutes before she'd been
offered the role and a surprisingly large salary. She'd graciously
accepted and it had been plain sailing since that day. New
opportunities and pay rises followed with predictable regularity.
But looking at the two people on the other side of the desk she had
a feeling that may no longer be the case. She turned and smiled at
the young man as he spoke. He didn't return the smile.

"As you
probably know, Mrs Geoghan, the Government has decided due to
popular demand and albeit reluctantly, to take over the day to day
running of the EBC. Obviously it couldn't carry on in its present
state. Unfortunately it had become a parody of its original
purpose. Rightly or wrongly it was perceived as a hot-bed of
feminism and left-wing thought. Having said that the New Government
is emphatically in favour of a national broadcaster and with that
in mind is currently recruiting for the fledgling New Government
Broadcasting Company. Consequently my colleague and I are
interested in hearing your views regarding the proposed NGBC?"

Lilly
swallowed, this wasn't quite what she had expected.

"Erm...I
think...I think it's a good idea. If...erm ..the EBC isn't wanted
anymore?"

"The great
British public hasn't rejected the EBC, Mrs Geoghan. The EBC has
rejected the people, you accept that don't you?" Asked the
bespectacled , blonde woman with a pen poised above her
notepad.

"Erm...y...yes,
I suppose so...if you say so, yes."

"You seem a
little uncertain, Mrs Geoghan? Perhaps you have a different
opinion?" Both looked at her expectantly.


"No...it's...it's just that...maybe people will miss the EBC.
It's...it was very popular, you must admit?"

There, she'd
said it! Although almost immediately she regretted it. The young
woman's cold blue eyes fixed on her.

"The EBC was a
monopoly, Mrs Geoghan, funded by a tax on every citizen in the
country irrespective of their choice on the matter."

"A torrent of
Left-wing propaganda piped into every living-room in the country,
like it or not," added her distinctly un-smiling colleague.

"Which had to
be paid for even if the recipient didn't actually watch it. Do you
think that's reasonable, Mrs Geoghan, being required to pay for
something you have no need for?" Asked the woman.

Lilly picked at
an imaginary piece of lint on her immaculate skirt. She had never
considered that some people might find the national broadcaster
unappealing. How could they...the EBC was the envy of the
world...wasn't it? There was a distinct chill in the room. one good
thing was that the woman had stopped staring at her, she was
however writing furiously on her pad. Eventually she looked up.

"I'm assuming
that you still want to work for the NGBC, Mrs Geoghan? If indeed
you were offered a post within the organisation?"

"Erm...yes, of
course. In a similar capacity I imagine...to what I do, sorry did?"
She was quite flustered now. What was it these dreadful people
actually wanted?

"That remains
to be seen, Mrs Geoghan, at least you didn't turn us down. That
hasn't ended well in the past, has it Mr Johnson?

"Indeed not,
Miss Landers. Where did that young lady from Bristol end up, do you
remember?"

"Labouring on a
farm in Northumberland somewhere wasn't it, Mr Johnson?"

Lilly looked
from one to the other and realised with horror that they weren't
joking. In fact she couldn't imagine the two of them ever joking
about anything, ever. Shit, that story about the girl from the
Bristol office was true! Oh thank God she hadn't turned down these
two clearly mad people. She had lots of contacts and she'd chatted
with plenty of people, she'd half-guessed what had happened to
those of her acquaintances who had refused to change their
allegiance to the NGBC. But now she knew for sure, although there'd
been no great public outcry her friends had been imprisoned and
then 're-allocated' she believed the horrible term was. But now she
had to be very, very careful. Who, for example would look after the
twins if she was sent to some God-forsaken part of the country? She
forced herself to concentrate.

"Do we have
your full attention now, Mrs Geoghan?" Asked the woman.

"Y...yes, you
do...sorry."

"Are you sure?
Because I don't believe you've called us sir or miss yet, despite
the fact that I requested that you do so."

Lilly squirmed
on her uncomfortable plastic chair.

"I'm
sorry...miss. I forgot...honestly."

Lilly
half-hated herself for giving in so easily, but in reality what
cards did she have to play? These two fascist scum would pack her
off somewhere vile without a second thought, and they'd probably
enjoy it she thought bitterly.

"So, Mrs
Geoghan, it only remains to discuss just how you could be of most
use to the NGBC. Do you have any ideas?"

"I sort of
assumed I'd be retained as a p...presenter. After all, that's what
I do, miss."

Did she imagine
it, or did she see the edges of the little bitch's lips twitch up
in a tiny smile? Oh God, now she was getting paranoid!

"Hmmm, that's
what you do is it Mrs Geoghan? I'm not sure if that's entirely what
we had in mind, nevertheless I admire your ambition and I'll make a
note of that."

"The next step,
Mrs Geoghan is for you to sign and date this application for
retraining at the NGBC. I can assure you that as a former EBC
employee you'll receive priority treatment," said her
colleague.

The man slid a
piece of paper and a pen over to her side of the desk. Lilly was
trapped, what could she do? If she didn't sign it she'd be
reallocated. But what would the alternative be if she signed, what
did retraining imply? Just one look at the two implacable faces
staring at her told her everything she needed to know. With a
sinking heart she picked up the pen.

"Your full name
please, Mrs Geoghan, and please don't forget that's it's the
thirteenth today."

"Unlucky for
some I believe the phrase is, Miss Landers."

"I believe so,
Mr Johnson."


Chapter 33

 


"It just won't
do I'm afraid, Mrs Longmuir. This was a simple task that really I
could have delegated to any one of the interns. I only gave it to
you because your husband asked me to. I understand that you've been
going through a tough time with your daughter and her problems.
Yes, before you ask, Kevin has kept me informed with what's going
on at home, that's what I asked him to do in return for giving you
one of the more straightforward project rather than fire you last
month."

Gillian's lip
trembled, she was determined not to give her boss the pleasure of
seeing her cry, but he was such a heatless manipulative little
bastard. He knew that there were only three female executives left
now, as opposed to the original five. Her work-load had increased
exponentially and she found herself having to take work home just
to avoid failing her weekly targets. The project he'd assigned her
was, on the surface, relatively straightforward but in her defence
it had required an awful lot of reading. To make matters worse,
she'd inexplicably lost a long, vital chapter from the hard drive
of her PC. She wasn't exactly an IT expert but she had used the
software hundreds of times before, but she was at a loss to explain
what had happened. Luckily for her, Kevin had suggested she check
her work last night, just to be sure. And that was when, to her
horror, she realised that she was missing the essential chapter. To
his credit, Kevin had stayed up half the night to help her try and
patch together some of the half-remembered facts and figures that
she'd spent so long researching in the first place. In the end
though, it was hopeless and she knew it. Miserably she walked to
the bus stop in the pouring rain; Kevin seemed to have acquired her
car permanently now. Emily's little car had been sold and Kevin
hadn't seen the need to replace it. When she eventually arrived at
work, she felt like a schoolgirl who knew her homework wasn't going
to pass muster.

Eventually the
moment she’d been dreading arrived, Mike Chambers summoned her to
his office. In the past they’d exchanged a little light-hearted
banter, but today was different. Straightaway he’d berated her and
she’d had to stand there and take it. She was in the wrong and she
knew it. In the old days she’d have just brazened it out with him,
found a good excuse and stuck to it. But now, now she just didn’t
have the nerve. She found it hard to explain, but her normal
self-confidence seemed to have disappeared. She could feel the
tears filling her eyes and blinked them back rapidly.

“Whatever are
we going to do with you Gillian, hey? It wasn’t too long ago that
the boys upstairs were talking about making you a partner. Now
they’re telling me to get rid of you, you’re too old for this
business they say, past it. What do you suggest I do Gillian, send
you upstairs with this excuse for a report, would you like that? Do
you want to tell them where you get the nerve from to produce this
for me?”

The tears were
streaming unchecked down her face now. She hated him, but the worst
thing was that he was correct. She didn’t like him; she’d never
liked him, in fact. But he would have been quite justified in
sacking her. What worried her most was how Kevin would take it,
which was strange because a year ago she wouldn’t have cared what
he thought on the slightest. But how the times had changed, the New
Government seemed to have strengthened its grip on the voting
population. A recent survey had given the Leader a 78% favourable
response, which was an astronomically high figure. And, despite her
own experience at the hands of the local Police force, a
surprisingly high number of women continued to vote for the New
Government. Gillian wasn’t particularly political, but couldn’t
they see that it was anti-democratic and misogynist?

It was that
rather overbearing sense of self-righteous Patriarchy that seemed
to be seeping out into the country. There were fewer and fewer
women in high-profile media roles nowadays, ‘experts’ wheeled out
by the National TV company were about 90% male she’d noticed, even
her own office had become notably anti-female. Poor old Marjorie
still hadn’t found a job after being sacked by Mike Chambers, and
that was nearly six months ago! New rules and regulations, like the
‘not a team player’ justification used to sack Marjorie had sprung
up almost overnight. Who was promulgating these rules, who was
passing them? The sort of things that had never bothered Gillian
before were now uppermost in her mind. At first she hadn’t been
able to work out why there hadn’t been a nationwide backlash
against the New Government, especially from women. She had come to
realise however that the majority of the new legislature didn’t
really affect most women. On the face of it the New Government
weren’t anti-woman, and were at pains to point that out whenever
possible. The Safety Bands and the Fitness Bands, for example were
designed with women in mind. Who in their right mind could be
opposed to greater security and fitness for the female
population?

And yet her own
experience at the hands of the police, the two female executives
sacked from her office, that unfortunate woman at Kevin’s office
sent to a re-education centre for having pamphlets in her car. It
was all adding up, but what on earth could she do about it, take to
the streets, carry a placard? She had started to buy a daily
newspaper, the most anti-New Government one she could find and scan
it earnestly for signs of a backlash. But apart from the almost
daily attacks on the legitimacy and direction of the New
Government, there didn’t appear to be an organised revolt in any
sense. Life in her office had got even harder, she had the
impression that Mike Chambers was actively seeking to manage her
out of the business, and now it seemed he had the perfect
opportunity.

She heard his
desk drawer open; he reached inside, took something out and placed
it on his desktop. She could hardly believe her eyes, it looked
like a big ping-pong bat but she knew straight away that it was
what the Americans called a paddle. Surely he didn’t mean to spank
her?

“I’ve spoken
with your husband, Gillian, and he’s reluctantly agreed to this
course of action. You will either place yourself over my knee and
voluntarily accept a spanking, or you can take your so-called
report upstairs and take the consequences of that. The choice is
yours, Gillian.”

Despite the
insanity of the offer, she noticed that he’d taken to calling her
by her first name rather than ‘Mrs Longmuir’, as if showing her
that he no longer respected her enough to address her formally any
more. She looked at him, he was deadly serious, it wasn’t a joke
that was going to have a humorous punch line. She would have to
submit to a beating at his hands or be sacked. For one desperate
minute she toyed with the idea of slapping him, or at least
throwing something heavy at him. That unfortunately was the old
Gillian, the new one simply sniffed and got to her feet and made
her sad way around to his side of the desk.

“I think we’ll
have your blazer off as well, young lady. We don’t want that
getting in the way, do we?”

Gillian
shrugged off her wool blazer and hung it over her chair. On
trembling legs she went to his side and slowly lowered herself over
his thighs. Oh God! She could feel her face blushing furiously, how
could she ever face Mike Chambers again? Those shameful thoughts
were quickly banished from her head as soon as the first stroke of
the paddle struck the drum tight surface of her skirt,

“Owwowow!” It
hurt so much! The very first stroke seemed to fill her entire
backside with pain. It was different to Constable Zafar’s wicked
little cane, that hurt in a sharp, electric pain that came and
went. The pain generated by the paddle just seemed to keep on
radiating and hadn’t even begun to subside before the second stroke
caught her unawares. She shrieked and struggled as hard as she
could.

“Please,
Mike... please, I’m begging you, Stop...please, please just stop.
I’ll do...”

She shrieked
even louder, she was aware that the rest of the people on the other
side of the large glass window could hear every word but she just
didn’t care. Somehow she had to stop the terrible thrashing that Mr
Chambers was delivering. Tears coursed from her eyes and ran down
her chin, snot and mucus forced itself out of her nose and into her
mouth. The next stroke landed on her right bottom cheek and simply
re-stoked the fire that the first stroke had lit. She threw her
head back and howled. She was dimly aware of a number of faces at
the office window, but none of them seemed willing to intervene.
Two more strokes landed in quick succession and completely broke
the little resistance she had. She didn’t even have the strength
left to even beg any more, she just lay submissively over his knee
and cried.

When she
realised he’d finally stopped she attempted to get to her feet, but
was easily held in position. He caught her hands and held them in
the middle of her back; his other hand gently stroked the surface
of her blue, cotton skirt to ensure there were no creases in
it.

“Stay right
there, young lady. What makes you think we’re finished?”

“Oh please,
Mike. I...I’ve had enough, r...really I have.”

His broad palm
slapped heavily onto her throbbing backside.

“It’s Mr
Chambers to you, Gillian.”

“P...please, Mr
Chambers...that’s enough...please.”

“The problem
is, Gillian, I’m not sure that it is.”

He patted her
backside again, just to make his point.

“I think a
little corner time might be appropriate. If you’ve learned your
lesson after that, then maybe that will be enough, well for today
at least.”

She allowed him
to lift her to her feet. Her legs felt like jelly. She felt a firm
grip on her ear and prepared to be led like sheep to a corner of
his office. That didn’t happen though, to her horror she found
herself being steered towards the door. Surely he wasn’t intending
to display her shame to the rest of the office? It seemed he was,
the door opened and she was led out into the main office. He turned
her to face his office window so that her bottom was pointing
towards the ten or so people in the office. She stood awkwardly,
relieved for the small mercy of not having to face the rest of the
staff.

“Undo your
skirt, Gillian, and let it fall to your ankles.”

When she didn’t
immediately comply he added,

“Or else I’ll
give you another sixer in this office and then take it down
myself.”

Quickly she
obeyed and let her skirt slid down her nylons with a sibilant hiss.
Behind her she heard a gasp from one of the women as her backside
came into view. Less chivalrously she had a loud whistle from one
of the men, and a muffled snigger from another,

“Wow, that
looks like it hurt. No wonder she was making such a fuss,” Said
someone else.

“I’m afraid
that I’ve had to punish Gillian, as you probably heard. I didn’t
enjoy doing it but her lack of focus and professionalism resulted
in her producing a piece of work that was well below the standard
required. As her manager, I’m convinced it was the right thing to
do. I’d like you all to take note, particularly you interns at the
back, this is what will happen if any of you are tempted to produce
inadequate work here at Marston’s. Put your hands on your head
please Gillian”

Gillian could
have shrivelled up and died, had everyone in the building witnessed
her humiliation? Even the recent school-leavers had been allowed to
watch. Nevertheless she managed to resist the desperate urge to rub
her backside and instead obediently laced her fingers on the top of
her head.

“Everyone back
to work please, the entertainment’s over for today.”

She tried not
to catch Mr Chamber's eye but even with her head bowed she could
still see that the horrible man still had a little smirk on his
face. He left her there for a good hour or so, her arms ached with
the strain of keeping them on her head , but she certainly daren't
remove them. Eventually he told her to go to the bathroom and
straighten herself up before allowing her to try and catch up with
the work that was continually mounting on her desk. Now there were
only two out of the five original female executives that there had
been at the start of the year. Gillian and Caitlyn Dawson were the
only two women in the office who weren't admin assistants or
interns. But instead of recruiting more executives, Chambers had
simply saved money by splitting the workload of five between two.
Work was now a constant battle just to keep her head above water, a
job she used to love she now detested. Neither her nor Caitlyn had
been allowed to use the services of the administration staff. If
they wanted a letter typed and posted, they had to carry out both
actions themselves.

When she'd
complained about her workload to management, Chambers had simply
called Kevin into the office and explained the situation to him, at
least his own interpretation of the situation. Gillian was both
lazy and disorganised he concluded, her male colleagues had
absolutely no problem in achieving their targets. He suggested to
Kevin that Gillian should come in to work an hour earlier and leave
an hour later than everyone else, plus it might be a good idea for
her to come to work on a Saturday morning as well to help clear the
backlog. He explained that he'd had a similar discussion earlier
that morning with Ray Dawson, Caitlyn's husband, and he'd supported
it enthusiastically, even when He made it clear that the company
wouldn't be paying Caitlyn or Gillian any overtime at all and would
that be okay with Kevin? Kevin was, if anything, even more
enthusiastic than Ray Dawson . Gillian needed to know that if she
wasn't pulling her weight in work, there would have to be
consequences. Working without pay was just one of those
consequences. Her new working conditions should start the following
day in his opinion.

Kevin's own new
working conditions were slightly less onerous. He was the owner's
new favourite and he came and went pretty much as he pleased. he
arrived in work around 9.30 about 90 minutes after Aamina, his
ostensible manager, had opened the office. He drank coffee and
checked his emails for a while and then got to work and was
generally finished by 4pm leaving Aamina to lock up at 6pm. He
usually dropped into the club for a couple of drinks to chat with
other men who'd been liberated from the close attentions of their
partners. He might drift home for about six thirty where he would
expect his darling step-daughter to have prepared some sort of
tasty snack. He was usually in his armchair in front of the TV
before Gillian arrived back home, hungry, thirsty, and exhausted
from her extra two hours work.

When she came
in, he ushered her to a chair and fussed around her in a show of
concern. He called Emily down from her homework and made her make a
cup of tea for her mother. She obeyed with alacrity, the miserable
rude, scruffy teenager had been replaced. She was virtually
unrecognisable now, not even a word of protest much less a muttered
curse. Despite the time she was still wearing her smart St Clare's
uniform, Kevin insisted on it now he felt it fostered a sense of
discipline and the correct environment in which to learn, plus she
just looked so cute with it on and it helped remind her of her
place. He returned his attention to his wife and asked solicitously
how she was. He could tell she was upset but he wanted to draw
every detail out of her. He glanced at the clock on the
mantelpiece, it was almost 7.45 which was becoming her regular time
for getting into the house.

"Sit down love
and put your feet up, tell me how today went."

He barely
listened to her tales of woe as she unburdened herself to him.
Instead he was running through how he used to return home late and
stressed, it was quite amusing listening to her waffling
emotionally about how terrible work had become and what a bastard
Mike Chambers was. He nodded sympathetically at the right moments
while reliving the image of her being spanked by her boss and then
displayed in front of everyone. Mike had told him what transpired
that day over a couple of beers at the club. He remembered laughing
uproariously as Mike described her squealing and tears. The
difference twelve months had made to his life was almost
unbelievable. His arrogant, executive of a wife had been tamed and
was now nothing more than a drone at work. She'd been bullied and
spanked like a child at his instigation , he hadn't even had to
raise his voice to her, he was in charge of the family finances,
and he now owned the car and her house and clearly, she still
believed he was on her side! he shook his head this time as he
dimly heard her mention something regarding her 'impossible
workload'.

Gillian sat in
the comfy armchair and ate her rather nice dinner, it was so good
of Kevin to take time out to prepare food for her, she knew he was
a very busy man and what with her pay cut their wages were fairly
similar now. She also knew however that they still needed her wage
as well so she was conscious that she had to stick it out at work,
no matter how nasty Mike bloody Chambers had become. She took a
mouthful of the rather nice wine that her husband had thoughtfully
placed by her side. He was such a caring man, she was so lucky to
have him, imagine being married to a monster like Mike Chambers!
She was alone, Kevin had gone upstairs to check on their daughter's
school work, so she turned on the TV and looked for some sort of
mindless entertainment to help take her mind off things.


