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Chapter 1

Bucking and bouncing lustily like an untamed beast, the four-ton army truck hurtled down the dusty lanes that threaded deepest Worcestershire under the late summer sun of 1940. In the back, under the flapping canvas cover, Emily winced. The lanes running between the low hedgerows twisted and turned, forcing the lorry to hug every tight corner with a fierce affection and all eight wheels soaked up the dry ruts and sudden potholes. Already Emily's soft, plump bottom was tenderly bruised. The lorry sped along. It bore no identification plates other than the single golden triangle of Special Operations. Only the driver knew its final destination.

Emily glanced out from the gloom of her canvas-covered shade. She watched the narrow lane retreating in a cloud of pale dust. On either side, the ragged hedgerows burgeoned with late-flowering honeysuckle, wild woodbine and a peppering of scarlet poppies. Beyond these battlements of hawthorn, acres of apple orchards spread out as far as her eye could see. Neat ranks of apple trees already swollen with the ripe promise of a heavy harvest. Tending to these trees were groups of pretty land girls: willing young women from the war-torn towns and cities sacrificing their September for the common good. Lithe, supple-thighed girls, some swathed in taut white drill vests and tight cotton shorts which moulded their superb bodies deliriously. Emily smiled as she suddenly thought of the impudent, nodding poppies grazing and tickling the inner thighs of these office workers, factory hands and shop girls as they stood, laughing, hip high among these alien fields.

Happy, lissome girls, who stretched up to wave at the speeding lorry. Emily noticed that several were in regulation issue brassieres which bulged promisingly as they stooped back down to their patriotic labours.

It was hot. The heat dripped; oozing down and drenching everything like honey spindling down from a sticky, fissured comb. The sun was well past its zenith. Four o'clock. Perhaps five. Sweat pearls collected down Emily's throat, glistening on her pale skin and collecting in the softly-shadowed valley of her cleavage between her rounded breasts. Yes, she thought, catching a glimpse of the lengthening shadows of the apple trees. It must be tea time. Soon the noisy land girls would be gathering under scant shade to sink their white teeth into whiter bread smeared no doubt with crimson strawberry jam. Lips, red, sweet lips - made redder and sweeter by the luscious jam - would soon be moistened with strong tea, taken cold from bottles and flasks. Emily licked her lips. The dust had parched them. Her throat felt dry.

The lorry sped on through yet another sleeping hamlet. Though it was Sunday and tea time, the bells suspended in the squat, Saxon church tower remained mute. Another silent village, where no evensong bells rang out. Silenced and stilled by the stern wartime regulations.

The heat! Emily wriggled, unaccustomed to the weight and the fit of her new attire. She had only been given the uniform yesterday after her interview and^ briefing in a Whitehall basement shelter. After a year as a civilian auxiliary carrying out general administration duties at the War Office she had been spotted, recruited and appointed. Now she was in uniform and under military law. She had tried on the uniform last night in her small hotel bedroom in blacked-out Bayswater. Before the long cheval mirror she had stood stark naked, her shapely body pale in its maidenly nudity under the single light bulb. Freshly bathed and roughly towelled so that her thighs glowed, she stood shivering slightly within a faint haze of lily-of-the-valley dusting powder that added a sheen to her gleaming loveliness.

Panties. Tight, white cotton. Her slender hands trembled as she drew them up slowly. The tight fabric cupped her buttocks quite fiercely until her fingertips eased the taut elastic waist. They felt strange, different. Not like the soft silken embrace into which her inner thighs had nestled just before the outbreak of hostilities. Or the prickly blue serge knickers that bit into her upper schoolgirl thighs. She had abandoned those with relish after boarding school and had just discovered the sensual pleasure of satin and silk against her young body when Hitler had seized Poland -turning her wardrobe, indeed her whole life, upside down.

Next came the regulation white brassiere. As the sparse night traffic crawled past her blacked-out Bayswater hotel, Emily had tremulously examined the wired cups. Designed to discipline and control the firm bosoms of proud young women as they strutted, joggled and squirmed their way through the rigours of basic drill, the regulation issue brassiere proved to be quite a change from the gentler embrace of the satin bustier Emily was obliged to discard for the duration. And the wired cups certainly gave her a more provocative cleavage, she thought as she gazed into the mirror. Indeed, the thrusting sudden swell of the uplift gave her a curious feeling of shy boldness.

Finally, once she had carefully woven the suspender belt around her slender waist and had gasped at the primitive pleasure of it biting into her creamy fleshy softness, she had tried the stockings. The seamed, bronzed stockings which she had first delicately smoothed out and dangled, then tenderly rolled up - stepping tremulously into their cool caress. A perfect fit, though clingingly taut along the length of her shapely legs. Legs soon swathed in the tight khaki skirt which Emily removed because of the oppressive heat of the night around her. A crisp khaki shirt blouse was quickly buttoned up to her throat and at the wrists. Then Emily guided her fingers through the unfamiliar motions of knotting a green wool tie. An olive-green beret, no badge but with the Special Operations gold triangle insignia, sat on top of her glorious cascade of brunette curls. Emily smiled ruefully. How rebellious they were - always refusing to submit to the loving discipline of the hairbrush with which she daily tamed them.

Finished. Apart from the skirt carefully folded over the back of a chair. But not quite. She flexed her fingers and wriggled them into a pair of supple olive-green leather gloves. Skirtless, Emily examined the overall effect. With her back to the mirror, and up on her stockinged toes, she peered anxiously over her shoulder. An attractive, deliriously pert bottom rewarded her gaze. Turning a quarter circle, she ruthlessly appraised her profile. The long legs, emphasised by the stretched nylons, rose up to firmly rounded thighs; the half-moon of the taut buttocks; the flat stomach and generously swelling breasts. At the top of her thigh, the darker band of honey-bronze stocking top delighted her, especially where it was drawn up into a tight triangle by the deep bite of her suspender. Turning full face, she gazed solemnly at the reflected image of her partly clad body. Legs firmly together - so close that her nylons rasped silkily, she stood smartly to attention.

As she attempted a snappy salute for future encounters with superior officers, her breasts rose in immediate response within their unfamiliar taut bondage of the brassiere. At ease, legs now slightly apart - her pubic mound peeping out between the parted curtain of her blouse - she adjusted her tie. Emily had skipped all military training and preparation, moving from her civilian status to Special Operations overnight. Her floppy salute, loose tie-knot and secret delight with the regulation issue underwear all betrayed her new status.

In her hotel room Emily had found the total effect pleasing, causing a warm, sensual surge to rise up within her, spreading slowly as it tingled throughout her freshly bathed and pampered body and kindle unformed and half-understood thoughts in her mind. In the mirror she noticed her lipstick and delicately painted nails. Forbidden for women under military law, she would have to be sure to remember to remove them. Gazing at her reflection, she studied the red nails of her left hand as they rested gently against the bronze of her stocking top. She had then swallowed hard, vaguely disturbed yet gently thrilled by those fleeting, unvoiced feelings and thoughts that prickled deep down within her.