Chapter 34

 


It was only a
matter of time, Kathryn realised before her boss's obvious
fascination with her Cadet uniform manifested itself. She was now,
to her undying shame, required to wear it while at work. And not
only that but she had to wear the complete uniform on her journey
into work both there and back, it was so humiliating. wearing it in
public proved to be some sort of challenge to certain men. On the
Tube there seemed to be almost a queue of young and not quite so
young men pushing themselves against her and trying to get a feel
of her arse through the navy skirt. Once in the office she was made
to hang up her jacket and cap on the pegs provided and simply get
to work. Horrible Gavin Leeman could hardly keep his slimy hands
off her. He had taken to now quite blatantly cupping her pert
little breasts. He simply walked up behind her, reached around,
grabbed them through her tight, white shirt and squeezed them very
firmly indeed. She was rapidly becoming a figure of fun within the
office. Gavin had taken to calling her 'Cadet Upton' even within
earshot of the youngest office juniors. He liked to subject her to
random uniform inspections where her appearance would be checked at
some length and then punished for the tiniest infraction.

Even her
disciplinary regime was increased, there was seldom a day now where
her bottom wasn't spanked. The responsibility for her punishments
had even been extended to Gail, recently installed as Gavin's PA
and Kathryn's former secretary. Gail, or Miss Winton as Kathryn was
required to refer to her as, was particularly strict. She was
younger than Kathryn, less attractive, and certainly less
intelligent. She was however rather vindictive and considered that
her erstwhile boss had always 'looked down on her', and hadn't
shown her the respect she considered that she deserved. That being
the case she ensured that Kathryn always received the most onerous,
most time-consuming tasks. As well as her actual duties as a junior
secretary, Kathryn was also the designated 'tea-girl' which
involved her having to regularly go around the thirty seat office
and ask, respectfully, which beverage sir or miss might require.
She was also the office 'copy-girl' which as the title suggested
meant that a great deal of her time was occupied in producing
photocopies for all and sundry. Any slight mistake in any of these
duties usually meant some sort of corporal punishment.

Her last error,
forgetting to put sugar in one of the intern's coffee had resulted
in her being ordered to stand in front of Gail's desk positioned in
the centre of the large main office. There she was scolded in front
of almost the entire staff by the aggressive, finger-wagging
younger woman before being told to take her skirt off and bend over
the desk. The actual spanking wasn't too bad, Gail Winton almost
always used her hand to slap her former superior, but the
humiliation as far as Kathryn was concerned was intense. As she lay
across the desk with her uniform skirt pooled around her ankles and
her former staff gathered around her waiting to have her bum
spanked like a misbehaving child, she couldn't help cast her mind
back to when she was the rising star of this very same office with
a rosy future mapped out for her. How things had changed in just a
few short years!

Eventually Gail
allowed her back to her feet for a little more scolding before
sending her to 'her' corner to stand in disgrace in just her black
stockings, knickers and white uniform shirt. She was required to
stand with the tip of her nose touching the wall and her hands on
top of her head for a good twenty minutes or so while the office
ebbed and flowed around her. Once she was allowed to put her skirt
back on, Gail took great delight in telling her former boss that
she'd be working overtime for half an hour to make up for the time
she'd wasted. That immediately raised another issue, Kathryn wasn't
allowed a mobile phone of her own and wasn't allowed to use the
office phone. But she was required by her landlady if she was going
to be late for any reason. As a consequence she had to ask Miss
Winton to make the call for her and stand at attention by her desk
as she listened to the conversation. Kathryn had been a naughty
girl at work and unfortunately had to be disciplined. As a result
she would be at least thirty minutes late. Yes, no doubt Kathryn
would apologise in person once she got home.

'Home' was
quite a hollow concept as far as Kathryn was concerned. The
miserable little house that she was required to share with her
landlady and her daughter wasn't home in the conventional sense.
Ever since it had been decided that her discipline needed to be
increased at work and at home, Mrs Campbell had taken full
advantage of the opportunity. Kathryn knew for certain that once
she arrive home tired and footsore from her exertions at work,
she'd be made to explain in great detail exactly why and how she'd
been punished by Miss Winton. She might then be given some sort of
reheated pap for dinner, which she had to finish of course. Then
she'd be punished again by her landlady for 'bringing shame on her
house' or some other ridiculous, contrived reason. Then it was bath
time, and it was always a shallow lukewarm bath, never a shower
before dressing herself in a pair of tight pyjamas decorated in
some sort of juvenile motif.

Then she had to
put her fluffy bunny slippers on and join the Campbell's in the
living room while they watched some sort of mindless game show on
TV. While the two women lounged on comfortable armchairs , she was
directed to her little wooden stool as usual. There she sat,
occasionally called upon to go and make a cup of tea for the two of
them or run upstairs and bring something down. By 9pm at the latest
she would be sent to bed and would have to go upstairs and clean
her teeth and then climb into her uncomfortable single bed and lay
there waiting until the heavy tramp of feet signalled the arrival
of Mrs Campbell who'd tuck her bed-sheets around her, carefully
scan the poky little room for any possible infraction of the many
petty rules and regulations and then, when grudgingly satisfied,
switch the light off. Kathryn would invariably drift off to the
sound of canned laughter on the TV and the raucous guffaws of her
easily amused Campbell's.


Chapter 35

 


Susan Hampton
had eventually realised that the whole 7th form thing
was a sham, a facade, an excuse to remove women from the teaching
profession. It had been five months now and she was apparently no
nearer to sitting an exam than she had been on her first shameful
day at Lady Margaret’s. She had checked her bank account and
realised that unless she got a job, any job, very soon she’d have
to move out of the rather nice house she was renting. Her savings
were nearly exhausted and the situation couldn’t go on forever. She
had been worrying for a couple of weeks now, how would she manage?
She knew that the rules regarding claiming unemployment had changed
within the last year. Being sacked for ‘gross misbehaviour’,
whatever that might be, meant that a person couldn’t claim any
money at all for three months. Resigning from a job without the
permission of an employer meant at least a month without money, and
even then it wasn’t more than £50 per week. The obvious result was
that jobs were prized nowadays; people were very reluctant to
switch jobs or walk away from employment that they didn’t like. The
New Government also despised Unions and had tried to end them,
without being entirely successful. Employers now held all the power
and some of them took full advantage of it. Behaviour that once
upon a time may have been deemed ‘sexist’, for example, was now
routinely ignored. What woman was going to risk losing her job by
complaining about having her bottom pinched?

Complaining
about the behaviour of male bosses at work was a sure-fire way to
be accused of gross misbehaviour and be sacked. The slow relaxing
of almost all the rules pertaining to behaviour in the workplace
had led to women being almost always on edge. The result was that
it was very easy for employers to establish rules for their own
places of work. Dress codes for women were rapidly becoming the
norm in offices up and down the land, and were completely at the
discretion of management .Working hours were becoming very flexible
indeed; corporal punishment was becoming more and more widespread.
Actual work contracts for certain women were torn up and
renegotiated. New female employees seldom received contracts; the
majority were immediately put on constant probation. Fewer and
fewer women could actually take a stand; the invariable result was
that any ‘troublemaker’ was sacked. They were no longer made
redundant, or put on extended leave or indeed any other euphemism.
They were simple fired with immediate effect without any pay or
references.

This was the
environment that Susan Hampton found herself in. Teaching was
clearly not an option and neither was tutoring, although she cried
almost every time she considered that. But what else could she do?
It wasn’t as if she had a lot of actual skill in anything.
Presumably she could no longer use her examinations to apply for
work, which meant to all intents and purposes that she didn’t have
any. She was in effect an unskilled, unqualified thirty-six year
old woman looking for work in areas in which she didn’t have any
experience. And to make matters worse, she was competing for jobs
with many thousands of women who were in the same boat as she was.
Many women she knew had been laid off, or sacked. A quick call to
other friends in the teaching profession confirmed that. Even some
of her male former colleagues had been sacked; mainly she suspected
that was down to their political beliefs. The rumour that the New
Government was slowly driving the Left out of teaching was proving
to be horribly true.

Rather than
attend her confidence-crushing sessions at Lady Margaret’s, Susan
decided to walk the streets in search of work. For the first few
days she felt free and liberated, however the longer her search
went on the more she realised the reality of the situation. The
choice of employment was woefully small, she started in offices but
quickly realised she was wasting her time. Did she have any
business qualifications? Did she have any business experience?
Could she type even? She wasn’t even allowed to leave her carefully
crafted CV anywhere. One amused-looking woman even put it straight
in the bin without bothering to look at it. Evidently she wasn’t
suitable material for that particular business. What was really
depressing though was the sheer volume of similarly dressed,
similarly aged middle-class women sat waiting for the opportunity
to discuss any sort of employment everywhere she went. She bought a
newspaper on the way home; she’d had to cancel her internet
subscription because she didn’t have the money or the necessary
permission in fact. Anxiously she scanned the employment adverts;
surely there must be something suitable?

There were
surprisingly quite a few openings which briefly lifted her spirits,
however on closer examination they turned out to be ‘bargirl’ jobs
which she quickly realised was a euphemism for dancers and bar
hostesses, or ‘service’ jobs which she realised with a certain
amount of shock were for serving staff. Servants had made a big
comeback under the New Government; the lack of suitable jobs for
women had pushed many of them along that route. Susan remembered
with a certain amount of embarrassment that she’d recently given
serious consideration to employing a cleaner herself, not because
she needed one necessarily but just because she could. Several of
her former colleagues had employed women to help around the house,
mainly because they were so cheap. She recalled laughing at some of
the wages that were being offered, maybe less than a quarter of her
own hourly rate that she earned as a teacher? But now that Unions
were in retreat and the minimum wage restrictions lifted, employers
could pay whatever they wished. The surfeit of desperate employees
meant that wages were being forced ever lower.

Never in her
wildest dreams did she envisage a situation where she herself would
be in this sort of desperate situation. By the time she returned
home she was depressed and miserable. A letter waiting for her on
the carpet didn’t exactly raise her mood. It was from that horrible
bitch, Miss Butterworth at the Committee for Exam Credibility
informing her that since she’d had made herself unavailable at Lady
Margaret’s, she had been removed from the 7th form
project and her examinations, all of them, had been declared null
and void. The official in charge of her case would investigate her
situation and inform her of any fine or legal case that may accrue
against her. Susan threw the letter on the floor and bit her lip to
prevent the tears rolling down her cheeks. What had become of her
life!? She had just about a thousand pounds left in her account and
her rent was due shortly, she had no job, and almost no chance of
landing a well-paid one. She couldn’t claim any state benefit, and
she had no relatives to turn to. Anxiously she mentally scanned her
list of friends. Did she really want to them to know how far she’d
fallen? There must be something she could do?

The phone call
from Bryony Williams wasn't exactly out of the blue, to be honest
Susan was half-expecting it. Her former teacher wanted to know how
she was, how she was 'bearing up under the strain as it were'? The
answer was that she wasn't bearing up very well. Her rent was now
nearly a month in arrears and she still didn't have a job. She was
seriously considering calling in at the local newsagents and
enquiring about a paper round, at least she could put something
towards her weekly grocery bill. Almost every job nowadays, apart
from the most menial or the most demeaning seemed to require a
degree or at least some sort of paper qualification. There were
several jobs available to qualified teachers of course, an entirely
believable situation considering the amount of former teachers that
Bryony personally knew that were currently unemployed. The majority
of her former colleagues were married or had someone else to rely
on, unlike herself. The situation was looking increasingly
grim.

Bryony Williams
was, of course, very interested in her problems. And, surprise,
surprise, she had a friend of a friend who might just be able to
resolve her issues. Even before Susan could ask, Miss Williams told
her that the friends were neither Miss Scott nor Miss Gill. They
were in fact an elderly retired couple, friends of her mother , who
were looking for a live-in companion and a pair of helpful hands
around their house which was now too large for them to manage on
their own. Even to Susan Hampton's desperate ears that sounded
awfully like taking a job as a 'domestic' or to put it less
euphemistically, a live-in servant. The rise in the number of
domestic service jobs was phenomenal. Ever since the rise of the
New Government, the number of people able to afford servants had
grown exponentially. There seemed to be a never-ending succession
of women looking for work, any sort of work, to stave off impending
financial calamity. The oversupply was such that even the most
modest family could have afford to employ a servant, especially
when they offered a room as a part of the remuneration package. The
availability of a room in a house, and the relative security it
offered, was often enough to allow the employee to halve the actual
wage for the job. And as there was no longer a minimum wage, it was
usually accepted.

It also
occurred to Susan that if she left her house and went to work for
this elderly couple, it may just solve her problem regarding the
CEC and Miss Butterworth. Perhaps she could just quietly slip off
their radar, so to speak? She certainly couldn't afford to pay any
sort of fine should they decide to levy one, and then where would
that end, prison, some sort of reformatory? Reluctantly she agreed
to go along with Miss Williams and meet her prospective employers.
She was pleasantly surprised, they didn't appear to be weird or
half insane, they just seemed like an average middle-aged couple
rattling around in a very pleasant, large house. Even her
prospective room was quite nice, large and airy with a panoramic
view of the very large garden. They even gave her time to consider
their offer, which was board and lodging and £100 a week. hardly
generous, and approximately one sixth of her former salary. But, as
she realised, beggars can't be choosers and if she left it much
longer that's exactly what she'd become, a beggar. The following
day she called them, thanked Mrs Rai, and asked if she could begin
her new job on the following Monday. Mrs Rai laughed in her
delightful way and informed her in her sing-song voice that of
course that would be fine and they'd expect her at eight o clock
sharp. Susan didn't have a racist bone in her body but even she
found it quite strange that rather than an independent,
professional woman she was now, to all intents and purposes, a
servant to a pair of elderly Indian immigrants.

Having arrived
in the house, her first task was to sign and date her contract of
employment. She signed with barely a glance, after all what were
her options? She'd already posted the keys of her little house
through the letter box and put the majority of her things in
storage. She was only half-surprised that she would be required to
wear a uniform, a drab plain black dress edged in white, black
stockings, black court shoes, and a simple white apron. After all
she thought bitterly, what was the point of having servants if you
didn't advertise the fact? Her duties weren't particularly onerous,
helping with the housework and preparing food for the Rai's seemed
to be the extent of her chores. The whole exercise though was
extremely demeaning. She soon discovered that Mr and Mrs Rai
expected to be called 'sir' and 'madam', whereas she would be
referred to by her surname. Now she wasn't Susan, or even Sue. For
the foreseeable future she was just plain old 'Hampton'.


Chapter 36

 


When he was a
very young man, Wayne Jarvis wasn’t exactly a star in the academic
firmament. His parents were worried enough to have him assessed and
discovered to their surprise that rather than being educationally
sub-normal as they feared, he was in fact the possessor of an
impressively high IQ, a crippling form of dyslexia, and a slight
touch of autism. To help him in his school work his parents bought
him a computer and it was as if a light in his head had been
switched on. Wayne and computers just clicked somehow. Within a
very short period of time Wayne had exhausted the possibilities of
his computer, so he built himself a new one. Programming was second
nature to him. Soon he had to find discrete, hidden places on the
Net where he could develop his new-found talents. Before too long
his hacking and phishing skills were such that nothing was safe
from him and his prying mind. Money was no big deal to him; he
could easily make in a week what his father made in year. He liked
the thrill of the chase and the intellectual challenge; he just
wasn’t sure what he actually wanted out of the game. That was until
he ran into a man thirty years his senior who understood him and
knew just what he wanted.

Wayne Jarvis
was politically apathetic. He’d never actually read a newspaper and
formed his opinions through internet chat rooms. His decision to
hack the New Government’s server wasn’t politically motivated in
the slightest. He was interested in the technicalities of hacking a
major Party’s files just because he was interested in what was
really going on in there. He’d already done the same to the ruling
Woman’s Equality Party, bypassing their rudimentary defences was
insultingly easy. He’d also collected a large amount of interesting
documents. If he was hoping for a bit more of a challenge with the
New Government, he wasn’t to be disappointed. It intrigued him from
the start, why would such a relatively small political party have
such heavyweight security? The only possible conclusion was that it
was protecting something worth hiding. He set to work with a will,
and it challenged him. He spent virtually twenty four hours
hammering at the door; none of his tricks seemed to work. He
enjoyed himself very, very much. Before he drifted off to sleep he
was planning new methods and considering who to contact from his
network of very specialised connections.

The resounding
crash in his room woke him immediately from his deep sleep. The
sheer volume of noise seemed to freeze him in place, before he
could respond he’d been dragged from his bed by two masked figures.
There was a flash and his body stiffened and then relaxed as if a
bolt of lightning had been shot through it. It was the last thing
he remembered before stirring from a very deep sleep. At the end of
the bed sat an old man who was watching him intently,

“Who are you
working for, Wayne?”

Wayne shook his
head tiredly. He wasn’t sure what the man wanted him to say.

“I don’t have
unlimited patience, Wayne. Who are you working for?”

His throat felt
dry and aching, “I don’t work for anyone, I never have done.”

“I’m going to
ask you one last time, Wayne. If you give me the wrong answer, it
will be the last answer you ever give. Do you understand me?”

There was
something about the man’s calm, self-possessed tone that was deeply
unsettling. Wayne just knew that he wasn’t talking out of bravado
or making an empty threat.

“Who are you
working for, Mr Jarvis? This is your last chance.”

“I’ve never
worked for anyone in my life,” Wayne felt a little stronger now,
whatever they’d given him was wearing off. He was fucked if he was
going to beg.

The man
appraised him carefully for a minute through cold, grey, unblinking
eyes.

“I have a job
offer that may well interest you.”

That was how
Wayne Jarvis met his mentor, Bernard Pomfrett. When he’d fully
recovered from the shock of the flash grenade and the taser, he and
Bernard met very regularly and discussed their mutual interests.
Bernard already knew what Wayne’s interests were, he’d read his
various computers and his two mobiles after all. He was however
struggling with Wayne’s motivation. The young man liked sex, which
was not unusual in a twenty three year old. He seemed to prefer
straightforward mainly vanilla sex, again not unusual. Money
clearly didn't motivate him, he could easily acquire plenty of it
via whatever means, so he didn’t appreciate it. What he did slowly
come to realise that Wayne wanted to be loved, to be appreciated
for his extraordinary ability. After all, his only audience at the
moment was other like-minded geeks. Who else could he tell about
his expertise in the field of prying, spying and thieving? It
wasn’t exactly a classic CV.

The rest was
easy, Bernard bought Wayne an office and stocked it with every
single piece of high end IT kit necessary for him to progress his
chosen career, money no object . He also began to impart some of
his own very specialist knowledge to the young man. The final piece
of the jigsaw was a challenge. Every Monday morning Bernard would
set his protégé a puzzle or two; the tacit understanding between
the two men was that all puzzles set on Monday morning would be
solved by the end of the week. Wayne didn’t have set hours or
schedules, Bernard knew that if the puzzle was interesting enough,
Wayne would work it until it was solved, no matter if it took him
twelve minutes or twelve straight hours. Wayne never asked for
money either, but Bernard put ten thousand dollars in his Bitcoin
account every month, just as a thank you gesture.

The early
problems were straightforward enough, three thousand words
regarding Mr Smith or Miss Jones. As much detail as could be
discovered about them, their business, their friends, their
families, their acquaintances, their strengths, and perhaps most
importantly, their weaknesses. And they all had weaknesses, from
the great to the most humble; everyone had a secret that they
didn’t necessarily wish to share. At first, Bernard was surprised
to discover that fact but as the project wore on he began to hope
to find someone, anyone who was spotlessly clean. The advantage
that the project had was that the rise of the internet had
coincided with the life of virtually everyone of interest to
Bernard. Therefore their entire lives were open to anyone with the
requisite tools, techniques, and temperaments. The reward for
having those tools was a tsunami of information. When Bernard had
first mooted this idea with his supporters, his biggest fear was
that he wouldn’t be enough information to justify his
eye-wateringly high budget. The amusing fact was that the opposite
was true; almost too much information was being produced if such a
thing were possible. The tool had to be sharpened and made more
precise, more clinical, and that’s where Wayne Jarvis came into his
own.

Armed with his
own skill, initiative, and the most advanced hardware that money
could buy, Wayne was a very dangerous weapon. It had taken him half
a day to find a person of particular interest to Bernard Pomfrett,
whereas Bernard’s own paymasters had spent a fruitless year in the
same search. To test his protégé, Pomfrett introduced him to a
certain high profile critic of the New Government, Amanda Clarke,
and invited Wayne to find her weakness. It took him just less than
a week to discover that beneath her perfect exterior, the
respectable, high-flying political analyst and mother of three had
financed her way through her prestigious University by becoming a
call-girl using the pseudonym, ‘Randy Mandy’. The difference
between her current physical appearance and that of ten years ago
was truly amazing. However it was no match for the latest biometric
testing. Facial recognition and retina scanning soon suggested that
Amanda and Mandy were the same person. Accessing an old bank
account used by Amanda Davies when she was a student and before she
became Mrs Clarke showed several receipts for relatively large
amounts of money being paid in on random days. Wayne passed on his
information but didn’t think too much about it until a month later
when Bernard handed him a newspaper with an article
highlighted,

‘Amanda Clarke,
once a fierce critic of the fledgling New Government Party, appears
to have had a major change of heart. That Party’s radical new
policy regarding immigration has recently come in for some serious
criticism from many sections of the media, not least Mrs Clarke.
However she has described this new manifesto pledge as ‘serious
politics’ and she considers it to be a ‘genuinely workable’
solution to the problems posed by, as she described it, ‘hordes of
immigrants’.’

Bernard patted
him on the shoulder and told him his work was outstanding, which
Wayne enjoyed. The man then took out a roll of banknotes and peeled
off a lot of them.

“Here’s a bonus
to show my appreciation, take the afternoon off and go shopping.
I’ll have a new puzzle for you to solve on Monday morning.”

Having studied
his target as only a slightly autistic, super-focussed man could,
Wayne knew all about Amanda Clarke , her job, her lifestyle, her
fame, her wealthy husband and their strong political connections.
What was impressive was the speed with which all that had been
corrupted by Bernard and the New Government. The Clarke job, as he
mentally labelled it, was the turning point. Clearly the New
Government was the coming power in the country, and Bernard
Pomfrett was their facilitator. His choice was clear, walk away now
and resume his rather dull life of low-key victimless crime, or
become Bernard’s technical right hand man. He spent the weekend
mulling over the pro’s and con’s. He rather liked the various
challenges to his ability, all the cool stuff he had in the office
was great, the money was a nice bonus, but he realised, with a
little shock of excitement that the power interested him the most.
The ease with which a wealthy, connected, entitled woman had been
publicly humbled was really very interesting, and exciting. The
biggest con, and it was quite a big one, was that Bernard Pomfrett
would almost certainly have him killed if he didn’t go back to work
on Monday morning. For a cold, rather emotionless but rational man
it was no contest, he gave up mulling and went back to his
computer,

Wayne loved the
Old Internet, he really did. It never ceased to amaze him the sheer
gigantic volume of people who had willingly, happily it seemed,
volunteered their personal information on one of its many, many
honey-pot sites. Every day he marvelled how the original owners of
the Net had got away with it. How in God’s name had they been able
to harvest such a massive amount of valuable raw data for, as far
as he could tell, free? It didn’t seem real somehow, an entire
generation of people had left electrical footprints on the net. And
the key, killing factor was that people like Bernard and Wayne
could access every single one of them. There wasn’t an electronic
conversation or an opinion that had happened in the last thirty
years that they couldn’t find. No matter where it had been posted,
the world’s most popular sites and forums, or a private
conversation between friends. The naive assumption that old posts
had been deleted or had somehow just been forgotten about or
disappeared truly staggered him. Every single piece of electronic
writing produced in the last fifty years had been saved somewhere,
not always in conventional places, and they could be read. And not
only could Wayne retrieve them, he could tell where and when they
were written and usually, by whom.

The dull part
of Wayne's job was to ring-fence lots of the interesting
information so that other interested eyes that followed him
couldn't find it, and even if they could they'd set off electronic
booby traps which would alert Wayne, and therefore Bernard and
consequently the same sort of people who'd roused Wayne from his
bed those many months ago. The interesting part was solving the
variety of problems posed by his mentor, but the exciting part was
what happened as a result of his work. At first his targets were
just that, generic faceless people who he'd been asked to find. He
did his job and then generally put them out of his mind. The Clarke
case had changed all that though. Being who he was, it was the work
of minutes to discover what had happened to the woman in between
him discovering her amusing past life and the newspaper report that
Bernard had given him.

Amanda had been
visited by representatives from Homeland Security who had quizzed
her about her previous existence. He read the report several times
and eventually began to discern the story behind the rather bland
words. For instance, the term 'restrained for her own security'
actually meant being tied in some humiliating sort of hogtie.
Similarly, 'questioning the subject closely' actually meant
bellowing questions aggressively Although the images in his head
were quite exciting, they only fuelled his desire to see what
actually went on. A little bit of research allowed him to find
which officers had carried out the interview, and then it was a
simple step to access the chest-cams they habitually wore. As he
streamed the film back through his PC he couldn't help but
appreciate the crystal-clear quality and perfect sound. The look of
terror on the woman's entitled, snooty face as the two men bundled
past her and into her lovely home was quite intoxicating. She was
dragged backwards, her feet scrabbling for purchase and dumped
unceremoniously into an armchair. The first man, a tall dark-haired
saturnine-looking chap asked her to confirm her full name. Wayne
knew all those sorts of details of course. The second man, shorter
and squatter than the first asked her if that was true, which she
of course confirmed. Wayne could feel himself hardening. He
obviously knew she was lying and was fascinated to see how it would
play out.

He didn't have
long to wait, a resounding slap across her face signalled that the
men from HS weren't going to be messed around. The smaller man held
her by her shiny dark hair while his partner slapped her across the
other cheek. The report sounded unnaturally loud in the suburban
living-room. The blonde man shook her by the hair and asked her to
confirm her name again. She repeated the lie and was rewarded with
another stinging slap which made her shriek loudly. The dark man
seized her by the front of her expensive-looking sheer blouse and
hauled her to her feet. His partner pulled her wrists behind her
back and clipped them together. The other retained his grip on the
blouse and shook the women quite vigorously, Wayne could hear the
tearing noise as the fabric split exposing her white bra. She was
pushed backwards and sat down awkwardly. Once again the man behind
her grasped her by the hair and held her facing his colleague. Once
again the question was asked , this time there was no reply and the
man delivered a hefty, open-handed slap to the woman's rapidly
reddening cheek.

Wayne could see
the woman's aristocratic face was no longer perfectly made-up.
Mascara was running down her cheeks and her lipstick was smudged.
Her face was glistening with tears and mucus. The dark-haired
inquisitor pulled down her bra and pulled out her breasts. He
examined them closely, pulling and mauling them to the woman's
evident distress. Kevin doubted if he'd ever been quite so hard.
His hand dropped to his cock and played with it through his jeans.
The man took both her nipples and squeezed them hard. The woman
shrieked again but this time much louder and higher-pitched. He
pulled them upwards as if drawing the woman to her feet. She was
still held by the hair however and for a second she was stretched
agonisingly between her hair and her tits. With a laugh the tall
man released her tender nipples and she flopped back into the seat.
Another hefty slap to the face followed and then the shorter,
balding man hauled her out of the chair and dragged her to the back
of the settee where she was forced to bend over it. The hem of her
elegant skirt was pulled up and tucked into the waistband exposing
her delicate silky blue knickers.

Even before she
could object the stocky man delivered a firm slap to her backside.
She writhed and kicked but clearly was no match for two seasoned
professionals. The more she howled, the harder the man slapped her
bottom. The man holding her down squatted by her head and bellowed
into her ear.

"What is your
name, you stupid bitch!?"

"A...Amanda
Clarke! It's Amanda Alice C...C...Clarke!" She managed to stutter.
What on earth was wrong with these Government thugs? All they had
to do was read her driving license or look at her passport.

From behind her
she could hear the ominous noise of a leather belt being removed
from the loops of a man's trousers. She fought with all her might
but that didn't stop him slowly pulling her knickers to her knees.
He slapped her again but this time his hand lingered on her bruised
bottom cheeks. He stroked them for a little while before sliding
his hand between her legs and briefly cupping her sex. She shrieked
loudly and scissor her legs in an attempt to dislodge his unwanted
attentions. Almost immediately she felt the leather belt strike
across the centre of her cheeks.

"Aaaaagh!"

She couldn't
help herself, the pain of the belt coming on top of the fierce
spanking she'd received was absolutely agonising. More followed in
rapid succession, crashing against both her bottom cheeks.

"Stop, wait a
second!"

The order came
from the first man. Once again he squatted by Amanda's head. he
pulled her head up by her hair so that the two of them were eye to
eye.

"I've just
realised something, princess. We're asking you the wrong question
aren't we? What we really want to know is your stage name, you
know, the one you used when you were whoring yourself through
College for a few quid."

The look on her
face was absolutely priceless, in fact Wayne would review this
scene numerous times on his PC and it never, ever failed to make
him cum. Shock, fear, astonishment and guilt all rolled together
and displayed as one. Wayne's favourite facial expression was
interrupted by further application of the stocky man's belt to her
crimson backside. However it didn't take long for her to give the
information that they wanted, that they already knew but just
wanted her to condemn herself with.

"Mandy...it was
Mandy!" She managed to gasp out.

Both men
laughed simultaneously, it wasn't a happy sound. The belt rose and
fell a dozen more times and the volume of Amanda Clarke's shrieking
increased exponentially.

"Your full name
please, Mandy."

"Randy Mandy!
It was Randy Mandy...ok?"

"Was that
'Randy with a y, or just with an i?" Asked the man by her side in a
conversational tone.

He guffawed at
his own wit and slapped her bottom without waiting for a reply,
which was a sign for his colleagues to redouble his efforts with
the leather belt. The woman's thrashed backside rolled and squirmed
in a quite extraordinary way, it was so shiny and red that it
appeared to be glowing. The squat man placed the palm of his hand
against one bottom cheek as if to check that supposition. Once
again it didn't take too long for the hand to slide between her
sweat-sodden thighs and a finger to run the length of her labial
lips.

"Bitch is
gagging for it, mate." Announced the man from the Ministry.

He continued to
stimulate the exhausted woman as she lay exhausted and dishevelled
across her own settee. Amanda didn't attempt to prevent the
unwelcome intrusion, what would be the point? It was certainly
better than being beaten with a leather belt.

"Amanda Alice
Clarke, I'm arresting you under Article 27, sub-section 3A for
multiple charges of historical gross indecency and corruption. "
Said the tall man. "Anything you say will be used against you in a
Government Court."

Amanda realised
that at that moment her entire world had come crashing down around
her ears. Her career as a political analyst was effectively over,
who could ever take her seriously again? The hateful Right-wing
newspapers would have an absolute field day. What the hell would
Stephen say? She'd never told him about that aspect of her past,
what would the girls say? Oh God, imagine their embarrassment when
this came out? Would she have to go to prison? She started to cry
and was so self-absorbed in her own misery that barely registered
the man behind her unzipping his rather grimy, ill-fitting
trousers.

Wayne noticed
though, he watched the HS man take out his erect cock and insert it
into the woman as she lay at just a convenient height. Wayne
watched the scene at least five times before pulling out his own
penis and masturbating vigorously. It was over in a matter of
seconds, thank goodness he'd had the foresight to watch the events
from the kitchen with its newly laid washable floor. That was when
Wayne first became hooked. He knew he'd succumbed to the
aphrodisiac that was raw, unadulterated power. He also knew that
Bernard knew as well. He'd shown Bernard how to tag particular
films so that it was possible to not only see that they were being
viewed, but to also identify who was doing the watching. Or more
accurately, which IP address was monitoring it. Even if he couldn't
necessarily identify that Wayne was the culprit he'd know it was
being looked at, and who else would have both the technical ability
and the desire to watch that particular piece of film? He'd
calculated all this of course and come to the conclusion that he
just didn't care that Bernard knew of his own particular
perversions. In exchange for power, Wayne realised that he'd sold
his soul and that Bernard Pomfrett was its new owner.

Meanwhile, in
his very expensive central London townhouse, Bernard closed the lid
of his laptop with a satisfied little sigh. He was so good at his
chosen profession, it was just a pity that he couldn't boast about
it to more people. Operation Jarvis had worked beautifully as he
was fairly certain it would. Wayne was now bound even closer to
him. The illicit thrill of what he was doing was greater than money
or technical proficiency. His protégé had tasted the forbidden
fruit of unbridled power, and he evidently liked it. Wayne wouldn't
suddenly get cold feet or decide that it wasn't for him after all.
He picked up the little bell by his hand and shook it. Within
seconds there was a knock at the door and pretty little Fenella
poked her blonde head through the aperture.

"You rang,
sir?"

"I did, Davies.
I find that I'm in need of some stimulation while I think , and you
appear to be my only option."

He clicked his
fingers and pointed to a spot between his legs. The girl scurried
over as quickly as possible without actually breaking into a run, a
fake smile plastered all over her beautiful features. She knelt and
reached for the zip of his trousers.

"I think we'll
have that blouse off young lady, if you don't mind."

Fenella Davies
clearly did mind, but she'd never allow herself to display that
emotion. As she understood it, the previous incumbent of her job in
the Pomfrett household was now employed in an army barracks as one
of the regimental 'comfort girls'. Hurriedly she got to her feet
and removed her smart suit jacket before hanging it on a chair.
With barely a pause her hands when to the small buttons of her
crisp pale blue blouse and unfastened them before hanging it with
the jacket. She looked at him expectantly, today he'd dressed her
as a thrusting young business-woman and she still wore a short
skirt, nylons and navy blue high heels.

"Take the bra
off as well, dear. You're not ashamed of those chubby little
puppies are you?

"No, sir,"

She blushed a
little as she reached for the clasp. She wasn't particularly
ashamed of her breasts, it was just that nobody had ever referred
to them as 'chubby little puppies' before

"That's fine,
leave the spectacles on as well, you look like a strict
schoolmistress. I like that, I always wanted to have my knob sucked
by my actual form-mistress, but I suppose you'll have to do."

He waved her
towards him and she sunk to her knees again. He was such a
horrible, fat little bastard but she knew that even the slightest
show of reluctance would bring some sort of corporal punishment.
She stifled a gasp as he simply took a firm hold of one of her
'chubby little puppies' and squeezed it painfully hard. She leaned
forward towards his zip and this time he didn't stop her. As she
took him in her hand his cock immediately hardened. The velvet
silkiness of her mouth only added to his feeling of pleasure. Her
tongue worked its way delicately down the length of her shaft as he
set his mind to the next step in young Wayne's education. Perhaps
the boy deserved some sort of treat for all his hard work?


Chapter 37

 


The woman sat
at her cramped desk, thighs just brushing its underside. She
appeared to be almost at attention. Her back was as straight as she
could make it, her hands held down at her sides. Although her face
was impassive and a little tense, even a casual observer could tell
she was still an attractive older woman. She was quite tall, about
5’ 8”; she had hazel eyes and long blonde hair, which was held in a
single plait. Her age was hard to define. She might have been
anything, from 30 to 50. The reason for the confusion was that she
was dressed in what looked like a 1950’s school uniform. Her
well-proportioned body was dressed in a white blouse with a rigid
collar, a green and yellow striped tie was tied neatly around her
throat. A bottle green, pleated serge gymslip topped that. She was
wearing bottle green schoolgirl knickers as well, the sort of
itchy, uncomfortable, baggy sort of thing she last wore when she
was actually in junior school, all those years ago.

The girl
glanced quickly around and risked changing the proscribed position
in order to surreptitiously check the knot of her tie. She had been
warned, Miss Carter had specifically told her that the appearance
of her school tie was not of an acceptable standard. She had spent
a long time tying and retying the horrible thing until she was
satisfied with it. She also glanced down quickly at her feet to
make sure that she hadn't accidentally scuffed her terribly
childish brown leather sandals. She tried to avoid thinking about
her present situation but really? Had someone told her a month ago
that she would be sitting at a junior school desk dressed in a
humiliating schoolgirl uniform, panicking about the fit of a tie
she would have laughed in their face. But the whole thing had
happened so quickly. Following the dreadful interview she'd been
contacted within 48 hours and told to report to Blackfriars Grange
for 'further evaluation'. It seemed that one minute she was a very
well-known public figure and the next she was cowering in a
‘schoolroom’ with twenty other mature women. She recognised about
half of them as well, they were semi-familiar faces from the
EBC.

Her first few
days at Blackfriars Grange had been a living nightmare. Apart from
the humiliation of being dressed in her juvenile uniform, she'd
been spanked, strapped and even caned on one memorably terrible
occasion. If the idea was to break her resolve, then the staff at
Blackfriars comfortably exceeded their remit. She was shouted at,
bullied and beaten for several days in a row, to their evident
delight. They were mean, vindictive people anyway, but they seemed
to take a special pleasure in demeaning the 'EBC girls' as Lilly
and her erstwhile colleagues were known. The largely middle-class
women were left in absolutely no doubt what their fate would be if
they were stupid enough to challenge the existing hierarchy at
Blackfriars. Now, two weeks later she sat shivering and terrified,
waiting for the arrival of her ‘form teacher’. Suddenly the click
clack of high heels could be heard. The woman could feel the
tension building in her stomach. Oh God, oh God please let her
uniform pass muster. The door opening was the cue for all the
‘schoolgirls’ to leap to their feet and to stand to attention. The
girl did exactly that, bottoms in, breasts out, head up and arms by
their side along the seams of their thick green skirts.. That was
the way that the girls had been taught, painfully in most cases, to
react when an authority figure entered a room.

“Good morning
girls.”

“Good morning
Miss Carter.” Came the usual response.

“You may be
seated.”

Whilst the
girls shuffled and scraped their chairs, Miss Carter strolled to
the front of the classroom. She went to her desk, which was raised,
on a small dais. She opened the drawer and removed a thin, whippy
cane. Ostentatiously she flexed it between her small hands and
smiled. Even in her black heels she was a little over 5ft tall. And
despite being dressed in a smart, pinstriped suit and tying her
hair up she still looked like a young girl. However, despite her
youth and lack of size she was one of the most feared teachers at
Blackfriars Grange. Oh how the girls hated her! She was a small,
pretty girl. She was barely 17 but she ruled the classroom with a
rod of iron.

“Geoghan, I
think we have a little unfinished business, do we not?”