A drone filled the air, equalling then quickly drowning the hum of the army truck's engine. Emily looked up into the clear blue sky. The other passenger, a slightly older blonde who had been asleep, catlike, since London, joined Emily at the wooden tailboard.

'Dornier,' she hissed.

The lorry, as if overhearing the blonde, skidded and squealed to a juddering halt. Thick dust blinded both young women.

'Out,' snapped the blonde. 'Run. Into the field.'

Emily did not need a second bidding. Already the drone of the browsing Dornier grew into a rising whine as the light Nazi bomber dipped inquisitively to investigate the solitary army truck below. Emily stormed bodily through the hedge, cursing the thicket as it tore and scratched her blouse and nylons. Under the third apple tree in the orchard she knelt and then steadied herself as she squinted up into the sky once more. The approaching Dornier, now in a shallow dive, filled the air. A thin whistling noise arrowed down towards her from the sky above. The blonde, breathing heavily, knelt down immediately behind Emily and, clutching her by the shoulders, forced the young brunette face down into the softly yielding sedge. A dull crump pounded through the orchard, and for several seconds apples, leaves and speckles of dry soil rained down to pepper the two young women. The air hung heavy with the sour stench of cordite.

'The next one will be closer. Head down,' commanded the blonde, now at full stretch herself and covering Emily completely as she covered and shielded the body of the younger woman. Emily felt the woman's heavy breasts squashing into her shoulders, the flat, firm stomach pressing into her back knd the firmly rounded weight of the thighs straddling and pinioning her soft, unresisting buttocks.

The silvery voice of a Merlin engine rose like a choirboy's Te Deum. The Spitfire, scrambled from Daventry, roared across the Worcestershire sky, glinting with assured menace in the evening sun. Guns spat, barking their sharp anger. Emily squirmed and strained to look up to see her first dogfight but she felt the firm controlling hand of the uniformed blonde astride her, pinning her by the nape of her neck down once more into the soft sward.

'Shrapnel. Keep down,' came the crisp, terse command.

Effectively imprisoned within the firm thighs of the woman above her, Emily could only obey the stern orders submissively and be content with listening to and imagining the unfolding drama high above her in the cloudless sky.

The Dornier peeled away, its engines coughing and spluttering after the punishment meted out by the furious Spitfire. Moments later, as it moaned away towards the east, the engines spluttered, coughed and died. Later still, a dull explosion. Silence returned to the orchard. A skylark soared to trill, filling the sudden eerie silence with his sweet cascade of tumbling notes. Emily stirred softly within her confines of warm flesh. Never before had her body been so closely pressed, so firmly mastered, by another's intimate proximity. The lusty roar of the Spitfire neared, throbbed heavily above them for a split second then ebbed, snarling slightly in protest as the pilot cartwheeled into a swaggering victory roll.

Emily eased herself up onto her feet and stood uncertainly, brushing crushed cowslips and bruised clover from her stained and rumpled uniform. A firm pair of hands clasped her around the waist, paused, and then almost lingeringly brushed her hips and thighs. Emily turned and saw the blonde, an NCO, gazing up at her with clear, startlingly violet eyes.

'Damn close thing, that. Daventry should have scrambled earlier. Still, that Spit had him for supper. Good show.'

Emily nodded and smiled weakly, still dazed by both the speed and the danger of recent events. Up to that moment, the war had not reached her directly. Raids on London simply meant a dutiful descent into Ministry shelters until the all-clear later.

The blonde NCO, still kneeling, deftly straightened Emily's skirt, rose gracefully and patted Emily's soft bottom gently.

'Back into the lorry. We should make it by dusk. Driver,' she called, loudly. The driver, a dark-eyed, slender girl in olive green fatigues, emerged from a dry ditch and grinned. She was fetchingly speckled with white hawthorn petals and looked more like a bashful bride than an army mechanic.

'Let's get going,' the NCO ordered in a tone of natural, easy authority. The driver nodded, pulling a twig from her cropped hair.

Back on board the four tonner, Emily breathed a deep sigh of relief and rested her head back against the taut canvas. She closed her eyes. The engine growled into life and the lorry lurched off.

'Cigarette?'

Emily opened her eyes and shook her head. The blonde shrugged. Emily, changing her mind, suddenly smiled shyly and nodded. Slightly overawed by the cool, dominant officer, she did not wish to offend her in any way. Or displease her. Emily suddenly shivered as the vague uneasy notion of the consequences of displeasing her companion flickered through her subconscious. The blonde placed a second cigarette in between her scarlet lips, lit it from the cigarette she was already smoking, drew upon it heavily and then plucked it from her mouth and passed it across to Emily. The lorry bounced at that precise moment, causing Emily to steady her lurch with both hands. The cool blonde, unperturbed, leaned forwards and placed the cigarette, its end smudged with red lipstick, in between Emily's slightly trembling lips.

Red lipstick. Drained by her recent excitement and shock, the words echoed somewhere deep inside Emily's tired brain. A stern whisper seemed to be warning her about the perils and dangers of the forbidden red lipstick.

Suddenly Emily's belly fluttered as a stabbing memory flooded back to overwhelm her.

Red lipstick. She was back in her boarding school. Four full summers ago. A little money had come through for her seventeenth birthday. It was a wet Thursday. Morning lessons, a desultory lunch of cod and boiled potatoes and then a free half-day spent in the nearby market town. Groups of giggling girls. Emily had slipped into Wool-worths and bought a sixpenny lipstick. Later, back in her empty dormitory, she had plied the red lipstick to her parted lips. Enthralled, she had vamped before her clouded looking glass, flickering the tip of her tongue over her glossy lower lip. Then, in a corner of the smudged glass, a movement. The dorm prefect - whose say and sway was absolute!

Emily's heart had stopped still before resuming with a flurrying flood of thumps. Then, the prefect's firm hand on Emily's shoulder, the pale thin fingers squeezing her flesh. Emily - apologising and protesting. The prefect, a perfect swine, ordered Emily to her bed. It was the third bed down from the door, which the prefect returned to close firmly. The sound of it clicking shut sent a tremor down her tingling inner thighs. Emily approached her bed, burdened by the certain doom of her imminent punishment. Prefects were free to administer chastisements to all they considered deserving of such punishment. This particular prefect, Emily knew from dorm gossip, dispensed sharp, severe and memorable correction.

'Up onto your bed.'

Emily kicked off her slippers and mounted her bed. The cold evening rain spattered noisily against a nearby window, rustling the heavy spread of clinging ivy that almost blotted out the light. On her bed, eyes closed, her throat dry and tight, Emily shivered slightly as she heard the prefect approach with slow steps, lightly taken, but heavy with menace and malice.

'Kneel. Face down into your pillow.' The command was crisp.

Emily obeyed with alacrity. The prefect was only a month or two older than the girl she was about to beat, but had a stronger personality; magnetic, powerful and indomitable. Emily knelt passively, head down and bottom raised up, as an age of seconds - ticked off slowly by a clock high up on the wall above the row of beds congealed into minutes. The prefect was taking her time, savouring every moment of the punishment. The dark chuckle as unseen hands scrabbled in a dorm desk to find the twelve-inch wooden ruler. A yellow wooden ruler with each quarter, half and full inch neatly scored in precise and accurate measurements. Emily knew that the punishment would also be precisely, painfully and accurately measured.

The light touch of the prefect's cool hands lifted Emily's blue pleated skirt up over her waist. The hem slithered down into the dip of Emily's arched back. The closer touch of the cool fingertips as slowly, so maddeningly slowly, the taut blue serge knickers were peeled down over the plump little buttocks - the elastic waistband biting into her trembling thighs and snapping into a tight, restricting band at her knees. The beautiful bottom, so pale, so soft, so vulnerable, was now completely and utterly exposed, and raised up in its absolute nakedness for the sure and certain punishment to come. Emily, her face pressed down into the hard white pillow, held her breath.

Crack.

The supple-thighed, tautly-bloused prefect swished the twelve-inch ruler down sharply. The yellow length of flat wood, slightly springy yet capable of a stinging swipe, kissed her soft, naked cheeks. Emily gasped.

Crack. Crack.

The prefect's bosom strained and joggled as the athletic girl administered the cruel strokes, raising the ruler to shoulder height and bringing it down again and again to sear the upturned double domes of quivering, ravished flesh. The punisher flexed her arm and planted her plim-soled feet slightly apart. The punished gripped the eiderdown between' scrabbling fingers and squeezed her knees together tightly.

Crack.

Inexorably, implacably, the ruler again kissed the soft twin peaches of the vulnerable, naked bottom.

Crack. Crack.

Emily, sniffling and yelping slightly in her surprised pain, dug her knees and toes into the eiderdown.

Crack.

The flickering pain and the burning shame kindled hotly within the punished girl. A shining tear welled up and trickled down her cheek and sparkled on the snow white pillow.

Crack. Crack.

'Stop snivelling or you'll get double.'

The kneeling, abject girl clenched her reddening cheeks in anguish and in a reflex of protective response, fluttered her small white hand up to shield her stinging buttocks. The lithe prefect paused to tap the errant fingertips smartly with the tip of the cruel twelve-inch ruler. Emily then felt the thin edge of the yellow ruler rap her splayed fingers.

'Hands up on the pillow. By your head. Palms down, fingers together. That's better. Now dip your tummy and get that bottom up, my girl.'

Emily submitted to these terse instructions, fulfilling each requirement immediately and exactly. The tip of the wooden ruler came to rest across Emily's pale neck, tapping the exposed nape with a delicious, potent threat. There then followed a brief, brisk sermon on the evils of cosmetics in general and of crimson lipstick in particular. Soon, towards the close of this homily, the evil yellow ruler flickered into life once more, the full length playing lightly against the bunched, hot buttocks; its cool length eventually coming to rest under the swelling cheeks at the top of •Emily's thighs. The prefect, gazing down at the faint pink stripes that seared the ivory globes, launched into a second sermon. The topic - the benefits of discipline. The tone -an excited voice often dropping to an intense whisper.

The rain rattled against the grey window panes. The clock ticked away the seconds ... the minutes ...

'Another seven, Emily, and your punishment will be complete.'

Crack.

The ruler snapped into her creamy, taut flesh.

Crack. Crack.

Two reddening bands appeared as instant testimony to the increasing, searing severity of the chastisement.

Crack. Crack .

Emily squealed into the hard pillow, her cheeks now ablaze as punishment's pain flickered across them.

Crack.

Her bouncing buttocks ignited, the naked bottom was almost aglow. Then the sudden coolness of the prefect's slender hand was lightly settling across her hot bottom. Cool, gentle fingertips. Cool, circular, soothing touches. Cool hands on hot flesh. A tender touch alighting on the scorched, satin skin.

'Are you OK?'

Emily blinked. The unfamiliar roar of the truck became familiar once more, bringing her back from her reverie to the warm summer's evening of wartime Worcestershire. Cool fingers were scrabbling at her green wool tie. Her top button was opened. She looked down. The cigarette lay un-smoked, smouldering at her feet.

'Shock. That damn Dornier. Here, eat this. Come on.'

The blonde, having fingered open a generous amount of Emily's shirt buttons - allowing the evening zephyrs to seek out and cool her smoothly rounded bosom - offered her four squares of delicious milk chocolate. Emily smiled, nodded her thanks and accepted the chocolate into her mouth from the blonde's long, slender fingers. She ate the chocolate mechanically, its rich, liquid thickness filling her dry mouth and making speech impossible.

The heavy lorry slowed down as it approached some crossroads in the gathering dusk. A sleepy rook, disturbed by the squeal of brakes, protested noisily from a nearby elm.

'Steeple Magna. Then Steeple Parva. Last stop Walnut Tree Farm. Jane,' the blonde concluded her itinerary by holding out a hand of introduction.

Emily took the hand and gave her name.

'Emily,' echoed the blonde, smiling and nodding as if in approval. The handshake had been warm and firm. Very firm.

Walnut Tree Farm observed the blackout. The lorry nosed down the gravel drive, bounced across a cattle grid and paused before the first of no less than three very heavy gates. Even in the enveloping gloom, Emily could discern that the large Tudor farmhouse, together with outhouses, brewery, stabling and barns were completely enclosed behind a towering brick wall. In a sudden shaft of moonlight, shards of spiked glass glinted along the crown of the high wall. It was a heavily fortified place, Emily thought. But why? Probably to keep intruders out. They disembarked, stretching luxuriously in the warm night air. As the lorry reversed and retreated down the gravel drive, Emily followed Jane - who seemed perfectly at home here - through a heavily bolted, iron-studded door. Not a Tudor original, Emily noticed, but recently installed. Then across a cob-blestoned stable courtyard and into the main, quite magnificent farmhouse through a minor side entrance.

Jane closed the stout oak door behind them with a heavy thud. Emily blinked, her eyes unaccustomed to the bright, yellowish light inside. She blinked again. Stretched out across a long, darkly polished table, which was probably as old as the house itself, a naked young woriian was being severely caned. No, not caned, Emily suddenly realised. The strong, slender hand that was administering the punishment gripped and wielded a riding crop. With head bowed down close to its own tearful reflection in the dark polished surface of the wood, the bare-bottomed girl writhed in her pain and undoubted shame. Arms stretched out, fingers splayed against the cool wood to steady herself, the nude girl shivered as the cruel crop kissed her shuddering cheeks, adding a fourth faint pink stripe to the three already emblazoned across her plump, vulnerable buttocks.

At Emily's side, Jane lit another cigarette. She exhaled it noisily, betraying her feigned disinterestedness in the unfolding drama before them. The crop rose, and remained, quivering slightly above the defenceless bottom below. Jane exhaled again, slightly more slowly and luxuriously than before. Emily stared hypnotically at the tip of the trembling leather riding crop. It looked so supple, so potent, so venomous. A thin whistle split the air and the lithe crop sliced down again with a swish, to cruelly caress the bare buttocks. The punished girl's left foot rose up to paw the empty air behind her pathetically as her knee sagged slightly and buckled. The tip of the crop sought out and found the bare sole, tapping it sharply.