Lilly Geoghan
jumped to her feet, as she was required to do hands behind her back
grasping the opposite elbow. She could feel the familiar ball of
fear already growing inside her.

“Yes
m…miss.”

“Remind me.”
Smiled the tiny girl, drawing the slim cane through her
fingers.

“You said miss,
that if my tie wasn’t tied properly that you’d c…c…”

“That I’d what
girl, come on spit it out?”

“T…that you’d
cane me, miss.”

“Nearly correct
you silly little girl. What I said was if your tie was yet again of
an unacceptable standard then I would cane your fat backside. Do
you remember now?”

Lilly could
feel the tears welling up in her eyes. The horrible little bitch
hadn’t even laid a finger on her and already she was ready to cry.
It couldn’t have been more than a month ago when she was bawling
out one of the young EBC office girls for her shoddy work. Now here
she was dressed in her absurd uniform being bullied by a girl
nearly 30 years her junior!

“Well, Porky
I’m waiting for an answer?”

The shame of
being addressed by the young sadist was too much. It wasn’t as if
she had a massive backside or anything. With a despairing nod of
the head she could merely mumble,

“Yes,
miss.”

“Hands out and
elbows in.”

Lilly complied
knowing only too well what was coming next. Miss Carter lay the tip
of her cane on her trembling upturned palm. The cane was slowly
raised and then brought whistling down onto her defenceless bare
skin.

“Aaaargh.” The
scream rang out.

Miss Carter
couldn’t help but smirk at the reaction. How she enjoyed punishing
these naughty, stuck-up old women, especially when they were as
famous as the arrogant bitch in front of her. Without a word she
lay the tip of the cane on Lilly’s other upturned hand. Playfully
she tapped it a couple of times enjoying the terrified look in her
victim’s eyes.

“Are you sure
you have taken the utmost care with your personal appearance this
morning, Geoghan?”

“Mmmf…mmmm… yes
miss, I think so miss.”

“I hope so
young lady. Because if find that any part of your school uniform
doesn’t meet with my expectation…”

She didn’t need
to finish her sentence. Everybody in the room, especially Lilly,
knew what the outcome would be. The cane was now sawing against her
soft palm. Slowly it was raised and then held before returning to
tap insistently on its intended target. Miss Carter loved this slow
drawn-out psychological torture. Slowly the cane was raised again
and this time it did swish down and strike Lilly’s hand.


“Aaargh…ohhh…please miss…I…”

“Be quiet,
Geoghan! Hands down by your sides. I don’t expect my girls to be
squealing after two little strokes of the cane”

Lilly’s hands
were throbbing, but she obeyed the girl. If only she had the nerve
to slap the little bitch who was smiling up at her, that would show
her. After all she was a good six inches smaller than her and
probably weighed less than half than Lilly did. And until recently,
Lilly was a regular at her expensive gym. She was still secretly
proud of her honed physique and was sure that given even half a
chance she could still slap the little bitch stupid. But even as
she considered those rebellious thoughts she was dismissing them.
God knows what the punishment for striking a teacher would be? She
hadn’t been here for three weeks, but already she knew that she
would do anything, absolutely anything to avoid a serious caning,
or strapping, or even a birching. Some girls had heard of inmates
been publicly birched! She herself had seen girls caned in morning
assembly. One poor woman received twenty strokes of the senior cane
for ‘impudence’ as it was described, across her bare backside in
front of the entire school. Lilly could remember the girl’s shrieks
as the heavy cane bit remorselessly into her buttocks. Despite her
senior position within the EBC, Lilly was a bit of a coward at
heart she would be trying very hard not to rock the boat. She
didn’t think she could stand being caned in front of the entire
school.

“Kneel on the
punishment stool, Geoghan.”

The young
girl’s sneering tone brought her back to the present. Lilly
hastened to obey, hands still clasped by her sides. Casually the
young girl lifted her chin with the tip of the cane. Bringing her
head near to Lilly’s she carefully examined the neatness of her
school tie, tilting Lilly’s head this way and that.. To be honest
she was a little disappointed. The tie was perfectly tied. Glancing
down she could see that her white socks were pulled to her knees
and that her brown sandals were polished and shining. Even after
her caning, Lilly’s ridiculous hat was still perched on her head.
Elastic neatly behind her ears and under her chin. There was no
real need to further punish the snivelling ‘schoolgirl’.
Reluctantly she sent the woman scurrying back to her seat but at
the same time comforted herself that there would be many other
occasions in the future when the entitled old bitch would feel her
displeasure.


Chapter 38

 


Upstairs in the
dismal attic that was now her schoolroom, Emily heard the creak on
the wooden stairs that indicated that her step-father was slowly
ascending them. She hurriedly checked around to make sure that the
room was neat and tidy, there was no need to give him any reason to
complain. She checked the page she was writing on to make sure
there weren't any crossings out or smudges. When the door opened
she got to her feet, her tutor Dr Walters, had insisted on it and
it had become a habit to stand respectfully whenever anyone entered
her schoolroom. She felt his little piggy eyes bore into her,
really she shouldn't think of him like that, after all he'd been
very good to her and mummy over the last few months. Part of her
couldn't help remembering when Kevin was very much at the bottom of
the house pecking order. In her mind, Kevin had always been the
beta male, her mother made all the money and ran the house. She
personally used him to run her around and as an easy target for her
teenage angst. That, she had always assumed, was how most
households worked.

"Good evening,
poppet. How's your work coming along? I do hope you're going to
work harder this year?"

"Hi, daddy."
She still felt her face go puce with embarrassment whenever she was
required to use that word. She wasn't a child, for God's sake and
he wasn't even her father. Sure he had legally adopted her and they
now had the same surname, but they weren't actually related.

"Sit down,
poppet, and get on with your work. You can't really afford to waste
any time you know." He admonished her gently

She sat back
down on her uncomfortable little chair and blinked back her tears
of frustration. She hated, absolutely hated, being spoken to in
such a derogatory way. She was nineteen, not nine! Even six months
ago she would have rebelled against the name 'poppet', but now she
simply daren't.

He came to
stand just behind her shoulder and peered at her exercise book.

"Is that your
absolute best hand-writing, poppet?" He enquired mildly.

"Y...yes,
daddy."

She shivered as
he placed a hand on her shoulder in a fatherly sort of way. She
hated it when he did that, in the past she would definitely have
shrugged off the unwelcome intrusion into her personal space. She
might even have shouted at him or tried to slap his fat little
piggy face. But now...now it was different, although she hated it
when he stood so close she just didn't have the nerve to do
anything about it, much less confront him. She tried to ignore his
hand as it slowly crept up her shoulder and stroked her neck. She
felt a finger gently run along the collar of her pale blue school
blouse. it was, as usual, almost chokingly tight but nevertheless
Kevin attempted to insert a finger between her collar and her neck.
He was most insistent that she wear her uniform properly, even when
she was alone in her room and studying. Her navy tie was still
knotted just as tightly as it was possible to be, despite the fact
that she had actually left St Clare's five hours ago. The hand slid
upward and stroked her neck again before playfully taking her ear
and gently squeezing it.

"Are you
working hard, poppet?"

"Yes,
d...daddy." She shivered again as she felt his breath on her
ear.

"Because if
you're not I'm going to have to punish you again, aren't I?"

"Yes, daddy,"
she whispered.

She was
reluctant to acknowledge his domination of her but it was true. She
could hardly believe it even now, mild-mannered pushover Kevin was
regularly using his new-found authority to regularly chastise her.
He'd told her not to mention it to mummy, she would only be
disappointed in her behaviour and she was having such a hard time
of it at work.

"And you know I
don't want to punish you, don't you poppet?"

She nodded,
trying to hide the blush in her shame-filled cheeks.

"But you do
appreciate that it's for your own good, don't you?"

She nodded
again.

"Don't you,
poppet?" He took a tendril of her hair and pulled it sharply.

"Owww, yes
daddy. I know it's for my own good."

His hand slid
downwards and brushed against her left breast before taking a firm
grip of it through the thin material of her blouse.

"Are you
behaving yourself at school, dear? Not trying to show off with
these little things are you?" he squeezed her tightly again. "You
just don't have the time to flirt with boys in your situation, do
you poppet?"

"I am behaving
myself daddy, promise." She hated herself for agreeing so easily,
but she really didn't want to provoke him. And nowadays he seemed
to be provoked very easily.

His hand
release her left breast but only to firmly grasp the other one.

"Because, as
you know, I speak with your headmaster regularly and if I hear that
you're wriggling and jiggling and flaunting yourself in front of
boys I'll be forced to deal with you quite severely. You do
understand don't you, poppet?

"Y...yes,
daddy." she managed to squeak out as he squeezed a tender nipple
between his thumb and forefinger.

"And are you
quite sure that you're behaving yourself, young lady? When was the
last time Mr Galbraith had cause to spank you?"

Emily could
feel the tears on her eyelashes, "Y...yesterday, daddy."

"And why was
that, poppet?"

"C...coming
l...last in a maths exam, daddy." She admitted shamefacedly.

"Last? But
you're the oldest girl in the class aren't you? You've done all
this sort of work before, surely?"

Emily began to
sob because everything Kevin said was true. She had learned
everything last year. It was just that...she didn't seem able to
retain any of the knowledge. She used to be regularly top of her
class but now she seemed to be bottom. In an attempt to 'stimulate
her brain cells', the headmaster had now directed Emily's teachers
to send her straight to him whenever her performance didn't meet
expectations. There he would unceremoniously take her across his
knee and simply spanked her until she cried. Occasionally he caned
her if she performed particularly badly.

"In that case I
think you need another reminder, don't you poppet. Stand up and
bend over your desk please, it's just a spanking this time."

Emily obeyed
without even trying to beg. She knew that once daddy's mind was
made up there wasn't any point in trying to discuss it. Miserably
she bent over her little desk and hitched up her short, pleated
skirt. Kevin placed his left hand on the small of her back.

"I'd advise you
to take your punishment like a big girl, princess. There's no point
in upsetting your mother any further, she'd be mortified to find
that you were letting the side down at school. She has such high
expectations of you after all."

His hand
crashed down onto the surface of her tight, juvenile, nylon
knickers causing her to squeal, a noise she covered by putting her
hand to her mouth. Kevin's hand continued to slap soundly against
his step-daughter's rapidly glowing backside. Somehow the way she
tried to minimise her reaction was even more exciting. He lowered
his aim and began to slap the backs of her thighs at the point
where they joined the overhang of her plump buttocks. She writhed
and squealed but tried desperately not to let the sounds of her
distress penetrate the walls of her miserable room. She needn't
have worried, downstairs her mother, exhausted by the day's work
and full of food and drink had gently succumbed to sleep and was
quietly snoring in front of the soothing TV. Upstairs, her husband
was greedily pulling down her daughter's knickers despite her
muffled protestations.

***

It was eight
o'clock on the following Saturday morning. Gillian and Caitlyn sat
at opposite desks in the office and were already on with their
work. Both, as required, were dressed as if it was a normal day in
the office, heels stockings, short skirts and smart blouses. Their
hair and their make-up was similarly perfect. The only difference
was that the office of JM was completely empty. In a way it was a
surreal experience, rather than the hustle and bustle of the
workplace there was a heavy silence throughout the building. They
could actually hear the tick of the clock on the wall rather than
gossip and discussion about last night's football. They did chat a
little as they worked, but both also realised this was a good
opportunity to catch up on their heavy backlogs of work. It clearly
wasn't an ideal situation, who would have imagined a year ago that
the two of them would be slaving away in the office on a Saturday
morning doing what was in effect four hours of unpaid overtime?

But these of
course weren't normal times. Neither of the two women could afford
to be unemployed. Caitlyn for example had recently bought a house
on the strength of her professional salary and the mortgage took
quite a large slice of it. Her husband, Ray, had urged her to do it
despite his own precarious, self-employment. And now, despite her
own reservations, she was very definitely a wage slave. Like her
older colleague, Gillian, she also felt the crushing weight of
their vastly increased workload. And at least when they were alone
together they could get on with their actual caseload as opposed to
making regular cups of tea for their male colleagues, or doing the
type of menial work that the office secretaries should really be
doing. Making a fuss, however, wasn't on the agenda. They had
already seen three of their fellow female executives sacked without
pay or references for absolutely no reason, apart from the refusal
of the first to carry out unpaid overtime. That particular lady was
apparently still unemployed after all these months, Gillian
suspected strongly that she'd been added to some sort of unofficial
blacklist but didn't have the heart to tell the poor woman.

Gillian looked
at her watch, there was still three and a half hours to go. With a
sigh she picked a folder from the pile on her desk and got down to
work. Meanwhile, back at the house, Kevin and Emily were having
breakfast together. They were up fairly because Kevin had recently
enrolled her onto a gymnastics class at the local centre. He'd
ignored her sulky demeanour, something he'd warmed her backside for
later that morning, and packed her into the car. The class he'd
chosen was a beginner's one and was packed with excitable little
girls, Emily was the oldest there by at least five years but was
dressed in a similar manner to them in a leotard and legwarmers.
The problem was that her leotard was just slightly to small and was
continually inching its way into the cleft of her buttocks. he just
loved the way she was always having to pull the sky blue club
leotard down to some sort of respectable length.

He sat and
enjoyed the spectacle of his nineteen year old step-daughter going
through the class stretching routine after they'd been for a little
jog. The colour in her cheeks wasn't solely caused by her
exertions, he suspected.. Glancing around he noticed a couple of
other men who were clearly interested in her preparations, but why
wouldn't they be? She was quite an attractive albeit chubby little
thing after all. As he suspected, being so much older than the rest
of the class, Emily stuck out like a sore thumb. That plus her
natural lack of ability meant that she was constantly under
scrutiny, which of course made her humiliating ordeal was apparent
to even more people. As she stumbled and failed to complete even
the most basic of moves he noticed the odd smirk and quickly
stifled giggle from the group of assembled parents. They were
right, she really did look quite foolish, he could see her
self-esteem crumbling from where he was sat at the back of the
room.

As he waited
outside the changing rooms for her reappearance he managed to catch
the eye of the gymnastics instructor and explain to him that he was
Emily's father and in his experience she responded so much better
to firm discipline, and as far as he was concerned, Kevin was
giving him a free hand in that department. As they shook hands,
Kevin could see the man rapidly assessing the possibilities of the
situation. When she came back out she was wearing the clothes he'd
put out for that morning, white ankle socks, a brief tartan kilt,
and a thin, short-sleeved white blouse. A pair of shiny, brown
leather strap-over sandals completed her juvenile appearance and
her was tied with a tartan ribbon into a single high pony-tail. She
still looked a bit red in the face due to her exertions and her
shower, but she still looked good enough to eat, he thought. He
took her by the hand and led her outside into the sunlit day, the
entire morning stretched out in front of him before his dear wife
returned to the house and he had some particularly interesting
ideas in mind.


Chapter 39

 


Even working
seven days a week, with Sunday afternoon off, the weeks seemed to
fly by for Susan Hampton. She could just about to make ends meet
with her wages and at least she didn't have the constant worry
regarding the CEC hanging over her. Things could be worse, she'd
stay in the big old house until she got her life back on track,
that and hope and pray that the country came to its senses and she
could get her old career back. Change was in the air however, but
not quite in the way that she had envisaged. Just before Christmas
the Rai's two children returned to the family house. Susan was
quite surprised, the elderly couple hadn't mentioned their
children, although Susan had dusted several of their picture
frames. The older of the two, Salman, arrived home first. he turned
out to be a tall, handsome twenty one year old version of his
father. He was apparently studying Chemistry somewhere in London. A
couple of days later Deepika returned from her boarding school in
Surrey. She wasted no time in telling Susan that her school was
very exclusive and that she was a prefect there. Susan also soon
discovered that the tall, rather arrogant girl looked down on her
as an employee. She was clearly delighted that her wealthy parents
had acquired a servant.

Deepika was a
very spoiled young lady, almost immediately she decided that she
wanted Susan's nice room for herself and soon persuaded her doting
father to grant her demand. Not that the girl wanted to sleep in
the room, she merely wished to store part of her huge collection of
clothes and shoes in there. Plus of course when her friends came to
visit, they could hardly be expected to sleep in the maid's room,
now could they? As a result, Susan found herself relegated to a
rather grim little box room with a view of the concrete garage.
just one single bed, one dressing table and a wardrobe with a
sticking door. There wasn't even a carpet on the floor. just a thin
piece of plastic linoleum. Not content with that, Deepika convinced
her mother that it would be more 'appropriate' if Susan was
required to use the bathroom at the top of the house rather than
the luxurious family one

"Really mummy,
there's no sense in being soft with the servants! Whatever next,
you and daddy sharing her little room while she sleeps in
yours?"

The entitled
Indian girl really was a bitch, God knew what she was like at her
school but she was certainly a tyrant in the house. Susan's list of
chores was extended to include waiting hand and foot on the
Princess and her brother. On one memorable occasion she was told to
clean and polish all of Deepika's very large shoe collection. When
she eventually finished the onerous chore, the girl told Susan that
she was dissatisfied with her work and ordered her to begin again,
from the first pair of shoes! The time spent on that pointless
waste of time only made her fall behind in her various other jobs,
much to the evident unhappiness of Mrs Rai, who called Susan to her
first family meeting. The meeting consisted of the four family
members arranged at their ease in front of her. While they sat or
reclined on the sofas and armchairs, she was required to stand in
front of them.

Was everything
okay? Didn't she like working for the Rai's? Was something making
her unhappy? Was the work too much for her? Was it too difficult
for her to comprehend? Did she wish to be released from the work
contract that she'd so recently signed? The constant barrage of
ostensibly well-meaning questions was quite disorientating. She
wasn't sure who to reply to, the questions overlapped each other or
were sometimes repeated in a slightly different way. The result was
an undignified confusion and then tears. Although she heard the two
children snigger at her discomfort, Mrs Rai took pity on her and
escorted her up the stairs by her hand and into her poky little
room.

"Please
understand, Hampton, our children are very protective of Mr Rai and
me. All they want is what's best for us. Salman has explained to us
that there are very many women of your type who would leap at the
chance of living for free in our house. He and Deepika both think
that my husband and I both may have acted rather in haste when we
employed you."

Susan lifted
her white apron and attempted to wipe away the tears that clouded
her eyes. Ignoring the remark regarding 'women of your type' her
mind was in a whirl. She couldn't be sacked, she just couldn't!
Where would she go? She no longer had her little house. What would
she do, she had very little money left after all.

"I...I don't
think that's necessarily true, m...madam. I really like living here
and I enjoy working for y...you and s...sir." Susan could feel
herself becoming upset again. She was virtually begging to retain
her job as a maid!

Mrs Rai leaned
forward and patted her hand.

"Don't worry,
Hampton. I still quite like having you around the house. My only
suggestion to you is that you work really very hard to keep the
children happy. My husband rather dotes on them you know. it would
be best if you tried to do your job to the best of your ability.
Think of working liking an Indian rather than like an English
woman, you'll soon get the hang of it. I definitely don't want to
ask you to leave, but you should concentrate on not forcing the
opportunity on me, do you understand?"

Susan Hampton
did understand, she was to work as hard as possible for the benefit
of two dreadful spoiled brats.

"Y...yes, I
understand, madam." She forced the humiliating words out of her
mouth.

"Good, now I'd
like you to kiss my shoes, just the tips of them, in order to
demonstrate your new found respect and obedience."