'Both feet on the floor. Up on your toes. You know the rules well enough by now, my girl.'

The punisher barked the command to the punished -who obeyed. Emily studied the woman who held control of the riding crop. She was a striking, somewhat statuesque captain in impeccable battledress. Emily shyly examined her, noting the pale, almost sallow skin, high cheekbones, dark eyes and resolute mouth. A strong yet beautiful face. Yes. Strength, determination and grace were all there in perfect harmony. A woman, possibly thirty-three or four, of considerable character. A force to be reckoned with.

Swish.

The crop sliced into the bare buttocks with a renewed savage tenderness. Face down, framed by her cascading hair, the penitent hissed her torment. Emily noticed the splayed fingers retract in a reflex of anguish.

Swish.

The loose hair tossed, flouncing in the responsive jerk as the naked girl absorbed the cutting slice of the crop right across the shining crown of her bunched buttocks. Emily winced and shivered slightly. That final cut of the crop into the scorched skin had surely ignited the already crimson buttocks. That final loving lash must certainly have set the cheeks ablaze.

The dominant captain, resplendent in her uncreased battledress despite her recent and considerable exertions, steadied the bare-bottomed young woman by resting the length of the crop across the exposed nape of her slender neck. The punished girl drew her legs together, feet touching. Tiny white toes curled.

'Six, this time. Double if you come before me again. Understand?'

The chastened and chastised nude nodded her understanding.

'Understand?' repeated the captain, sternly, her tone velvet with latent menace.

'Yes, ma'am,' mumbled the tearful, punished girl.

The tip of the crop slid down the furrowed spine of the stooping girl, coming to rest against the swollen outer hemisphere of the crimson left buttock. It lingered there, then a slight exertion of pressure caused it to dimple and indent the swell of the luscious, punished cheek.

'Very well. Bed, no supper and two days loss of privileges.'

The crop swung inertly to the captain's thigh. The riding crop now pointed straight down to the polished brogues, following like an arrow the straight line of the lisle stocking seam. For Emily, it was a daunting cameo of absolute authority and confident control. She shuddered.

Confused, tearful and very, very sore, the naked woman scampered, half-skipping, half-stumbling, out of the room. Emily suddenly realised that they were standing in a large kitchen. High beams criss-crossed the cream ceiling. The walls, sepia with age and smoke, were lined with shelves, dressers and mellow pinewood cupboards. A huge range, supplemented by a small Aga, ran along the length of the far wall. A pyramid of small, neatly sawn logs filled the far corner. Emily cautiously sniffed the air. Apple and cherry. Such a delicate, fragile fragrance when burnt. Beneath the blacked-out windows was a huge, white double sink with clouded brass taps, one dripping. The centre of the room was almost completely filled by the long, dark table over which the naked girl had been positioned to receive the crop across her bare bottom. Emily could just make out the dampish prints left by her splayed hands.

Jane strode forward, stubbing out her cigarette on the cool flagstones underfoot, and shook hands with the captain. The captain smiled, then stooped down, frowned, picked up the cigarette end and tossed it into the belly of the Aga.

'You haven't changed, have you. Your week in London didn't improve your slack habits, Jane. Who is this?'

'Your new girl,' responded Jane, jerking a thumb over her shoulder at Emily.

The captain strode purposefully over towards Emily, crop in hand. 'Cordelia Quidenham. I know who you are. London telephoned me earlier. Spoke well of you. So? You are to be my new admin wallah, eh?'

Emily nodded, smiling nervously, her eyes never leaving for a moment the wicked little crop in the captain's right hand. She was still too mesmerised to think or speak coherently.

'And just how long have you been under the strictures of military law, my girl?' asked Cordelia Quidenham in a slightly mocking tone, her large brown eyes running over Emily's dishevelled appearance.

Emily instinctively fingered her ripped uniform, plucking at the shredded wisps nervously.

'A day, Captain.'

'A day. As long as that?' chuckled her inquisitor.

'We ran into a spot of bother on the way down. Dornier. Got a bit curious about the truck,' Jane explained laconically.

An anxious, mildly concerned frown clouded Captain Quidenham's strong, suntanned features.

'Then you must both have some supper at once. And a hot bath. I will explain how we run things here at Walnut Tree Farm tomorrow, Emily. When you are rested.'

The captain returned to the long table and tossed the riding crop down carelessly. Its dry rattle was eerie and startling in the stillness of the late-evening kitchen. Emily wondered who the naked girl was. Why was she being so severely punished? "What on earth had she done to merit the kiss of the crop?

'A domestic. A Wren actually. Working off her fines

here. Sort of lend lease with Portsmouth. We take their naughty Wrens to run this place. Local village girls wouldn't do at all.'

Emily bit her lip. How had Captain Quidenham known exactly what she had been thinking?

Trivial matter. Always is. Petty theft or somesuch. Caught red-handed but owned up and took her stripes. Good girl, all in all. Bit headstrong. Needs discipline. Wouldn't be surprised if she didn't make Warrant Officer by the time this show's over.'

Jane, who had been busy at the range, approached the table carrying a large tray. Emily tucked in hungrily to the large, fluffy scones, generously buttered and thickly anointed with sweet gooseberry jam.

'We're such a small, tight unit here. Discipline must be maintained. On that point I am adamant.'

Emily paused slightly at the captain's pronouncement.

'A little irregular, perhaps, but it gets the desired results. Spare the rod and spoil the unit. Sugar, please, Jane.'

Emily gulped. The delicious scone seemed to refuse to be swallowed. The captain sugared her mug of tea, stirring it vigorously. The white mug rose up and her thick, red lips kissed it lingeringly.

'We've five domestics. All naughty little Wrens. They come here for a month or so. Useful girls. Have to be kept in hand, of course. Soon break 'em in, don't we Jane?' Jane nodded her agreement.

Emily licked a stray blob of jam from the tip of her thumb. Her eye alighted on the passive crop as it nestled beside a large brown teapot.

'But more of the unit tomorrow. You won't have too much contact with our Grey Mice, to begin with ...'

Emily looked up at Captain Quidenham, startled.

'Or their keepers.'

Jane smiled at the bewildered look on Emily's face.

'But you can and must discipline the domestics whenever you see fit to do so. I prefer the crop. You may use a cane if you wish.'

Emily stared at Cordelia Quidenham, wide-eyed.

'Finished?' asked the captain. 'Good. I'll show you to your quarters.'

After the strictures and privations of London - a city on a war footing - where butter was scarce, the bread grey, fresh fruit virtually unknown and tepid bathing water rationed to cover up to one's tummy, the deep, scented bath after supper was a pleasurable treat. In the brief spell between leaving her boarding school and the outbreak of war, Emily had known such delights, and had bathed in equally deep, equally perfumed comfort. But that spell had been all too brief. Now, in a large, airy room which had several baths separated off by wooden partitions, Emily sighed contentedly as she plucked out the plug by tugging at the beaded chain trapped between her toes. The hot water gurgled away and Emily arose, pinkly shining, to swathe her warm, naked softness within the close embrace of a huge white towel. Taming some stray wisps of hair that had tumbled wantonly in the steam, she hummed lightly to herself as she patted her arms and shoulders dry. Cupping the soft towel in both hands, she slowly drew the material up to her breasts in a chaste embrace of cotton and skin. As her pink nipples grazed the towel, they swiftly prinked and peaked.

A sweet confusion of memories of the eventful day flooded into Emily's tired brain. The land girls, generous breasts bulging and rounded buttocks tightening as they stooped to toil patriotically under the glare of the summer sun. Land girls, tall and bronzed, their beauty sharply defined within the taut white scanties that hugged them so lovingly.

The Dornier, like a hawk swooping down on them, hurtling its spite upon the orchard. Shaking the soil and apples all around them as Emily lay firmly pinioned beneath the soft lissomeness of Jane's fully stretched body. The warmth, the ripe weight of Jane's body. The arrival at Walnut Tree Farm. The imperious, brown-eyed Cordelia Quidenham, arm raised, crop aquiver, striping the upturned buttocks of that naughty little Wren. Captain

Quidenham, who must surely have held her dorm in thrall, slipper in hand, when patrolling as a senior prefect in gym-slip and plimsoles twenty years ago.

The naughty Wren. Emily squeezed her breasts, working their taut, swelling flesh hungrily with busy fingers. Those creamy, upturned buttocks. The faint pink stripes across the naked bottom. Emily's hands kneaded and squeezed her ripe breasts with increasing fervour. The bottom. The naked bottom. The crop. Lingering pink stripes across a freshly punished bare bottom. The cheeks bare, vulnerable and shivering. Swish. The crop biting into the tightened buttocks with a searching kiss of pain. Cordelia Quiden-ham's echoing words: 'You must discipline the domestics ...' throbbed in Emily's crimsoning consciousness and a wet heat bubbled deep down within her. Hugging her breasts tightly, fiercely, almost with a savage joy, Emily shivered deliciously as she half rejected, half accepted the invitation - no, the instruction - to administer discipline. To punish the naughty Wrens. Bare-bottomed and bending, offering their creamy, rounded buttocks up to the crop or cane. Yes, a yellow bamboo cane, shivering above their trembling cheeks beneath.

'You run the bath, I'll go back for my flannel.'

Jane's voice snapped Emily roughly out of her indulgent reverie. Dropping her towel in surprise, Emily stood and listened to the bath in the adjoining cubicle being filled up. Fresh billows of clammy steam swirled and clouded above her, making the whitewashed ceiling invisible. A song, sung with a husky, sweet throatiness, rose up with the steam from the neighbouring bath. Emily stood stock still, tense and expectant. Had she made a mistake? Had she misunderstood what she had heard? Jane and another to share a bath. Together? Surely not.

The opening and closing of the door announced Jane's return. Emily had been right. Jane stepped into the occupied cubicle. Intrigued, Emily chose suddenly not to speak or disclose her presence there. Sounds of gently lapping water, of soft splashing and liquid pleasures filled the air -and her imagination for several minutes. Then all was still as a quiet settled gently with the steam. Emily strained up on tiptoe to listen but all she caught were sweet mur-murings and contented sighs. Slightly puzzled, and impelled by curiosity, Emily picked up a small foot stool and placed it carefully against the perspiring wood partition. She mounted it noiselessly, and from her precarious perch was just able to peer over into the next cubicle. Down within the cloud of steam she espied two naked women. Both were in the bath but neither were actually bathing. The sighs - almost sobs - of utter joy and contentment were coming from the slightly parted lips of a petite brunette, small but exquisitely bodied, with perfect apple buttocks and heavy, ripe breasts. Emily could make out the tiny creases in her neck as it arched back, head tilted sharply in ecstasy, and then slumped forwards, the head now lolling in sheer abandonment.

The brunette, her pale hands fiercely gripping the sides of the bath, was kneeling towards the two gleaming taps. Directly behind her, her splayed thighs scissoring and engulfing the brunette's glistening buttocks, knelt Jane. A soft, silvery bubble began to form between Emily's inner thighs and she clamped them together to contain her liquid excitement. She stared in fascination at Jane's hands. They were not gripping the sides of the freestanding bath but were dedicated solely to the breasts of the naked, kneeling brunette; cupping and squeezing them rhythmically. Emily drank in the sight of the generously swollen, soapy breasts, submitting greedily to the devotional domination of the cupped hands. The silvery bubble between her thighs grew imperceptibly, tickling her pubic fringe.

The nipples. How large, how red they were. Each erect nipple surrendered to a gently violent pincer of Jane's finger and thumb embrace. Within the searching, plucking pincer, each nipple quivered, puckered and engorged into a sweetly painful peak. They were now a bruised crimson, like damsons just before they split under the sun to admit wasps to suck their oozing sweetness. The bubble between Emily's clamped thighs burst. Emily licked her parched lips with a thickening tongue. Down below in their bath, in silence but as if obeying a preordained command, the brunette with the glistening buttocks and sweetly ravished heavy breasts bent down so that her dark fringe almost skimmed the shivering foam - instantly raising her ivory satin bottom up in mute supplication in a perfect offering of submission to the dominant blonde.

Emily mewed silently like a dream-troubled kitten as she watched Jane place her strong, slim hands onto each of the shining buttock domes and gently but firmly ease the proffered cheeks apart. A rivulet of silvery water trickled down quickly to disappear into the widening shadowed cleft between the captive cheeks. Emily felt a similar silvery rivulet tracing down the trembling flesh of her own inner thigh. Spangles of excitement now sparkled in the dense fern of her pubic delta. She shivered deliciously. A velvet fist clenched and unclenched itself deep inside her belly as her mind buckled under the weight of vague longings and sweet and heated imaginings. She stared down almost hungrily, open-mouthed, as Jane's strong, handsome face neared the naked, vulnerable bottom. Nearer, nearer still. The tension was unbearable for Emily as she willed Jane closer, closer to the twin spheres of shining delight. Jane could have gently brushed the flesh with a flutter of her long blonde eyelashes - but Emily saw that it was Jane's tongue, moist, pink and wickedly supple which flickered out to seek and find the opening inner depths within the deep valley. The brunette groaned, the deep, feral groan dissolving into a continuing moan. The sounds of liquid lapping floated up to Emily as she stood, transfixed, on her tiptoes. Jane's thick tongue was now being played domi-nantly and ruthlessly against the flesh buried within the juddering hillocks of the brunette's bottom. Slowly and deliberately at first, then with an increasing severity and intensity, the tongue became a mere blur.