Susan looked at
her open-mouthed for just a second but then, very conscious of Mrs
Rai's speech she slid to her stockinged-knees and bent her head to
the woman's glossy black heels. She paused for a second before
making herself obey the humiliating command. At the same time she
felt the woman's hand stroke her hair.

"Good girl,
Hampton." She said in her lovely sing-song accent.

From then on
her life as a 'domestic' changed out of all recognition. No longer
was she a teacher waiting to regain her old profession, she was a
maid. She was a uniformed maid at the beck and call of a rather
arrogant, self-entitled Asian family. Everything was designed to
make sure she didn't forget her new station. Her room change was
permanent, now that Deepika had returned to the family home she had
decided to retain Susan's former bedroom as her personal dressing
room. The tiny little room was all she had, as compared to an
entire house not many months ago. Deepika and her brother had also
researched the burgeoning 'domestic' situation. In their opinion,
Susan had been taking advantage of the goodwill of their kind
parents. In future, Susan was to be out of bed very much earlier in
order to clean and polish the entire, large old house. They also
insisted that everything should be done by hand in order that it
was carried out properly. Susan's back and legs ached continually
as she was so often down on her hands and knees.

When Mr and Mrs
Rai eventually roused themselves, Susan had to change out of her
cleaning uniform, which was a nylon overall that was simultaneously
too tight and too short for a woman of her years. Along with a
grubby bra, a skimpy pair of knickers and a pair of off-white gym
shoes, that was all she wore. To serve breakfast she had to go and
change into her 'normal' traditional black and white outfit. She
could tell by Mr Rai's attentive staring that he rather liked her
in that. he also liked to brush against her, particularly when they
were alone in the kitchen. The rest of the morning was taken up by
lighter household duties such as dusting and running around after
her Mistress. Sometimes Mrs Rai made Susan accompany her on one of
her many shopping expeditions. Once again she had to change her
clothes. She retained her black stockings and heels and her better
quality bra and silky knickers, but her dress was replaced with a
demure, knee-length pencil skirt and a crisp blouse. She wasn't
allowed any make-up or jewellery and it was obvious to any
interested observer that she was in the service of the rather
imperious Indian woman.

Her most
embarrassing interludes however almost always took place in the
homes of Mrs Rai's friends. She had about half a dozen female
associates who seemed to spend most of their pampered lives in each
other's houses. They liked to gossip, and to boast and to drink,
but most of all they liked to torment their servants. Susan dreaded
having to go along to their horrible soirees, she never quite knew
what shameful incident had been arranged. it was as if the wealthy
Indian women vied with each other to humiliate their servants.
Susan dreaded having to go along to their horrible soirees, she
never quite knew what shameful incident had been arranged. it was
as if the wealthy Indian women vied with each other to humiliate
their servants. It was at one of those occasions when Susan had
seen a fellow 'domestic' beaten for the first time. Even among Mrs
Rai's horrible friends, Susan hated and feared Madam Chopra. She
was probably the oldest of the group of women, and if her house was
anything to go by, the richest as well. She was single and had
never married but had clearly earned or inherited a great deal of
money. Despite her age, she employed the two youngest 'domestics'.
Hilary and Isobel were sisters, blonde, blue-eyed, and beautiful.
Susan had heard rumours, mainly in Mrs Rai's drunken, less-guarded
moments, that the girls had been exchanged as part of their
father's outstanding business debt. Now, rather than enjoying a
life of indolent leisure the two of them were little more than
indentured servants.

Following her
unfortunate experiences with Miss Scott and Miss Gill, Susan was
now easily able to identify a predatory lesbian, and Madam Chopra
was most certainly one of them. And, unlike her own two tormentors,
she wasn't constrained by what other people might think of her
behaviour. She was an alpha female, rich, powerful and
well-connected. Susan didn't even like to be in the same room as
her, but she could well imagine what life was like for the two
unlucky sisters if this particularly morning was anything to go by.
First, despite being in their early twenties, the girls were
dressed as schoolgirls in tiny, matching gymslips, shiny black
shoes and ankle socks. Both had their long blonde hair in identical
pony tails with purple ribbons to match their neatly tied ties.
They even wore little enamel badges on their chests declaring that
both were Prefects. Dressed as they were and devoid of make-up they
looked about ten years younger than their actual ages. The
assembled Indian ladies laughed and clapped as they entered the
room hand in hand.

"Oh Madam
Chopra, you've done it again. You're girls look simply
marvellous!"

"They look good
enough to eat, Madam Chopra."

"Oh my word,
you've worked so hard with the girls, Madam Chopra."

Madam Chopra,
Susan realised, didn't appear to have a first name. She was always
referred to by her title. It must be a matter of respect, she
concluded. The two girls blushed prettily to the roots of their
very blonde hair and kept their eyes fixed on the carpet as they
were surrounded by the friends of their Mistress. Susan was forced
to admit that they were really quite striking as a pair, but she
certainly didn't feel any jealousy. Miss Chopra was clearly using
their youth and beauty as a weapon against them. Rather than being
the natural centre of attention for young men of a similar age,
they were being paraded in front of elderly women while dressed
much younger than their actual ages. There was lots of cooing over
them, a couple of the braver guests even stroked a long bare thigh,
or patted a cheek.

Madam Chopra,
tall and imperious watched the proceedings with the beginnings of a
smile playing on her thin lips. it made her bitter old soul happy
to see 'her' girls being publicly humiliated by her Indian friends.
The two little brats were formerly the daughters of a rival whom
she had forced out of business a couple of years ago. Rather than
strip him of every single penny that he had and force him into
penury, she'd offered him a deal whereby his two lazy, feckless,
snooty, entitled daughters would be offered much sought after
internships within her multitude of companies. At least that what
she had promised the gullible fool, the reality was somewhat
different.

***

Bryony Williams
rapped on the large front door. Within a few seconds she could hear
the rustle of skirts behind it. The door swung open to reveal her
favourite former pupil, Susan Hampton. And my goodness didn't she
look ridiculous? She was now the very epitome of a discrete,
obedient maid. Medium, black heels, black seamed stockings, a black
dress edged in white that was just slightly to tight and too short
for her.. A crisp, pristine white apron that was tied in an
extravagant bow. her hair had been cut into a smart bob and she
wore a pretty white and black mob cap decorated with long ribbons.
As she executed a neat little curtsey, Bryony couldn't help but
notice that her dress was cut so that it exposed her delightful
breasts. After the curtsey she stood with her hands behind her back
and her eyes downcast.

"Good
afternoon, miss. Madam's expecting you, may I take your coat?"

Bryony slowly
removed it without taking her eyes off the Rai's new maid. It was
quite invigorating to see the flush of embarrassment creep up the
entitled bitch's neck and suffuse her cheeks. She handed her jacket
over to the woman with a little smirk.

"Thank you,
miss. if you'd follow me please?"

Bryony
gracefully acknowledged the request and followed Susan, enjoying
the roll and swell of the woman's buttocks within their over-tight
confines.

"Miss Williams
to see you, madam."

"Ah, Miss
Williams, so good of you to come." She rose to greet her guest and
they exchanged kisses.

"Tea for two,
Hampton."

"Yes, madam.
Straight away madam."

Susan hurried
out of the room with her cheeks ablaze. Recent experience had
taught her that when any of the Rai's gave her an order they
expected it to be carried out immediately. Although she'd been
dismissed in such a rude way, she was glad to be away from the two
women. Whatever they were discussing would hardly likely to be good
news for her. She busied herself in the kitchen trying hard not to
'crash around' too much. Mr Rai had recently spanked her in front
of guests for deliberately giving him a headache, as he described
it. He'd simply turned her over his knee and slapped her over her
skirt until she cried. That hurt, but not quite as much as the
tinkling laughter and mocking comments from Mrs Rai and her Indian
friends.

"She's awfully
clumsy for a maid, Priyanka. Is she new?

"I'm surprised
she can get her big, fat bottom through the kitchen door, dearest
Priyanka. Is she the best you could get?"

Mr Rai could of
course heard the slightly critical comments from his wife friends
which only made him redouble his efforts. Eventually he relented,
mainly due to fatigue, and allowed her to get back to her feet.

"Back to the
kitchen, girl, and this time try not to act like a bull in a china
shop."

After she
curtsied and apologised she turned to go. He slapped her once more
to hurry her on her way and was gratified to hear laughter and a
smattering of applause from his two guests.

Quickly, and
quietly, she prepared tea for Mrs Rai and her guest using the
second best china. Only Mrs Rai's Indian friends got to use the
best china. When it was done she returned to the sitting room and
placed it carefully on the table before going to stand in her
'position' , hands behind her back and just out of Mrs Rai's eye
line but near enough to summon when needed. Much like a ball-girl
in a tennis match, she thought, resentfully.

"How has she
been, Mrs Rai, satisfactory I hope?"

"Barely
adequate I'm afraid, Miss Williams. It's almost as if she resents
being a domestic, as if it's beneath her in some way. Despite the
fact that her lack of qualifications and limited intellect should
make her the ideal candidate."

"Good grief,
why on earth would she think that? She's damn lucky to have found
such a nice house full of such nice people, if you don't mind me
saying." Bryony silently blessed her cast-iron teacher's pension,
another benefit denied to Susan Hampton.

Priyanka Rai
nodded her head graciously. "That's very kind of you to say, Miss
Williams. My son echoes your thoughts. He constantly sends me
pictures of younger, and if I may say so, more attractive young
women who are especially looking for work just like this."

Stood
obediently against the wall, Susan could feel her eyes watering in
self-pity. She knew that the horrible Indian women was largely
saying things that she could hear in order to humiliate her still
further, but it still hurt. She could see that bitch, Bryony
Williams, shake her head and hear her tut in agreement with Mrs
Rai's description. She was such a slimy old cow, no wonder she had
been the butt of all their schoolgirl jokes and pranks.

"What do you
intend to do, Mrs Rai? I feel guilty somehow in introducing her
into your family. She did promise me faithfully that she'd work
hard and try her best I'm afraid."

"Please don't
worry yourself my dear Miss Williams, between my husband and I we
have the situation well in hand. Here, I'll show you what I
mean."

She clicked her
fingers imperiously and immediately Susan scurried to her side.

"Turn your back
to Miss Williams, girl, and raise your skirt,"

Despite her
reluctance, Susan daren't disobey her mistress. Hesitantly she
turned and raised the hem of her skirt up and over her backside.
She heard Bryony Williams' sharp intake of breath as her twin
glowing-red moons came into view. She had been very soundly
strapped earlier that morning for forgetting to water a small bunch
of flowers that Mr Rai had recently bought for his wife. After she
had been bent over the back of the sofa and her knickers pulled to
her knees, Mrs Rai had simply thrashed her with the little leather
strap attached to a wooden handle. That nasty instrument seemed to
be the default punishment of choice whenever her mistress was
angry. As she stood hands on head with her nose pressed against the
wall she was informed that the flowers had been disposed of, and
she would be replacing them out of her own wages.

That was
another favourite punishment that the Rai's liked to impose. Making
Susan replace items that she's d allegedly damaged or lost out of
her pittance of a wage amused them both greatly. Even better, as in
the case of the flowers, she was required to walk nearly two miles
into the nearest small town before purchasing them. Mrs Rai of
course insisted that she wear her maids uniform to make the journey
leaving the casual observer in no doubt that she was a domestic.
When she was sent to the local butcher she was instructed to buy
whatever was necessary and then politely ask the shopkeeper if the
items might be placed 'on the Rai account' please sir. That was
another thing, when she was in the employ of the Rai's every male
she came into contact with was to be referred to as 'sir', while
every woman was either 'miss' or 'madam' depending on their age.
The Indian couple were determined to make sure that Susan never
forgot her new position in their household.

Bryony clenched
her own buttocks briefly, in sympathy. My word, that looked like it
hurt! Susan's bottom was bruised and still inflamed. Mrs Rai
instructed her maid to explain to her guest just why and how she'd
been strapped. Clearly Mrs Rai was no novice when it came to
handing out punishment. When Mrs Rai eventually tired of
humiliating her servant, Susan was sent to stand shamefaced against
the wall again.

"So, Miss
Williams, I believe you have some news for me regarding my
maid?"

Susan's ears
pricked up when she heard her mistress.

"Yes, Mrs Rai,
I've had some correspondence recently from a Miss Butterworth who
works for the Ministry."

Susan felt the
cold grip of ice in her stomach. This couldn't be good news.

"Apparently she
is interested in locating Susan's whereabouts. The Ministry has
sent several letters to her house that have gone unanswered. Nobody
seems to know where she is."

Mrs Rai raised
her eyebrows at the news and then clicked her fingers. Susan almost
ran to stand in front of her mistress.

"This is all
very confusing, Hampton. Perhaps you could explain your unusual
behaviour? Please don't tell me I'm harbouring a fugitive from
justice."

Priyanka Rai
could hardly keep the excitement from her voice. This was all
rather marvellous, like one of the Bollywood movies that she
adored. Although it clearly wouldn't be right to tell her maid
that, it may well give her ideas above her station. As a result
Susan was forced to stand in front of the two inquisitive women and
explain herself in some detail. Bryony knew the gist of the story
but hearing it again from Susan's own lips was both amusing, and
for some unfathomable reason, quite exciting. Watching her former
confident and assertive bully having to stutter and stammer her way
through her humiliating self-justification was making having the
most unusual effect on her sex. She had to subdue a sudden and most
unusual desire to put her hand down her knickers and investigate.
Mrs Rai was quite animated as the story slowly unfolded, she even
clapped her hands in amusement as Susan was forced to explain the
whole shameful 'back to school' debacle.

"So, Hampton,
from what I can gather you are a fugitive from justice. is that
correct?"

Susan's lip
trembled, when her bitch of a mistress put it like that it sounded
as if she was some sort of master-criminal when in reality all that
had happened was that she'd been deprived of a well-paid,
prestigious occupation by the retrograde application of a new,
nonsensical law. But what else could she say?

"I...I suppose
so, madam. Although I haven't really done anything wrong,
madam."

Susan
desperately began to try and explain how she'd fallen foul of the
system, but she was interrupted by her mistress.

"Are you saying
that you are right and that the New Government is wrong, Hampton?
You do realise that's quite a serious accusation don't you? In fact
I'm willing to bet that this Miss Butterworth is it, would be very
interested in knowing of your whereabouts. I'm sure you could
convince her that the whole thing was their error rather than
yours, don't you?"

She smiled
maliciously. "Perhaps I should give this woman a call at the
Ministry? What do you say, Miss Williams?"

Bryony Williams
couldn't prevent herself squeezing her thighs together in pleasure.
This was such an enjoyable situation! Even better than she hoped it
might be. She had no idea if that rather uncouth young woman at the
Ministry was or wasn't interested in the whereabouts of Susan
Hampton, but more amusingly neither did Susan. Why would she
disbelieve what Bryony had to say? Clearly, by her reaction , Susan
was in fear of the Butterworth girl and that could easily be used
to Bryony's advantage.


Chapter 40

 


Now that
Bernard had baited Wayne's hook, it only remained for him to be
reeled in. Although both men clearly knew the truth, the 'Clarke
case' was never explicitly referred to again, Bernard set himself
to supplying Wayne a problem that might appeal to him personally.
He allowed a certain amount of time to pass before calling Wayne's
attention to the case of a young woman named Henrietta
Harrison-Evans. Miss Harrison-Evans was a classic of her kind, the
only daughter of extremely wealthy, doting parents who paid for her
very expensive private-school education, and then for her further
education at a prestigious university. There she had discovered
both feminism and left-wing politics and had used her father's
wealth and connections to insert herself into the world of student
activism. Now she was on the cusp of political power in the form of
President of the Union of Students. Unfortunately that was just
when she came to the attention of the New Government and of Bernard
Pomfrett in particular.

Bernard didn't
like her kind of politics at all, a wealthy, posh girl attempting
to identify with the hoi-polloi, a subject about which she had
absolutely no knowledge. The only working class people she knew
well was her former nanny and her father's gardener. That didn't
stop her from pontificating on the plight of the working poor and
disabled however, much to the annoyance of various powerful
organisations. When the case came across Bernard's desk he smiled
and called Wayne into his office. He explained the situation and
made sure that Wayne was supplied with an image of twenty-one year
old aspiring politician. She was a very good-looking young woman,
the kind of which only many years of selective breeding and large
amounts of money could produce. She was tall and red-haired with
the sort of hairstyle that looked artless but probably cost a
fortune. She dressed stylishly no matter how hard she tried to hide
the fact. She was undoubtedly the sort of girl other girls looked
up to and therefore a potential threat to the message that the New
Government wanted to send.

The question
was, how were they going to deal with her? Was she too young to
have acquired any meaningful mistakes that she didn't want to come
to light? Would her father's money and political allies be able to
shield her in any case? He was quite a powerful man in his own
right, yet another entitled, well connected, wealthy left-winger
implacably opposed to the country that had given him all those
things. Bernard had turned the problem over in his mind before
referring the problem over to his protégé. Wayne accepted it with
alacrity, he was clever enough to realise just why this case had
been prioritised and he made a mental note to somehow thank
Bernard. He cleared his desk of any outstanding cases and then set
to work. it was very interesting, Wayne searched for and acquired
as many photographs of Miss Henrietta Harrison-Evans as he possibly
could. She was a gorgeous girl and almost exactly his type. Her
images became the main source of his masturbatory fantasies. He
found that he particularly enjoyed the pictures of her in her sixth
form uniform and her pale blue RAF Cadet uniform., but he soon
discovered that those phases of her life didn't provide him with
any answers. She'd been apparently a model student and Cadet.

He would have
to move on to her more recent incarnation as a radical student. He
analysed literally hundreds of pictures of her and her circle of
friends. One by one they were investigated and discarded, her
girlfriends were largely the same as her, rich and upper-class and
although irritating, generally harmless. Her boyfriends were the
usual succession of well-bred, handsome dimwits. There was,
however, one intriguing face that kept on popping-up on the very
many partying images that he forced himself to wade through. It
didn't really fit somehow, just a little too old, slightly too
scruffy, not well-groomed enough. He blew up the image and ran it
through the various high-tech pieces of facial recognition software
until it produced a name, Steven Robert Emery. He ran that name
through another software app. It was surprisingly and informatively
long.

Stephen Robert
Emery, known as Bobby to his friends and customers was a dealer
whose speciality was cocaine, high-grade, expensive coke. He was
very well-known to certain sections of the Police, so well-known in
fact that he was only allowed to exist due to the fact that he
supplied to the local law-enforcers. he was also secretly a police
informer which was a necessary side-line for poor old Bobby. When
he was called into the requisite New Government department, he
exhibited a certain amount of understandable bravado. He was after
all a valuable informant and therefore, by his own estimation, an
untouchable asset. It was only when he was strapped into a chair
and could see that the second joint of his little finger was about
to join the first on the floor, removed by an enthusiastic New
Government employee using just a pair of pliers, that he came to
his limited senses.

Once he'd been
patched up he signed a confession to the effect that he was a
dealer, the lowest of the low and an enemy of the State. Rather
than have him executed, which was an option under the new
legislation, Bernard Pomfrett actually allowed him to retain his
old profession on the understanding that he was to report to him
personally rather than the local police force. Unsurprisingly it
was an offer that was gratefully accepted. At a stroke Bernard and
Wayne not only acquired damning, incontestable proof that Henrietta
Harrison-Evans was one of Bobby's very best customers, but access
to free, excellent quality coke. It only remained for the young
lady in question to be confronted with the truth. Bernard insisted
that it should be Wayne himself who should be the man to acquaint
Miss Harrison-Evans with how the world really worked.