With her breasts now squashed against the damp pine wood partition, her legs trembling under the strain of keeping herself up on tiptoe, Emily forced down the soft cry of delight that burned in her throat. She gazed down, feasting her virginal eyes as what were until now shadowy dreams took on flesh and enacted themselves before her hypnotic stare. Spellbound, she drank in the cameo of molten lust below her. Suddenly, with the poignancy of a faraway vixen on a frosty November night, the brunette yelped softly, arched her back and surrendered completely to a convulsing shudder. Jane, seemingly unperturbed, remained serene, almost indifferent, as her captive threshed in a tremor of abandonment. Emily noted the look of cool, calculated triumph that masked Jane's fine face, and noted that it did not quite hide or extinguish the blaze of glory in her deep violet eyes. Stretching out a long, languorous arm, Jane grasped the spent brunette in a gently but firmly gathered handful of dark hair and pulled her happy victim's face up to meet her own. Deep, slow kisses followed as the dominated paid homage to the lips of her supreme mistress. A pain, quite a nice sort of pain, a soft pain. Jealousy perhaps, unfolded within Emily. She was also acutely conscious, as she gingerly stepped down from her perch, of a prickling, more urgent pang at the centre of her spreading warm moistness. A throbbing ache that needed easing.

In her narrow cot bed, trapped beneath the crisp, cool linen sheets, Emily lingered on the very brink of sleepy wakefulness. Exhaustion was slipping over her like a silken swathe. Moments from her long day teased her tired brain. Delightful moments, delicious images. Jane.

Jane, so masterful, so resourceful, so brave in the face of earlier dangers. Jane, cool and calm as the Wren was being punished. Exhaling her cigarette smoke after each slicing stroke across the bare bottom of the shivering miscreant. Jane, so expert with her fingers at the brunette's breasts, so adept with her tongue at the brunette's bottom.

In the hinterland of her sleepiness, Emily heard an owl hoot twice. In the distance, another owl replied. Sweet, forlorn notes. The rhythms of sleep overtook her. In her mind, a childhood rhyme stole into the muddled honeycomb of her memory. Something to do with punishments. Walnut Tree Farm. Naughty Wrens. Discipline and punishments.

Finally the half-forgotten words crystallised in Emily's slumbering brain:

... a woman and a walnut tree, The more you beat them, the better they be.

Chapter 2

Emily woke up to the sweet notes of a blackbird and the warm fingers of the early morning sun caressing the length of her supine body. She stretched, straining up against the taut linen sheet - the night had been too hot for her blanket - enjoying the tight restraint of the crisp linen against her passive bosom and thighs.

The door opened and Jane strode into the bedroom.

'Just this once. We don't make a habit of it,' Jane smiled, putting down a mug of tea.

Emily sleepily murmured her thanks and was just about to sit up and stretch out for the mug when she suddenly remembered that she had slept in the nude. Beneath the thin sheet her soft body was utterly naked. Jane appreciated Emily's predicament at once, together with the swells and curves of her contoured splendour beneath the tight white sheet. A slow smile spread across her mouth as she lingered at the foot of Emily's bed. Clearly she was enjoying herself enormously, Emily mused, as she gingerly slipped out an arm to finger the handle of the inviting mug of tea. Concentrating on her task, she was too late in her attempt to snatch up the linen as it slipped down to her white belly, revealing her beautiful, ripe breasts in all their swollen glory. Jane's violet eyes narrowed slightly and took on a deeper tone of pure indigo. Emily could almost feel the heat of their penetrating stare.

To the naked girl's confusion, her nipples puckered and stirred. In a flash, Emily drew her soft arm hurriedly across her rosebud nipples, squashing and bunching the generous satin breasts in her effort to conceal them. Jane's eyes widened imperceptibly. She swallowed hard. Approaching the side of the bed, she sat down softly, her left buttock casually grazing Emily's right thigh. Emily sipped her tea. It was hot, sweet and quite delicious.

'Gunpowder. I have a private supply,' Jane said softly.

Emily avoided Jane's steady gaze, still somewhat wary of the svelte, powerful blonde. What she had witnessed in the bathroom last night had not frightened her. No, Emily thought. Not frightened her at all. It had disturbed her. Deliciously. It had kindled flames of dark, unacknowledged yearnings and desires. Alarming, wanton, half-understood longings. Emily had wrestled in her dreams, struggling within the sweet snares of vivid images in which she was helplessly naked and exposed, for the perusal and appraisal of the dominant blonde. For the perusal and the pleasure.

'Finish your tea. Sleep well?'

'I had a dream . . .' Emily started, stopping abruptly and taking refuge in her mug of tea. Over the sparkling white rim Emily quickly glanced up directly into the frank and open gaze of Jane's eyes. Across her broad, generous mouth, there was a secret, knowing smile.

'We all have dreams,' Jane whispered. Then, in a lighter, brisker tone, she continued. 'You have an eventful day.'

She rose up from the bed and stooped down to pick up the tattered remains of Emily's ravaged uniform.

'I've sorted out some new uniform for you>Stay here, I'll be back.'

She returned minutes later with a complete outfit, from stockings to tie, folded gently over her left arm.

'Thanks,' Emily beamed brightly, delighted with her new attire.

'Breakfast in ten minutes. Best get dressed. The captain doesn't like slackers.'

Jane's warning was sound advice, but to Emily's mild surprise the NCO showed no signs of going.

'I'll ... I'll get dressed then,' Emily volunteered.

'Better had,' replied Jane nonchalantly.

There was no escaping it, Emily realised, slipping out of her bed and presenting her nakedness to the warm sun's shafts of dancing gold. Stretching up languidly, her right leg flexed at the knee, her arms - her fingers - pointing straight above her, she looked like a painting from the Pre-Raphaelite school: her lusciousness tinted with soft ivory, pink and sun-bestowed gold.

A carnal whimper of desire rose in Jane's throat. She sat softly down on the empty bed, her bottom meeting the heat of Emily's recently vacated resting place.

A sudden flicker of shy boldness flashed through Emily's mind. Instead of hastily snatching up her scanties and tumbling into them in flushed confusion - her way of coping with group nudity at her boarding school in the dorm full of squealing girls - she found herself basking in the delicious moment. She relished Jane's hungry gaze as it openly raked her nakedness. With a blush of warmth to her cheeks, and in her more secret parts, she affected a coy modesty, turning her bottom towards the blonde and her dark delta into the sunbeams. All attempts at decorum evaporated like smoke on a sun-kissed morning lake when Emily bent over, stooping to step into her panties. She heard the watching blonde's sharp hiss of unalloyed pleasure and delight as her naked, bending bottom burgeoned and ripened magnificently.

Straightening herself up, Emily turned to face Jane. Her breasts bounced softly, joggling invitingly as she thumbed the elastic at her waist to ease the panties slightly. Stooping once more, spilling her ripe breasts down, she picked up the suspender belt, dangled it enticingly for a spellbinding moment and then wove it sinuously around her slender, pale ivory waist. The long, honey-bronze stockings came next. First the length of the left leg, then the smoothly tapering right leg. Emily wriggled her captive toes within their nylon bondage luxuriously before smoothing the stockings against her suppleness between the warm palms of her hands. Still slightly shy, she avoided direct eye contact with Jane, choosing to flash the mesmerised blonde little darting smiles. Jane gasped audibly as Emily snapped the suspenders.

'Perfect fit,' Emily nodded approvingly. 'Nice and tight.'

On the bed, Jane's fingers dug into the cool linen sheet. Out of the corner of her eye, Emily picked up the fretful gesture and with gathering pride and increasing confidence, she stepped into her straight uniform skirt. A wicked smile plucked at her soft, red mouth. Should she? Dare she?

In a slightly faltering, faraway voice that Emily barely recognised, she twirled around once more, proffered her bottom to Jane and asked if her seams were straight. As she did so, her nervous fingers fluttered. The wanton skirt slipped silently to the ground at her feet like a puddle of silk. Jane rose silently from the bed, trod the carpet between the two young women like a cat on ice and then knelt down, her face inches from Emily's plump, pert bottom. Emily's heart hammered so fast she thought it would explode. She shuddered as she felt the dominant blonde's cool fingers brush her inner thighs, one firm thumb working the seam of her left leg into a more disciplined straight line.

The door swept open and the fiery, petite brunette who had shared Jane's bath last night stamped into the bedroom. Her green eyes were instantly clouded with angry resentment.

'Jane,' she hissed accusingly.

The blonde NCO, resting her hands lightly on Emily's slender hips, turned. One eyebrow raised inquiringly.

'Jane,' the green-eyed girl snapped, the unspoken accusation deepening, the evident anger frank and hot.

'Yes, corporal?' Jane replied evenly, restoring the balance of power by resorting to rank and her own superiority.

The petite brunette was both stung and wrong-footed by this cool rebuff.

'I ... I think breakfast is ready ...' she stammered lamely.

'You think so?' Jane echoed. 'Don't you know?'

The green eyes flashed resentfully at Jane, dangerously at Emily.

'Hadn't you better be going down, then?' Jane continued evenly.

It was, Emily recognised, an order - a command -mockingly disguised as a suggestion.

The girl who had surrendered her naked body so utterly to Jane in the bath last night turned on her heel and stomped out of Emily's bedroom. Jane, unperturbed, attended to the stocking seam and then, standing up slowly, passed the white brassiere to the half-naked girl.

'Better hurry.'

Without another word, Jane strode silently out of the bedroom. Emily guided her plump breasts into the cool cups of the cotton brassiere and adjusted the straps that bit ever so slightly into her creamy shoulders. She finished getting dressed in a twinkling, picked up her gloves and cap and, pausing briefly to hear a few notes of the blackbird's sweet song, went in search of some breakfast.

Breakfast was simply a feast for Emily. The others at the table took the wonderful food as a matter of course, but after powdered eggs, dull, grey bread and margarine and weak, sugarless tea - her customary breakfast at the Ministry in London - the meal made her eyes shine and mouth water in anticipation. She was not to be disappointed. A large, warmed white plate decorated with tiny orange sea horses was placed down before her by a lightly bronzed, impish-mouthed Wren. Crisply fried rashers of sweet, un-smoked bacon were arranged on the plate. Emily picked up her knife. The Wren deftly added two perfectly fried eggs. Emily picked up her fork. A plump, sizzling sausage was popped onto the plate by the Wren. The aroma stabbed Emily deeply. Fried bread, fried potatoes and sweet, dark mushrooms heaped by the spoonful completed the serving. Emily picked up a mushroom, dipped it in her fried egg and popped it into her mouth. Mmmm. Bliss. Looking up, she caught Cordelia Quidenham throwing her a disapproving look. The Wren giggled. Emily bowed her head and tucked into the wonderful food. The Wren, dark and mischievously eyed, returned with mustard and fresh toast for Emily. She was spartanly dressed in tight, blue drill shorts, white ankle socks and white pumps and a taut red cotton vest which strained to conceal and contain her essential girlhood glory - two perfectly ripe melon breasts that bobbed delectably in their unfettered freedom beneath the sheath of red cloth. Emily noticed Jane's eyes weighing the Wren's bosom as the scallywag spooned extra fried tomatoes onto Emily's already teeming breakfast plate. As the pert minx swayed lasciviously back to the pantry with a wanton tread, Jane's eyes followed the taut buttocks as if they were being drawn by a magnet.

Captain Quidenham, her crop and leather gloves patient but potent in repose next to her large breakfast cup, had demolished her breakfast of black pudding, sausages and lamb's kidneys and was now briskly polishing an apple against her sleeve. Emily noted the firm jawline as Cordelia's perfect white teeth executed a symmetrical bite. Jane had a dominant air which thrilled and delighted. The captain was more masterful. Her prowess, her poise and her potency were absolute.

'Another coffee,' Cordelia Quidenham ordered.

'Yes, ma'am,' the delightful little pixie of a Wren replied.

'And fresh tea for our new arrival.'

'Ma'am.'

The elfin girl with the heavy breasts turned, giving Emily a brief wink as she did so. Involuntarily, Emily grinned. Jane, now on her marmalade course, intercepted the wink. Emily lowered her eyes. The NCO slipped a triangle of thickly marmaladed, golden toast into her mouth, her thick, broad lips shining with a buttered gloss. Beside her, in a palpable silence, the green-eyed corporal chivvied a plate of scrambled eggs moodily, pausing briefly from time to time to flash Emily resentful glances.

'The chain of command here is quite simple,' Cordelia Quidenham said, her mouth now empty of the apple she had been eating. Emily saw that the nibbled core had been arranged neatly on a plate.

'I am in charge. The number one. Ursula is a captain, too, but is here on detachment from Intelligence, As an observer. In my absence, she would assume command. Jane, as NCO, is number two. My deputy. As for Penelope . ..'

So that was the name of the green-eyed corporal, Emily deduced.

'Penelope, being a corporal, is the number three. Simple, what?'

Emily, feeling that the remarks were mainly for her benefit, looked up and nodded vigorously. She suspected that the captain liked her staff at Walnut Tree Farm to be vigorous.

'Which means that Jane answers to me but in turn manages and controls Penelope on a day-to-day basis.'

You bet, Emily grinned to herself. And night to night as well.

'You have no rank, however, Emily. As my admin wallah I suppose we could think of you as some sort of noncommissioned aide-de-camp. We probably will, once you've won your spurs. So that's the batting order. Officially, you're a private . . . which puts you in Penelope's charge, what?'

Before the full implication of this last statement had fully dawned on her, Penelope had flashed her green eyes triumphantly at Emily. Emily understood the meaning of the glance perfectly, and shivered slightly. Penelope was her superior and had to be obeyed.

'Few stuffy rules and regulations here, Emily. We are a small but vital unit. I flatter myself that the work we do will help to both shorten and ultimately win the war. But to remain fit and efficient, I insist on strict discipline. I write the standing orders here. They are quite simple. Be diligent. Be prompt. Be tidy. And above all take a supreme pride in your duties as you discharge them. Filing notes, sending coded dispatches, disciplining a wayward Wren. Whatever you are required to do, do it well. We may not get any gongs out of all this but I intend to be a major the day our boys drink beer in Berlin.'