To his surprise
he found himself a little nervous before the big day. It was
reality for Wayne as well, he wasn't an anonymous figure hiding
behind his keyboard any more, he was Bernard Pomfrett's trusted
lieutenant. He sat up late the night before the interview mentally
rehearsing his lines. Miss Harrison-Evans was, if anything, even
more classically beautiful in the flesh than she was in her
photographs. She was wearing a simple, elegant dress that probably
cost as much as the average couple earned between them in a week.
She was tall and faintly regal as well. And, of course, she
resented this intrusion into her private enormously, and did he
have any fucking idea who was trying to fuck with? Wayne only just
managed to prevent himself from smiling, this was going to be
great!

He had seen a
great number of interrogations and his first seemed particularly
simple even to him. He'd politely invited her to sit without rising
to her obvious attempts to goad him. He'd asked her the basics,
name, age ,address, job etc just for the sake of form before
cutting to the chase and asking her if she knew why she'd been
brought to the New Government's office. At first there was no reply
and Wayne had to make himself not ask another question, but to sit
and wait.

"I don't really
know, I was rather hoping you could tell me," she drawled. "I am
awfully busy you know?"

Wayne flushed
angrily, she was so unbelievably condescending. Henrietta giggled,
mistaken his red face for embarrassment rather than annoyance.

"I am sorry,
but you did rather ask for that, Mr Policeman."

To keep himself
calm, Wayne opened his notebook and wrote in it. He'd seen Sir
Bernard do that a couple of times and it seemed to work.

This time
however Miss Harrison-Evans merely smirked at him and looked
theatrically at her watch.

"I can give you
five more minutes, Mr Policeman. Mainly because I feel sorry for
you. After that I'm going to phone daddy's very expensive lawyer,
now what was it you wanted?"

Behind the
one-way mirror, Sir Bernard Pomfrett chortled. Oh this was very
good, she had a self-possession and confidence unusual in such a
young lady. But that's what upper-class parents paid huge private
school fees for, he supposed. Now, what did his protégé have by way
of a response?

" I understand,
Miss Harrison-Evans, that you are soon to be President of the Union
of Students?"

"You know I am,
is that what this is about? Is it that the fascists can't bear to
see a left-wing leader of the union, or that the misogynists feel
threatened by an ambitious woman achieving power?

"The New
Government is a big supporter of women's rights in this is country,
as I'm sure you know. You've witnessed many of our policies on
women's health and safety I'm sure?"

She sneered at
him and rolled her eyes. "Of course I have."

"Excellent, and
isn't it true that the role of president carries a lot of
responsibility as well as power?"

"Of course,
naturally I see myself as a responsible figure."

"A good role
model?"

"Without a
doubt."

"Are you
sure?"

She looked at
him a little more closely, average looking guy, cheap haircut,
decent suit that was unfortunately at least one size too big for
him, typical thick cop, all in all the average sort of
insignificant punter that she tried hard to ignore. What was it
about him that had caused that involuntary shiver. She tried
smiling, that usually worked for her.

"I'm not sure I
know what you mean. Of course I'm sure."

It was his turn
to smile at her.

"Being the
representative of all those students must be quite a challenge? You
must have to deal with the media pretty much every day. Have you
considered that?"

She considered
him for a few seconds. "Of course I have. Now if you'll excuse me
I'm going to phone my lawyer. I see I should have brought her along
in the first place. I won't allow you to bully me any further."

Wayne examined
his nails dispassionately as she tried and failed to get a signal
on her mobile. She was starting to panic a little now.

"I'm not going
to answer any more of your questions, Mr Policeman. Not until I see
my lawyer."

"Do you have
something to hide, Miss Harrison-Evans?"

"You know damn
well I don't. Now open that fucking door and let me out of this
shitty little room you call an office. RIGHT NOW! do you hear
me?"

"What exactly
is your relationship with Stephen Robert Emery?"

"She spun
angrily, "never heard of him!"

"You might know
him better as Bobby, Bobby Emery. You and he seem to attend lots of
the same parties."

He could see
the colour drain from her aristocratic face and knew right there
and then that he had her. He had the entitled, snooty little bitch
right where he wanted her. It was so intense if felt almost
orgasmic. She shook her head and opened her mouth, but no sound
came out. He could virtually see the cogs whirring as she fought to
think of something, anything to say.

"Please. I want
to see my lawyer." Was all that she could come up with. Although at
the debrief both he and Sir Bernard agreed it was probably the
first time she'd used the 'please' word for a number of years.

Under the new
rules, a suspect could indeed ask for a lawyer but one could only
be supplied at a senior officer's discretion. In Miss
Harrison-Evans' case this was not forthcoming, despite intense
lobbying from her father's very, very expensive lawyer. Instead she
was remanded in custody for 48 hours, for 'her own safety', due to
the nature of the case. Sir Bernard brought a couple of beers into
the observation room while he and Wayne discussed the next move.
Their attention was drawn to one of the large screens on the wall.
On it they could see, in full 24k clarity, Henrietta Harrison-Evans
being prepared for her brief stay at the facility. It wasn't by
chance the two gentlemen involved in her care were the same pair
who were the stars of his favourite video. This time they'd
stripped the woman to her underwear, stockings and heels and made
her balance precariously on one of the rickety stools that NG
headquarters appeared to specialise in. Her hands were cuffed
behind her and she was clearly having difficulty maintaining her
position. The taller of the two was busily preparing a noose
suspended from the ceiling while his colleague seemed to be
stroking her long, perfectly-formed thighs for no apparent
reason.


Chapter 41

 


Lilly Geoghan
was sat in front of the large wooden desk in the same room that her
first interview had taken place in. Across from her, in their
almost identical, standard-issue dark suits, sat her original
interviewers, Mr Johnson and Miss Landers. The only real change was
Lilly herself. Three months ago she'd been dressed in her blue
power-suit, ready to fight her corner and demand what was due to
her from the fledgling NGBC. Nor she sat nervously dressed in her
demeaning Blackfriars Grange uniform , collar and tie and serge
gymslip. Both the young people opposite had struggled to contain
their amusement when she first came into the room. She's curtsied
neatly as she'd been taught and then stood obediently by the chair
until she was told that she could sit.

"So, Mrs
Geoghan, how did you enjoy your brief spell at Blackfriars? I do
hope it came up to your expectations?" Asked the sharp-featured
young woman.

"Y...yes thank
you, miss."

Miss Landers
noticed with a certain amount of pleasure that now it wasn't
necessary to continually remind her interviewees that had attended
Blackfriars Grange to refer to her as 'miss'. She nodded in
appreciation.

"We have here
reports on you and your behaviour while you were in residence at
Blackfriars, it's largely what we base our decision regarding your
future employment with us on. Do you understand?"

Lilly
definitely understood, it had been drummed into her enough times
via the ruler and the strap. She had to spend the entire three
months on her best behaviour if she wanted a decent job within the
NGBC, that much was clear.

"Yes, miss. It
is, miss."

Lilly had heard
so many horror stories while she'd been on re-education at
Blackfriars that she was quite prepared to do and say anything to
get a job within the NGBC. The stories of ex-EBC staffers being
sent to work in back-breaking labour-intensive jobs, or required to
undertake soul-destroying office work were far too numerous to be
ignored. The term 're-assignment' became a feared one, ex-employees
of the EBC weren't allowed to find themselves another job or simply
not work, they had to take what was on offer, unless they actively
wanted to go to prison of course. She simply couldn't imagine
herself picking turnips or whatever they did with the bloody things
in some wind-swept Northern hell-hole. The man on the other side of
the table opened a slim file and read from it,

"Geoghan still
labours under the impression that she is a competent
newsreader."

He looked up
from his piece of paper to stare at her for a few seconds before
turning over the page and reading again.

"Despite her
attempts to ingratiate herself with the staff at Blackfriars
Grange, Geoghan apparently still believes herself to be their
superior."

Lilly hung her
head, unable to face her inquisitor. There was another little
rustle of paper.

"I am not
wholly convinced that Geoghan has not yet fully understood or
accepted the ethos behind the NGBC."

Lilly quickly
wiped away a tear that was forming.

"IT's too late
for tears I'm afraid, Mrs Geoghan. What do you have to say for
yourself? It's hardly a glowing testimonial from Blackfriars is it?
What would you do in our position? We have offered you the
opportunity for retraining and you appear to have flung it back in
our faces. What more would you have us do?"

Lilly began to
sob quietly to herself, was this the end of her stellar career?

"What vacancies
do we have on our other projects, Miss Landers?"

"There are
quite a few, Mr Johnson. It's the potato-picking season as you
probably know, and we have vacancies in Lincolnshire. There's
another for warehouse work in Dumfries, another for a call-centre
operative in Barnsley."

"Which would
you prefer, Mrs Geoghan? The call-centre might suit your particular
vocal skills and it is indoors, but I see that the shifts are
twelve hours on, twelve hours off, seven days a week. It's a tricky
choice for you, I imagine?

Large, fat, wet
tears were sliding unchecked down her cheeks. She couldn't be
relocated just like that could she? What about her husband? What
about the children? Although presumably the families of all the
other former EBC employees had to make do without them? Oh God!
What was she going to do?

"Oh, just one
second, we do have an opening at one of the London NGBC studios.
it's not quite what you're used to Mrs Geoghan." The hard-faced
young woman pronounced.

"I...I'm
interested, miss. Really...whatever it is."

"Do you what a
'runner' is, Mrs Geoghan?"

Lilly Geoghan,
forty-six year old mother of teenage twins and former national
newsreader blushed to the roots of her dark hair. She certainly did
know what a runner was, the lowest of the low in the studio
hierarchy. It was usually reserved for school leavers desperate to
break into the business and involved fetching and carrying and
basically keeping the rest of the staff happy. However, needs must.
She nodded unhappily.

"I do know,
miss, and...and I'd be happy...to...to do that."

"Well, that's
very noble of you Mrs Geoghan. Don't you think you're a little
over-qualified for that line of work perhaps?" Asked Mr Johnson
with the ghost of a smile playing around his lips.

"And a little
bit...old?" Added his colleague with obvious relish.

Lilly wiped her
tears onto the cuff of her starched Blackfriars-issue blouse.

"I p...promise
I'll work r...really hard." Lilly debated getting to her knees and
begging for the opportunity to work for the NGBC as a gofer. Had
either of her two interviewers demanded that she should, she would
have obeyed immediately.

Instead the two
of them exchanged a glance.

"I have to say,
Mrs Geoghan that my colleague and I are quite impressed by your
devotion to the New Government cause." Said the man.

Lilly felt her
heart beat with renewed hope. Please, please, please, she silently
prayed.

"We are going
to discuss the idea with our superiors and we'll let you know if
your offer has been accepted in due course. In the meantime we're
going to ask you to return back to Blackfriars Grange until you're
called for. Is that okay with you?"

"Y...yes, sir.
Thank you sir, thank you, miss." Weirdly she felt the same sense of
exhilaration tinged with apprehension she'd got when she first got
her job with the EBC. Perhaps everything was going to be okay after
all?


Chapter 42

 


Gillian
Longmuir tried desperately to remember what she had been taught.
The essay title in front of looked deceptively easy, ‘Feminism is a
misguided concept. Discuss with specific examples.’ She recalled a
few common phrases that had been, rather painfully, drummed into
her. ‘Militant feminists’, 'femiNazis', 'hysterical women', all
those would have to be inserted somewhere. Everything she had been
taught would have to be regurgitated and written down. The word
‘discuss’ didn’t actually mean argue the point, it meant write down
what we’ve told you as if it’s the unvarnished truth. A quick
glance around told her that her fellow form members were busily
writing and so with a sigh she got to work.

The man at the
front desk looked up impatiently when he heard the sound of the
expelled air. Frank Lowery, her form master, was a man who brooked
absolutely no dissention. Like many current teachers he had been
brought out of retirement in order to impart his wisdom to the
younger generation. The New Government considered that the teaching
profession had become infected with left wing ideas and culture.
They decided upon a root and branch solution. Something like 80% of
all teachers had been sacked and then re-trained as farm labourers,
factory workers and domestic staff. Finally achieving their true
roles in the New Society as the Minister for Social Harmony had
explained to a supportive media.

He had a
suspicion that the unwanted noise had emanated from Longmuir but he
couldn’t be certain, not that he was required to be certain of
course. He smiled to himself at the very notion. Even ten years ago
a teacher in his position would have been powerless to act, but
that had all changed with the rise of the New Government. Now if he
so wished he could walk to the end of the second row where she sat,
take her by the ear perhaps, or the collar of her blazer or by one
of her foolish little pigtails and bring her to the front of the
classroom. Then he could place her over his desk, over his knee
maybe or require her to touch her toes. He might lift her skirt or
order her to remove it altogether. He could pull her knickers
tightly into the cheeks of her backside or maybe pull them to her
knees. He could spank her or cane her or strap her or slipper her
to his heart’s content. He could reduce her to a blubbering wreck
and then leave her over his desk, knickers pulled down to her
ankles in order to impress on her classmates the seriousness of the
situation. Alternatively he could send her back to her own desk to
sit her painful bottom on the hard wooden chair, or maybe banish
her to a corner to stand with her pert little nose touching the
wall. In short he could, and often did, anything he wanted to do
within reason. The New Government required results and it didn’t
really care how they were achieved.

Southfields
Re-education Centre certainly achieved results and was therefore
favoured by the local officials of the NG. The percentage of
-offenders who were returned to Southfields for a second spell was
very low, the most important metric used by the NG to measure
success. Each of the several hundred Re-education Centres dotted
around the country were organised and directed by the NG, but
within that framework they could be run as the director of that
institution wished. Southfields for example was run like an
impossibly strict, traditional girl’s public school of the last
century. Frank’s form for instance contained ‘girls’ from 18 to 50,
all of whom were dressed identically. Highly polished black lace-up
shoes, white knee-length socks, large, navy blue gym knickers, a
short navy blue, pleated gym-slip, a long-sleeved, starched white
shirt with a specially stiffened collar, a sky blue and white
striped Southfields tie properly knotted and tight to her throat.
On their chairs hung the distinctive Southfields blazer, navy blue
with a sky blue trim, and on the hooks on the back wall were their
straw boaters complete with dark blue and sky blue ribbons.

The Southfields
management considered that treating their offenders as schoolgirls
lowered their self-esteem, made them more malleable, and led to
quicker results. Stripping them of their adult status made them
think of themselves as children and therefore it was easier to
re-educate them. As part of that management team, Frank was
convinced by the method. He saw with his own eyes how it worked.
Longmuir for example had arrived as some sort of big shot
businesswoman, but if he had anything to do with it, she most
certainly wouldn’t be leaving that way. She was 47 now; he knew
she’d celebrated a birthday while being at Southfields. She had
formerly held a very high opinion of herself. Her CV was impressive
in a shallow sort of way; she hadn’t stayed longer than 3 years in
any job. No doubt she’d flirted and flaunted her body to any man
she considered to be useful to her. Frank believed that women like
Gillian Longmuir had massively over-achieved and that any company
that she worked for must have been held back by her presence in the
management team rather than having benefited from her. Years of
‘positive’ discrimination, how he hated that term, had produced
many thousands of women like Longmuir. He’d worked with a fair few
himself, women who despite their moderate achievements and
intellect considered themselves the superior of every man they
encountered.

She’d been sent
to Southfields in order to be taken down a peg or two. It
transpired that she’d been a failures while working for a local
accounting company. She'd been consigned to the tender mercies of
Frank and his colleagues mainly to 'buck her ideas up a little'
according to her manager. Frank had no doubt that the situation
wasn't particularly serious, but that in the old days would have
led to swathes of legal interference and ended in some sort of
ridiculous payout to the woman. Now it was all very different, and
far better as far as he was concerned. When a woman like Gillian
Longmuir considered that she knew more than her managers, that was
a recipe for disaster in Frank’s opinion. He looked over to her;
she was staring into space again. He was already looking forward
very much to marking her work. He had a feeling that somehow she
wasn’t going to attain the necessary pass mark. Perhaps it would
eventually dawn on her that she wasn’t quite as smart as she
thought she was? Maybe she could benefit from Frank’s own
particular brand of remedial education?

Gillian
Longmuir turned over her essay cautiously. What she saw immediately
turned her stomach to ice. Amid the numerous crossings outs and
scribbles in red ink was a figure that shouted out at her. The
number in the top right hand corner of the sheet was 39, that was
39 out of 100, 39%! It wasn’t merely a fail, it was a particularly
dismal fail. At the bottom of the page were the threatening words
in capitals ‘SEE ME’. She looked up guiltily to see Mr Lowery
staring back at her. He didn’t say a word, he didn’t have to, his
thunderous looking face was enough to make her start to quietly
cry. At the end of the lesson she carried her essay to the front of
his desk. She realised with mounting apprehension that she was the
only failure in the class. He knew she was there and he waited
until the noise of the inmates leaving their classroom receded. She
knew that the education part of their day was over and that her
classmates would be making their way back to their respective
dormitories, how she wished she was with them! Eventually Mr Lowery
raised his grizzled old head and glared at her.

“What, young
lady, is the meaning of this?” he brandished her essay at her
before throwing it to the floor. “Seldom have I ever come across
such a poorly written, ill thought-out, pathetically argued piece
of work.”

“I don’t know
sir, sorry sir.” She managed to mumble.

“Either you’re
not paying enough attention in my class, or you have deliberately
turned in a poor essay in order to mock me. Which is it, girl?”

Gillian quailed
under his unforgiving gaze. Not in her wildest dreams would she
ever contemplate mocking a man like Lowery. Although she’d faced
down many an aggressive creep in her working environment, this was
so different. His mere presence seemed to turn her legs to jelly.
He was a brutal, intimidating bully. She seemed to have lost the
ability or even desire to argue her case. All she wanted was for
him to punish her and get the whole thing over with. Lowery was in
no hurry though.

“What makes it
worse young missy, and makes me suspect that you’re trying to mock
me is that you’re a big-shot business woman aren’t you?

“I...I wouldn’t
say that no. I’m a tax accountant that’s all.”

“But you think
you’re better than me don’t you, Miss high and mighty?”

“I don’t sir,
honestly sir.” She shook her head as if to emphasise the point.

By way of
response, Lowery leaned back and opened his drawer. He reached in
and took out his thick, black strap which he placed ostentatiously
on the top of his desk. Gillian could feel the tears start to
cascade down her cheeks. What was wrong with her? The hateful old
bully hadn’t even laid a hand on her and yet already she was
blubbering like a child. He picked up the belt and slowly ran it
through his old, gnarled hands.

“But seeing how
you’re such a brain-box accountant, how can you turn in such a poor
essay? It’s almost as if you’re not trying, as if you think it’s
clever not to try your hardest in my class? Is that true, young
lady?”

She hadn’t been
called young lady for twenty years but stood trembling in front of
this dreadful old man in her ridiculous uniform, that’s exactly how
she felt.

“But I did try
sir, I promise.” She could feel a tear falling off the end of her
nose but she daren’t reach up and wipe it away.

“Something
doesn’t add up does it Longmuir? On the one hand you claim to be an
intelligent accountant but on the other you’re a bit of a dimwit.
Both positions can’t be correct now, can they?”

“N...no sir.”
She managed to squeeze out the required response.

“So which one
is it? Are you a non-trying brain box, or are you not as
intelligent as you like to think you are?”

“I...I’m
probably not as intelligent as I think I am s...sir”

She could feel
her face hot with shame.

“You see, what
I think Longmuir is that you’re an over-promoted mediocrity. I
wouldn’t be at all surprised to discover that your posh jobs and
your promotions were more to do with you wiggling your arse and
your big tits at all and sundry. Would that be nearer the mark,
miss?

“I d...don’t
know sir, I don’t think...”

“You know what
I’m going to do for you, Longmuir?” he rudely interrupted. “I’m
going to recommend that your so-called qualifications are
thoroughly examined before you’re allowed to practise again. In all
reality I can’t see how a woman as demonstrably stupid as you can
legitimately be an accountant.”

Gillian looked
at him, was that even true? Did a low-level misogynistic bully like
Lowery have that sort of influence? He grimaced at her in what she
realised was his attempt at a smile.

“You don’t
believe me do you young lady? You don’t think that I’m required to
write a report on all the naughty young ladies that pass through my
classrooms? Has it never occurred to a woman of your vast
intelligence, he grimaced again, why so many female, so-called
executives have lost their jobs over the last couple of years? A
great number of them have simply lied regarding their
qualifications, experience and skills. Most if not all have been
brought to justice, as I’m sure you will be too in time.”

Once again she
could feel the tears forming in her eyes. She wasn’t even sure if
he was telling the truth or not. He was such a cruel bastard.

“Tears again
young lady? I think it’s time that I gave you something to cry
about. Pull your skirt up and lay yourself across my desk; I’m sure
you know the drill by now.”

She did indeed
know the drill, gymslip held up and knickers pulled down. She lay
submissively across his big desk and allowed him to paint six
strokes of agonising pain across her bare backside. She was crying
and begging after the first stroke. By the end of the sixth she was
shrieking and promising anything if only he would not beat her
anymore. He ignored her entreaties of course, he was a professional
and he had a job to do. If only women like Gillian Longmuir had
been punished more frequently when they were younger, the country
would be a much happier place. He lay down his fearsome strap and
then placed the palm of his hand on her backside, he was pleased to
feel the heat emanating from it. He slapped one of her cheeks quite
firmly, just to see the effect it had. He was so pleased with it
that he slapped the other one and watched that jiggle as well. To
be fair to the woman, she did have a very spankable backside. He
repeated the slaps a few more times, just to check his opinion was
correct.


Chapter 43

 


Bryony Williams
clicked her fingers and was rewarded with a sudden flurry of
footsteps as her maid hurried over and stood at attention in front
of her. She had seen Mrs Rai use that same method to summon Susan a
couple of months ago and had decided to just carry on the practise,
it wasn't as if Susan Hampton was in any position to refuse her
after all. Her traditional black and white uniform now just seemed
appropriate now rather than something to be commented on. Not that
she didn't look splendid in it of course. Bryony was old enough to
remember as a young girl when her wealthy grandparents employed two
maids and a cook. It was funny who things had turned a full circle,
she'd read somewhere there were as many servants nowadays as there
was at the height of Queen Victoria's reign. That was a period that
had always fascinated Bryony and now that she had her own maid she
was happy to imagine herself as a well to do woman of the time.
That's why she dressed Susan in corsets and black stockings and
plain, functional shoes. She didn't want her maid to think she was
acting a role, she wanted her to actual live in the style of a
Victorian skivvy.

So for example
there was no electronic gadgetry to lessen Susan's workload, no
telephone, no television and certainly no computer. Bryony's little
house was old and decorated and furnished in a correspondingly
rather old-fashioned sort of way. When the doors were closed behind
them it was quite easy for the two women to slip into a Victorian
mindset. Susan spent the majority of her day cleaning and polishing
and washing by hand, Bryony read and busied herself with her good
works on behalf of the church. It was the sort of situation that
Bryony had allowed herself to dream of all those months ago when
Susan Hampton, her erstwhile bully, had first come into her orbit.
She'd hardly dared belief it would actually happen but, as Mrs Rai
had apparently begun to get bored of Susan, it hadn't taken much to
bring the woman into her service. Bryony did so like terms like
that, 'bring the woman into her service', it chimed beautifully
with her own Victorian-style ethos. She could quite imagine a
middle-class spinster like herself speaking that way. She looked up
briefly at the familiar face under its rather humiliating lace
cap.

"Only a light
luncheon this morning, Hampton. I have guests this afternoon and I
shall be taking tea with them."

She barely
noticed as the woman curtsied prettily

"Yes madam, of
course, madam."

And then
scurried away. Bryony returned to her copy of the Telegraph.

Susan glanced
at the clock on the wall, she had about an hour to prepare lunch
for madam and herself. Then she'd have to go and change before
madam's guests arrived. Susan hated guests, guests were an obvious
reminder of the outside world and everything that was happening out
there. She used to be a part of the outside world, working, earning
money, going out, enjoying herself. Now she was little more than an
indentured servant, her life dominated and ruled by an old woman
who would have been more suited to living a hundred years ago.
Bryony was hardly a cruel mistress like Mrs Rai for example, but
that hadn't stopped her taking Susan over her knee and
administering a humiliating spanking. She had even on occasion used
a little nursery cane on Susan's naked backside as she bent over
the arm of the sofa, but she wasn't particularly horrible. However,
being trapped in this old house with its old owner was a
stultifying experience. She wasn't allowed outside unless given
permission by madam. She was never allowed to drive madam's
battered old car even. Any chore or shopping trip had to be carried
out on foot or by public transport.

It was so
dispiriting and soul-destroying that Susan often found herself
crying, she'd lost her freedom thanks to the New Government and she
wasn't as far as she could see, ever going to get it back. Bryony
had made it quite clear that if she were to abscond or even carry
out her duties unsatisfactorily then she would simply call that
horrible young bitch at the CEC and have her arrested. Susan often
wondered if she should just call the old woman's bluff and just
walk out, but where would she go and what would she do? Not
forgetting what might happen if the CEC caught up with her, that
would mean a spell in some sort of reformatory for absolutely
certain and even this miserable old house and its miserable old
owner was surely better than that? When on the few occasions she
was allowed to watch madam's TV, the only shows she was permitted
to view were invariably ones made by the New Government that dealt
with the 'growing problem' of unemployed middle-class women who
were 'too posh' to work in a shop but not qualified enough to work
in any sort of managerial post.

At first, Susan
had watched in a sort of open-mouthed fascination as it was
explained to the viewer that the women had largely brought their
unemployed status onto themselves. It was hardly the fault of the
State if their qualifications had been rendered largely meaningless
by 'independent bodies' it was argued. Susan realised that the
viewer was supposed to accept that government run institutions such
as the CEC were in fact 'independent'. Idly she wondered exactly
how many women just like her had been deprived of their livelihood
and were desperately trying to scrape a living. She also realised
that the show was a vehicle by which the government actively
encouraged women like her to accept their lot and work in service
or in some sort of other menial role. It even had clips of women
apparently enjoying their new lives, quite respectable, well-spoken
women happily explaining how their new roles removed the stress
they'd been suffering from or made their lives happier.

It was really
quite bizarre, but an indication of how the New Government had been
able to first stop women having any sort of political influence,
and then prevent women from having any sort of influence
whatsoever. She often thought like this as she slaved away in her
mistresses ill-equipped little kitchen, but to what ends? She
assumed there must be thousands if not hundreds of thousands of
women up and down the country who thought just like her, but how
could she be sure? How could she contact them for example? She
wasn't allowed a telephone, there wasn't a computer in the house,
and she was seldom allowed out on her own. Even if she had access
to any electronic device the rumour was that every conversation and
digital message was stored somewhere and easily accessed by
interested government departments.

A quick glance
at the clock focussed her mind back on her current problems. Who
were madam's guests she wondered. She noticed that Bryony had used
the plural to make sure she understood that there was more than one
guest. One was bad enough, but Susan hated an audience. All it
usually meant was that it would consist of a little group of
embittered old women with nothing better to do than make her life a
misery. She hoped and prayed that it wouldn't be someone she knew
from her previous life, that was if anything even more
humiliating.


Chapter 44

 


Wayne held her
head by her two pigtails as he guided her mouth onto his erect
penis. He hardly had to persuade her nowadays, he just liked the
feeling of being able to dominate her in such a humiliating way. He
knew she resented it and that she hated him, but that only made it
all the sweeter. She'd been spoiled and indulged to such an extent
that almost anything that she didn't approve of upset her.
Therefore having to carry out Wayne's crude sexual demands was
infuriating, but necessary. The revelations that he'd taken such
pleasure in explaining to her would definitely put her in prison as
well as ending her nascent political career before it had properly
begun. Not that he wanted to end her political career, far from it
in fact. Wayne wanted to help her with her political aspirations.
all she had to do for her part was to ensure that their political
preferences coincided. it did admittedly take a fair old time
before Henrietta Harrison-Evans was quite up to speed regarding
that point.

To Wayne's
enormous pleasure, Henrietta was the perfect student for
Re-education. She'd been installed in Larch Grove for a short
period and been subjected to a very intense regime to convince her
that her strongly held beliefs were, in fact, nonsense. The
enjoyment for Wayne, and Sir Bernard naturally, was that Henrietta
was particularly intransigent. She howled and shrieked and fought
with her tutors to such an extent that she was well on course to
achieve the impressive distinction of being the most caned young
woman ever to pass through Larch Grove's intimidating doors. Wayne
for his part just loved her more and more. Who wanted a compliant
victim? He certainly didn't, he had plans for her and they didn't
involve breaking her spirit, merely modifying it, refining it, and
then pointing it at his designated target. The President of the
Union of Students was going to make her Union a close ally of the
New Government. Rather than constantly butting heads with the
ruling Party, the UoS would become political partners with them.
Kevin and Sir Bernard both knew that to achieve this difficult feat
would need someone within brains, charisma and extra-ordinary
will-power. Step forward Miss Henrietta Harrison-Evans, the
blue-blooded revolutionary.

He pulled her
off his cock with a distinct popping noise and looked into her
beautiful green eyes. He reached down a slapped her cheek gently
with his erect member, not for any particular reason, he just
enjoyed doing it. Part of the pleasure was the look of sheer
repressed fury that she still gave him. Quite clearly she deeply
resented having to kneel and give a working-class oik like him a
blow-job. He could see the cogs whirring, she was rich, beautiful,
well-connected and extremely privileged. She'd attended a very
well-known school and then spent three years swanning around a
famous university. She wanted for nothing, she'd never had to work
and she socialised with the rich and famous. Why then was she
blowing a man that had neither looks nor money or indeed anything
useful to her that she could exploit.? Wayne smiled at her again
and then balanced the length of his penis down the bridge of her
nose. It was one of his favourite positions, he had several
pictures of her in that pose. Her phone and her laptop had proved
enormously interesting to Wayne, in fact he had half a dozen of her
contacts under surveillance right now.

"So, Etta, how
are you keeping?" He asked conversationally.

He saw another
flash of rage. He knew he hated being referred to as Etta, which
was of course why he did it.

"I'm very well
thank you, sir," even her perfectly-modulated, cut-glass English
accent was extremely stimulating to him. his penis quivered
slightly as if in confirmation of the fact.

"Did you enjoy
you're latest stint in Re-education?"

He was amused
to notice that she'd gone very slightly cross-eyed from having to
stare at his swollen cock. Having to keep her eyes open in
situations like this was mandatory.

"Y...yes,
sir."

"How many is
that now, two?"

"Three,
sir."

He smiled down
at her and tapped her nose again.

"That, I'm
afraid, is what happens to naughty, disobedient little girls, Etta.
Although I'm sure you're beginning to realise that now, being so
clever and everything?"

She looked into
his dark, mocking eyes. Did he even begin to realise how much she
hated him, she wondered? He was incredibly chauvinistic and
condescending, she was fairly sure he was uneducated as well. He
didn't sound like anybody she knew, had he even gone to university?
And yet here she was on her knees in front of him. At first she'd
been utterly contemptuous, she was pretty well-known in the media,
daddy was fairly well-off, surely it wouldn't be long before the
Liberal feminist support rode to her rescue. But for some reason it
just hadn't happened. She'd been kept in a tiny, stinking cell for
two days without seeing any sort of legal representative. Then
she'd been hauled off to stand in front of a magistrate who, after
listening to her case for a good ten minutes, sentenced to her a
spell of Re-education. Within the hour she was being stripped,
de-loused, internally inspected and then dressed in the
Re-education centre's demeaning version of a schoolgirl uniform.
She'd been kept there for exactly thirty days and she remembered
pretty much all of them. The shouting, the bullying, the frequent
and humiliating uniform inspections, the spankings that she'd
received every single day, the frequent strappings, she'd even been
caned for God's sake. Caned for 'talking back' to a stupid woman
who was explaining to her why feminism was a misguided concept.
Caned for swearing at a fascist when he pinched her backside during
PE. Caned in front of the entire Re-education centre for 'numerous
uniform violations' by the large, unpleasant Warden.

When she'd
completed her sentence she was secretly quite proud of herself.
She'd shown those bastards! Daddy would be so proud of her for
standing up to the pigs. Rather than being released back to the
warm bosom of her family however, she was delivered back to the
shitty little office which she now realised was some sort of New
Government HQ. The difference to her first visit was that now she
still retained her embarrassing uniform and her hands had been
cuffed behind her. A hand on her elbow steered her through busy
corridors where nobody paid her the slightest attention. A
handcuffed young women being bundled along by a guard was clearly
not that unusual in this building. Behind the desk this time was
the youngish man she'd spoken to last time and a much older, more
senior looking figure.

"Ahh, Miss
Harrison-Evans. You're well I hope?"

She glared at
him, hoping her contempt both for him and the fascist organisation
he represented was clear.

"I asked you a
question Miss Harrison-Evans?" His tone was a little sharper now,
it helped remind her why she was there.

"Yes, I am well
thank you...sir."

She added the
last word as reluctantly as possible. Both men turned slightly to
look at each other. The older raised his eyebrows a little.

"I must say, Mr
Jones, that I'm a little bit surprised. Didn't you assure me that
the young lady was amenable?"

It was Wayne's
turn to glare at the girl.

"I apologise if
I gave that impression, Mr Smith. Clearly I was mistaken.. I'll
sort out the requisite authorisation if you'll just give me a
minute."

He stood up and
left, leaving just the girl and Sir Bernard. He carefully looked
her up and down. My word, she was an attractive little spitfire! He
was already quite impressed with her, he knew she'd spent 30 days
in the Larch Grove Re-education Centre but that hardly appeared to
have dented her spirit or her pride. He nodded to himself, yes
really quite impressive.

"What are we to
do with you, young lady?" Asked Sir Bernard Pomfrett in his
deceptively mild voice.

"I'd suggest
you apologise before you let me go. That is unless you actually
want my father's lawyers to kick your withered old arse?"

Sir Bernard
couldn't help but smile at the optimism and fearlessness of youth.
Despite her experiences at Larch Grove, the best parts of which
he'd enjoyed enormously on his very high definition, two metre TV
while being expertly sucked by his new parlour-maid, Henrietta
Harrison-Evans simply refused to lower her green eyes.

"I rather think
that you're optimism is misplaced, young lady."

"What do you
mean, misplaced?"

"What makes you
think you're being released?"

"I've been in
your shithole prison for thirty days, I've served my ridiculous,
trumped-up sentence, and as soon as I'm out of here my legal
representative will be here."

Sir Bernard
shuffled some papers on his desk.

"Ms Fiona
Broughton?"

"Wh..., yes.
Fiona is my family's lawyer."

"Well there's
good news and bad news I'm afraid."

"What do you
mean?"

He could see
from her face the first stirrings that something might be
amiss.

"The good news
is that you don't have to worry about waiting for Ms Broughton,
she's already here."

Henrietta
visibly relaxed.

"The bad news
is that she's in a cell just down from here awaiting trial. She'll
be sentenced this morning in fact, isn't that a coincidence?

For the first
time he could recall, the red-haired aristocrat looked unsure of
herself. At that moment the door opened to admit a grim-faced Wayne
Jarvis."

"Ah, Mr Jones,
everything ready"

"It is, Mr
Smith, signed and sealed by the Judge. I've informed Transport,
they'll be here very shortly."

Henrietta
looked from one to the other.

"B...but...
what's going on? I want to speak with someone. I demand..."

"Do be quiet
you silly little girl. You'll be speaking to the Warden later this
afternoon. I'm sure he'll be very interested in listening to what
you have to say."

Wayne
flourished the paper in his hand.

"I'm afraid,
Miss Harrison-Evans than neither my colleague or I think you've
reached the desired stage of repentance. We've informed the Judge
who has decided to send you back to Larch Grove for a further 30
days of self-reflection."

Her face was a
joy to behold, at least as far as the two gentlemen were concerned.
She appeared to be crimson with shock and fury.

"You can't do
that you fucking fascist bastards! You just can't do that!!" She
shrieked.

Sir Bernard
giggled in his own high-pitched way. He did so enjoy these sorts of
situations. He watched as the woman turned and made for the door.
She grabbed the handle and pulled fiercely, twisting and turning
it. She hammered on the door and screamed to be let out. Neither
Sir Bernard nor Wayne paid her any attention, they'd been in this
position before and both knew the door was locked and the room
soundproofed. It was quite amusing to contrast her present panic
with the cool exterior she had presented the first time she'd been
in the office. She returned to the desk.

"Look,
Mr...err...Jones. What is it you want from me? What do you want me
to do....please?"

Wayne looked at
her with a slight smile, she looked so cute in her little uniform
that he was tempted to relent and tell her what it was he actually
wanted. But that of course wasn't a part of the plan. There was a
sudden rap at the door and her eyes widened in fear.

"Please,
please...there must be something..."

Sir Bernard
pressed the hidden door release button under the desk and it opened
to reveal the two gentlemen who had carried out her original
'interview'. With a little squeal, Henrietta ran away and tried to
defend herself by squeezing into a corner of the room. At a signal
the two men grabbed her and brought her spluttering and protesting
to stand in front of their bosses.

"Henrietta
Harrison-Evans, you are hereby committed to the care of Larch Grove
Re-education Centre for a period of thirty days. This meeting will
reconvene on that day. Take her away please gentlemen."

The girl kicked
and fought but she was no match for the two large New Government
men. She screamed loudly and begged to be released before shouting
out curses at the top of her voices.

"Cuffs, I
think, chaps. And a gag perhaps if you have one?"

The dark-haired
one produced a red ball-gag like a conjurer producing a rabbit and
took a handful of Henrietta's hair before buckling the device
tightly around her head. All that remained were a series of
indignant, high-pitched, muffled protests.

"Goodbye, Miss
Harrison-Jones, until we meet again."

Henrietta
remembered being bent over so that her head was looking at the
floor and then marched out of the room and into the waiting van.
The thirty days back at Larch Grove had been an absolute nightmare,
the staff had taken her return as a personal affront. Every
punishment seemed longer and more intense than her first visit.
This time she tried desperately hard to avoid upsetting the staff,
but it was so difficult. She had, she realised now, led a charmed
existence. She'd been fawned over by her teachers and deferred to
by her parents and friends to such an extent that she inhabited a
world in which she was the central character. Her views and
opinions were so sought after and uncritically accepted that
naturally she assumed that was always going to be the case.
Unfortunately no one at Larch Grove was interested in listening to
the whining of a spoiled, entitled brat and were certainly not
worried about letting her know.

The thirty days
had passed with agonising slowness. This time they'd allowed a
visit, her mother and father and sister had been allowed sixty
minutes with her. That had proved another mortifying experience for
all four of them. Henrietta had suffered a very thorough strapping
earlier that morning and could only squirm uncomfortably on her
hard wooden stool. Her sister sat for the entire hour with tears
streaming down her cheeks. Her parents were shocked by her new
appearance but battled bravely to try and hide their emotion. They
had, they told her, been instructed to tell her friends and the
rest of the family that she was enjoying a well-earned break before
taking up her post with the Union. Once they'd gone, Henrietta
began to realise how powerful the New Government was. The meeting
had clearly been organised to let her know easily they could
control her entire family. Her father was rich and had been
politically powerful but they'd made him attend a humiliating
meeting with his eldest daughter in a Re-education centre. how easy
would it be to arrest her sister on some nebulous excuse and have
her sent to this bloody place as well?

She made
herself buckle down and accept Larch Grove's disciplinary regime.
She tried very hard with her 'yes sir's' and her 'no miss's to
satisfy the demands of the teachers and the wardens. She was
released for a second time into the tender mercies of her two NG
inquisitors who made her sat in between the two of them in the back
of a Ministry car. She was groped and squeezed and belittled for
almost the entire journey until once again she was ushered back up
the concrete steps and into the bleak New Government building. It
was as if time had stood still, she was led into the same office to
be greeted by the same two men, who were probably dressed in much
the same clothes as they had been for her first interview with
them. This time she sat compliantly as they outlined what they
actually wanted from her. She, in her role as President, was going
to ensure that her Union of Students would be a big supporter of
the New Government. The older of the two, 'Mr Smith' explained
slowly and carefully how the New Government had 'big plans' for the
UK's student population and that she was to be complicit in those
plans and how it would be much easier if the two organisations were
'friendly' as he put it.

She tried so
hard, but she just couldn't help herself. Despite the threats and
the intimidation she launched a furious, foul-mouthed tirade and
was once again frogmarched from the room. Back to terrifying,
humiliating Larch Grove. more punishments, more intimidation. Just
fourteen more days this time, but a public twenty-four stroke
caning in front of the rest of the inmates as requested by Mr
Smith. She fought and kicked as she was strapped across the wooden
block that was used specifically for the purpose of punishing the
more recalcitrant girls. As she screamed and twisted and the stick
bit remorselessly into her backside she finally admitted to herself
that she was beaten. There was nothing to stop then keeping her
here and caning her every day if they wanted. When her two week
lesson was over she had been returned yet again to the little
office.

This time she
agreed to the demands of the two men. They made her kneel and
promise that she was now 'their girl' as they put it. When she'd
done as they requested the older of the two left without a word and
she was still on her knees in front of the younger one. With a
smile he tousled her hair and told her that now he wanted physical
proof of her repentance.

"Eyes on me at
all times please, Etta. I'm sure the Re-education centre has taught
you the basics?'

"Yes, sir."

"Carry on
then."

With a heavy
heart she reached up for the zip of his trousers.


Chapter 45

 


Lilly gasped
with effort as she ran down the pavement, she could feel her
ponytail banging between her shoulder blades and her short skirt
fluttering dangerously high up her thighs. She couldn't afford to
ease off because she didn't have the time. She pushed herself the
last couple of hundred metres silently praying there wouldn't be a
queue at the coffee shop. In her sweaty palm she carried the exact
money for three skinny lattes. She panted as she pushed open the
door, thankfully there were only a couple of people in front of
her. As she stood and waited her turn she reflected on her decision
to accept the offer made by Johnson and Landers last month. She
realised of course that had been their plan all along. They didn't
want to actually send her somewhere up North of course, that had
merely been a bluff. What they actually wanted was to keep her
close so that everyone would see her still working in broadcasting,
Keep her in the public eye so that all her former colleagues and
friends, and enemies for that matter could snigger at her as she
scurried around the vast sets that comprised the NGBC's new
infrastructure in her humiliating Blackfriars uniform with hair
tied in a long single plait with a flamboyant yellow ribbon that
succeeded in its intention of drawing attention to her.

She had lost
track of the number of people who took pictures of her or demanded
that she pose for selfies with her. Even now in the cafe she could
tell that people recognised her and were talking about her. She
tried self-consciously to pull the brim of her incongruous straw
boater further down over her face., but she could still hear the
whispers.

"Isn't that
what's her name...you know, used to read the news."

"That can't be
Lilly Geoghan, can it?"

"What's she
doing dressed like that?"

Ashamed she
kept her eyes glued to her shiny, brown sandals. The whole scheme
had been concocted by those New Government bastards for exactly
this reason. What would be the advantage of sending someone as
well-known as her to a God-forsaken work camp? Now she was kept
like some sort of house-trained puppy on a lead, a living breathing
example of how power had shifted from the previous left-wing
establishment to the New Government version of it. She had become a
warning to all women of her class and her background, submit to the
New Government...or else. As she got to the front of the queue, the
spotty youth behind the counter smiled at her derisively before
taking her order.

"What name
shall I put on the cup?"

"Lillian Nicole
Geoghan, please sir"

She squirmed in
embarrassment as she always did. Making her tell them her full name
just so they could call it out when her coffees were ready was
deeply humiliating. Having to call a teenager 'sir' was mortifying.
But she simply daren't refuse, her official role at the NGBC was a
runner, the lowest of the low, and consequently she was subject to
the strictest discipline. If she got any part of the order wrong
she'd be spanked. If she was even a minute late in delivering any
of the drinks, she'd be spanked, which was why she was running down
the street at her age. She had to press a button on the office
computer whenever she left her designated workspace and then press
it again when she returned. She would often have to explain to a
superior, which was just about anybody, exactly how she'd spent
that particular time away from her desk.

"Please, miss.
i was in the bathroom, miss."

"Please, sir. I
was running an errand, sir. "

And her
spankings were hardly ever a private affair. She was simply told to
put her hands on her knees and stick her backside out while her
punisher slapped her backside, wherever and whenever that might be.
It wasn't a coincidence that she was called whenever a visitor to
NGBC was due, the amount of people she actually knew and who
witnessed her shame as she served coffee or tidied up the place or
was despatched to find a pen, was quite incredible. Even those
she'd never met before usually recognised her when they were
introduced. That was a part of the whole, humiliating exercise she
realised, that everyone she met would no doubt pass along the story
of how Lilly Geoghan, former newsreader and darling of the EBC was
now a gofer.

The upside was
that she was free to return to her family every evening. Even now
she heard stories of how some of her colleagues had resisted the
pressure from the New Government and had been despatched to some
far-flung corner of the country. Hurried, whispered conversations
with sympathetic former colleagues revealed that one of her
friends, Ayeesha, another former presenter was now helping to dig
ditches in rural Norfolk. Lilly shuddered whenever she thought of
the refined, petite former Cambridge graduate up to her knees in
mud and filth as she laboured away in a field somewhere. She
couldn't imagine a less appropriate job for the unfortunate Indian
woman, but always in the back of her mind was the realisation that
it could easily have been her fate had she been injudicious enough
to turn down the NGBC. As it was she could still involve herself in
family life and only occasionally was she required to work
weekends. The loss of her EBC salary was enough to force the family
to downsize somewhat, they'd had to move to a smaller house and
sell one of the family cars, but even so, it wasn't quite farm
work. In a sense she was grateful to the New Government, which
perversely made her hate it even more.


Chapter 46

 


Emily scurried
around the kitchen making sure everything was just so before daddy
returned home from work. The sudden loss of her mother had
bewildered her at first. She realised now just how much she'd
relied on her. A month ago she'd come home to an empty house which
in itself was not unusual. However her mother simply didn't come
back to the house that evening. It transpired that she'd been sent
to a Re-education centre at the behest of her employer. At first
she couldn't get her head around the fact, why had her clever,
professionally qualified high-achieving mother been sent to a place
as dreadful as Southfields? it just didn't make any sense. Not very
long ago she was a partner or something in the firm. Then she'd
been demoted for some reason that Emily didn't quite understand and
now she'd been sent for Re-education! Emily wasn't even sure what
the term implied, but it certainly didn't sound good. What was
wrong with her original education, she had A levels from a good
school and a degree from a prestigious university. What was she
going to learn at Southfields? Emily just didn't know, the
uncertainty of it all was making her very emotional. What was wrong
with her nowadays? She always seemed to be crying. She glanced
anxiously at her watch, daddy would be home soon. At least he was
one certainty in her life, something, someone she could rely on
after all the recent upheavals in her young life.

The rattle of
the key in the front door made her jump, daddy was home. She
quickly scampered around to the front door in order to hang up his
raincoat for him. It was absolutely pouring with rain outside. Her
own uniform was still slightly damp from journey home from school
but she hadn't been given permission to remove it and therefore her
blouse and knickers stuck to her skin slightly. She didn't have her
own car any more of course, that had been sold long ago. Daddy had
explained that since her mother's demotion they could no longer
afford to run two cars. Daddy casually took a hold of one of her
buttock cheeks as she turned to hang up the fawn Mac.

"Everything
okay, poppet? Did you miss me?"

Weirdly she had
missed him, it seemed sometimes that he was all she had left. But
that's how much things had changed in the Longmuir household. A
year ago she would probably have slapped him if he'd taken a hold
of her backside in that over-familiar way, she would definitely
shouted at him for having the nerve to call her 'poppet'. But even
that humiliating nickname seemed... appropriate somehow. His hand
slipped beneath her shamefully short gymslip skirt and groped her
again through her knickers.

"You're a bit
damp down there, poppet. Have you been up to something?"

It was said in
a half-joking manner, but Emily knew better than to ignore him.

"N...no, daddy.
I'm still wet from the rain, I think."

He reached a
hand out and stroked her damp hair, noticing the rather wilted
ribbon as he did so.

"Hmmm, you're
right. I think what we need is a nice, hot bath, don't you?"

She looked at
him aghast. She really, really hated having a 'nice, hot bath'. She
hadn't always hated bathing of course. She used to luxuriate in the
bath for hours, listening to her music or reading, or as she got
older, investigating her own body and enjoying the reactions she
could produce. But Kevin merely patted her bottom gently.

"Up you go,
poppet."

Reluctantly,
but not reluctantly enough so that he'd spank her, she made her way
upstairs to her miserable little bedroom. She undressed quickly,
her slightly too small blue school shirt, slightly too small navy
blue school knickers and little white ankle socks were despatched
to the washing basket. Her navy blazer and tie were hung up along
with her pleated blue skirt. She quickly removed the blue ribbon
from her hair and slowly padded over to the bathroom. He was in
there of course, running the bath for her as he liked to do now.
She stood naked and uncertain, waiting for him to turn around and
tell her what to do. Eventually he did so, she tried not to
shudder, he didn't like that at al. He reached out and took a hold
of one of her little breasts, squeezing it and rolling it between
his fingers. She tried desperately not to cry, he didn't like her
to do that either, so she just stood there uncomplainingly. His
hand dropped to the tangle of hair between her legs, he curled a
finger and wrapped a few around it. He pulled gently and led her to
the enamel bath tub. He released her and allowed her to climb into
the six inches of tepid water that he'd prepared. She sat down and
waited, he dipped a plastic beaker full of water over her hair and
she shivered. Several more followed until she was thoroughly wet,
he took some shampoo. Before he rubbed it into her hair he
suggested that she shut close her eyes as if she was a child. He
shampooed her very thoroughly, enjoying the feel of her sleek, wet
hair in his fingers.

She sat without
a murmur, what else could she do? A couple of nights ago he'd made
her snuggle up to him on the settee and allowed her to watch
television with him. She did wonder why at first, but after a few
minutes it all became clear. The show was one of those that had
become so popular recently. it involved a girl of about her age and
showed what happened when she disobeyed her parents and teachers.
She was disciplined of course, spanked and caned in her case, but
the show ended with her parents seemingly being unable to cope and
the girl being visited by a Public Service Inspector. Following a
ferocious beating with a large gym shoe she was seen being
handcuffed and loaded onto a van which bore the name of the local
re-education centre. The message couldn't have been more clear if
he'd bellowed it into her ear. If she disobeyed him, that could be
the fate that awaited her as well.

"Stand up."

The terse order
brought her back to reality. She slowly obeyed, making sure not to
cover her sex. He didn't like that either, usually he'd slap one of
her legs for 'disobedience'. Kevin soaped his own hand and then
slid it straight between her parted legs. He smiled to himself as
she twitched nervously, surreptitiously trying to remove his
invasive fingers without being too obvious about it. He bunched his
fist and slid it ever so slowly backwards, brushing against her
well-lathered sex. He was rewarded with a barely audible sniff of
shame. He smiled again, it was almost inconceivable that this
little chit of a thing had made his life a living hell all those
months ago. He slipped his hand forwards and extended the middle
finger, he ran it the length of her labial lips enjoying her
squirming hips and sudden intake of breath. The tip of his digit
located her hooded clitoris and began to tease it, slowly backwards
and forwards, round and round.


"P...please..."

He removed his
hand from between her legs and gave her a very sharp slap across
the centre of the nearest flushed, pink buttock cheek.

"Ohhhooooww,"
she squealed gratifyingly and gyrated her backside.

"Did you say
something, dear?" He asked mildly.

"N...no, daddy.
Sorry, daddy."

He slapped her
other cheek just to make sure.

"Owowowow!" And
enjoyed another similar reaction.

"Hands on head,
Emily."

This time he
soaped both hands and watched amused as she tried to indicate
through the medium of squirming, that she'd be a good little girl
for daddy. He knelt by her side so that his head was level with her
belly button and then used his left hand to invade her delicious
little cunny. This time his fingers were a little more invasive and
soon, despite herself, she was grinding her own sex against him.
Using his right hand he stroked and patted her perfect, glowing,
half-moon buttocks. As she began to pant a little he slid the
forefinger of his left hand into the inviting crease of her
backside and then ever so slowly downwards until he found her cute
little starfish. He rotated his finger and simultaneously increased
his ministrations with his other hand. She bucked a little, he
pushed more firmly until he felt his finger insert into her anus.
She was certainly making more noise now. He increased the speed and
pressure on her clit and slid his finger in and out of her anus. He
could feel her starting to cum. Just a little more...just a little
more. She came with a little squeal and he felt the rapid
contractions as she did so.

She stood on
rubbery legs as he soaped a flannel and began to thoroughly wash
her. She enjoyed the release of sexual tension that was pent up in
her teenage body, but why did it have to be her stepfather? Why
wasn't this happening with her boyfriend somewhere? She knew the
answer to that of course. Kevin had sent her former boyfriend
packing months ago and was now 'taking responsibility for her' as
he euphemistically put it. She wasn't allowed to see boys anymore,
she wasn't allowed to speak to them either unless it was absolutely
necessary. Daddy had been most insistent about that. Once she was
washed to his satisfaction he helped her out of the tub and took a
towel to her quite vigorously.

"Finish off
here, dear. Give the bath a rinse. I'll be waiting for you in the
bedroom."

"Yes,
daddy."

This was the
worst part. once she'd finished tidying the bathroom he'd be
waiting for her in her room. Some nights he made her lie on her
tummy on a pile of pillows and spank or even paddle her until she
screamed, other nights he might just dress her in her tight,
juvenile pyjamas and lead her downstairs. Some nights it was a
perfunctory kiss to the forehead and she'd be tucked in her bed
despite the fact it was still light outside. The worst was when he
took out his thing and made her kneel between her legs and suck it.
She had to be very careful then, if she got even a little drop of
his salty, unpleasant stuff on herself, he'd take her back into the
bathroom and go through the whole bathing ritual again, but this
time with more slapping and no more release. She pushed open the
door to her room. Piled in the centre of the bed were her pillows,
in his hand he carried an oval wooden bat. Unable to stop the flow
of tears she quickly obeyed, feeling the cool evening air on her
exposed cheeks.

"You're getting
just the six, poppet. if you're a good girl and behave yourself
I'll put you in your pyjamas and we can watch some TV and have a
cup of cocoa together. But If you're a wilful , disobedient little
girl, then it's straight to bed. Understood, poppet?"

"Y...yes,
d...daddy."

"Count them for
me poppet, and don't forget to thank me."

He raised the
formidable paddle over his head. She certainly didn't look like a
spoiled brat anymore. Her mother would be so pleased.


Chapter 47

 


Susan tried to
ignore the smiles and sniggers as she made her way down the
pavement. She knew what she must look like to the many people they
passed. She was wearing an extremely inappropriate Alice-style
dress that was too tight and too short for a woman of her mature
years. It was white and a peculiar shade of bright yellow, it had a
rounded collar in white and short, puffed sleeves also trimmed with
white lace. She wore tiny little white ankle socks trimmed with
yellow ribbons and a pair of school-type brown sandals. Under her
straw boater, her hair had been put into ringlets and tied off with
bright yellow ribbons and as a final touch she wore a pair of
little white gloves. To make matters worse, if that was remotely
possible, she was holding hands with another woman who was dressed
in an identical way. Behind them they could hear the women who
ruled their lives chatting and complimenting each other on the
appearance of their 'girls'. Miss Bryony's guests had been those
dreadful old dykes, Miss Scott and Miss Gill, and they'd brought
with them their new 'girl' who was at least thirty. Her name was
apparently Mandy, but truth be told it could have been anything
that the two dykes approved of.

The five of
them had just left church and were on the way to get ice creams for
the 'girls'. The two of them studiously avoided looking at each
other, although both clearly realised what a spectacle they were
making of themselves. But that, unfortunately for them, was the new
reality for many thousands of women trapped by the New Government's
new raft of rules and regulations. Ostensibly for their support and
protection the new legislature had quite the opposite effect. Women
could now be legitimately hounded out of work and into the arms of
an uncaring State. Women weren't made redundant any more, they were
sacked usually without a reference. Unemployment benefits were now
almost impossible for women to access. Single women had almost no
rights. Former professional unmarried women like Susan and Mandy
now had to take whatever they could take to avoid the ultimate
shame and humiliation of being confined in one of the many hundreds
of workhouses that had sprung up all over the country. Even a
horribly menial job such a domestic that came with accommodation
was pretty much the only aspiration for many of them and there was
extraordinary competition for those sort of roles. Both of them
prayed regularly for an end to their respective daily nightmares,
but slowly and like so many others they were becoming resigned to
their fate.


Chapter 48

 


Meanwhile, Sir
Bernard and Wayne sat in their luxuriously appointed office and
plotted their next move. The many polls that the New Government had
commissioned had almost all signalled that the Leader still had
extraordinarily high levels of personal approval. The latest poll
of voting intentions had shown that the Party commanded almost 60%
of the popular vote. The Leader had indicated however that he
wanted that percentage to be higher, considerably higher in fact.
He had called Sir Bernard Pomfrett into a very private meeting and
the two of them had agreed a course of action to increase the
Party's share of the vote to previously unheard of levels. As a
reward for their three hours of discussions, Wayne and Sir Bernard
allowed themselves a break to watch a news item regarding Henrietta
Harrison-Evans being confirmed as the Leader of the Union of
Students in front of a crowd of adoring supporters. When the NGBC
reporter wondered rhetorically if that was merely the first act in
her burgeoning political career. Sir Bernard turned to his protégé,
both smiled in amusement and anticipation. There was so much work
to do, but so much to look forward to as well.

 


THE END
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