Emily, amazed, could only bob her thick curls in agreement.

'That's about it, then. What? I discipline Jane. Jane is empowered to discipline the corporal . .. and of course you, the private. The corporal may discipline you. But that may not be necessary. Work hard, achieve the targets set for you and obey all commands instantly. Remember, the Grey Mice are our common task and purpose here.'

Grey Mice. Again, that obscure term. Who or what were they? Emily glanced up, frowning.

'Young German women who have slept around with high-ranking Nazi officers,' Jane explained. 'They are hated across Europe. Grey Mice.'

'Little better than high-class tarts,' Cordelia Quidenham snapped. 'But very, very useful. They hear so much . .. pillow talk.'

'Our agents pluck them from the brothels. Just a few. One at a time. Nobody misses the occasional tart in wartime. If we snatched an officer, the Nazi machine would get very nasty. Reprisals in occupied countries. Ugly.' Jane finished her tea.

'We whisk them across, usually by submarine. When they arrive here we soon see to it that they ...' The captain's sentence was drowned by a crash from the pantry.

'Debriefing. We keep them here at Walnut Tree Farm for their complete debriefing.'

'Where are they? These . .. these ... Dark Mice?' Emily asked.

'Grey, my girl, Grey Mice. Silly name, I'll grant you, but try to get it right. We keep them under lock and key out in the large barn. Separately. We've wangled the loan of some big girls from Holloway Prison to take care of that side of things. Horses for courses, what? We call them the "keepers" - simply a matter of putting 'em under the jolly old Official Secrets Act and doubling their pay. No, things run very smoothly here ...' Crash. Another splintering in the pantry. 'Except for those wretched Wren domestics. Penelope.'

'Very well, ma'am,' the green-eyed brunette replied, wiping her lips with her napkin and rising to leave the table.

'I'll go,' Jane said softly.

Emily watched as Jane left the kitchen and disappeared into the pantry. Stern words, loud but muffled, filled the air.

'We are very fortunate in our billet. Walnut Tree Farm was requisitioned by Special Operations before the ink on that wretched Munich Treaty was dry ... yes, Jane?'

'A teapot lid and a milk jug, ma'am,' reported Jane.

'Ours?'

'No, from the original inventory. She said they were prettier than the regulation crockery.'

'Spank her. Spank her good and hard, Jane. I have told those wretched Wrens that I mean to leave this place as I found it and they will insist on unearthing irreplaceable items and breaking them. Will it glue?'

'Probably not, captain. Quite irreparable.'

'Be sure to punish her soundly, Jane.'

'Yes, captain.'

Jane withdrew. Moments later, rising sounds of protest were quickly drowned in rising sounds - squeals, rather -of pain.

Smack. Smack. Two sharp cracks of hard palm on soft cheeks echoed in the pantry as the spanking commenced. Emily fiddled with her napkin nervously.

'Come along. I'll show you the den,' Cordelia Quidenham said brightly. She rose, but the scrape of her chair on the cool stone floor failed to drown out the staccato of loud spanks as the punishment in the pantry continued.

Til see you in the library later, Ursula.' The captain on detachment from Intelligence merely nodded.

As Emily left the kitchen, following in the majestic wake of Cordelia Quidenham, she caught a glimpse of two dark shadows thrown against the white pantry wall. Jane's hand rose and fell rhythmically across the upturned buttocks of the errant, wriggling Wren. The shadows were clear and sharp. Emily could just make out the trembling shudder of the soft hemispheres of flesh as they soaked up the stinging rain of spanks. The shadows were so sharp, Emily thought, it was as though the sun itself was hovering just outside the pantry window. It was a strange notion, and Emily reflected on it deeply. Nothing came between the distant, fiery sun and the white pantry wall . . . nothing in the universe except the figure of Jane, sitting, with the bare-bottomed

Wren across her lap: the fluttering hand rising and falling in the sudden flurry of punishment. With the sound of the hot palm flattening the hotter, flattened cheeks of satin so resoundingly, still echoing in her ears, Emily walked down a dark passageway and passed through a huge oak door.

'Here we are. I call it my den,' Cordelia Quidenham beamed.

The den was in fact a former library. Dust sheets draped the bookshelves lining three of the four walls. Several paintings - large, gloomy oils of cattle in the rain, Emily suspected - were similarly draped. The captain was automatically tidying up stray papers on a desk. A sparse room, Emily thought. A small table and chair set aside for a typist, as the battered but serviceable Remington would seem to suggest. A larger table filled the centre of the room, its four claw and ball feet resting on a generous square of richly patterned carpet. A couple of spartan, deal wood chairs and three heavy, metal filing cabinets completed the scant furnishings, replacing no doubt the chaise longue, davenport, comfortable easy chairs and rosewood side tables of earlier, happier times; when the serried ranks of morocco-bound volumes would wink in the reflected light from the dancing flames in the now partly screened fireplace. The air of desolation and desertion was increased by the fact that each of the three large bay windows were draped with blackout material, denying the natural sunlight.

'Let the dog see the rabbit,' the captain said, her strong fingers finding and flicking on the stubby brass switches. The gloom was flooded and dispelled by yellowish electric light. Ursula looked up from the file she had been silently perusing in the darkness. Emily smiled shyly then walked over to the smaller of the two tables, silently fingering the keys of the mute typewriter.

'When we are working together as a team, we will be Cordelia and Emily. No need for formality, what?' the captain beamed magnetically.

'Yes, ma'am ... Cordelia,' Emily replied, suddenly pausing as she spotted a see-saw in the corner of the den. Cordelia Quidenham's eyes followed Emily's puzzled gaze.

'A little toy of mine. Very effective. I also use this to similar purpose.'

As she spoke, the captain strode over to a shrouded object near to the covered fireplace. Whisking away the dust sheet, she revealed a large, white rocking horse. Emily could not contain her gasp of surprise. The rocking horse was magnificent, complete with painted eyes and ears, black hooves and a flaxen mane. Ursula remained unmoved and continued to read the file in her open palm.

'A little ride for our Grey Mice,' Cordelia Quidenham smiled enigmatically.

These ... Grey Mice ..Emily asked, seeking an explanation. 'What ...?'

'We've got three. Smart, shrewd and tough. Three very valuable prizes. Very valuable, Emily. Do not underestimate their importance. We gain a great deal of information from them once they begin to sing their little songs. Nazi pillow talk, the boys at Intelligence HQ call it. Once you've learned the ropes, you might do a little debriefing yourself, mm?'

Emily smiled her cautious response. It was all very new to her; very strange and slightly intoxicating. But debriefing sounded so terribly boring. Boring questions with duller answers. She sat down at her table, pulled the sturdy Remington towards her and glanced around for the paper.

That's right. In the box,' nodded the captain approvingly, evidently pleased with these initial signs of diligence in Emily.

'I can't seem to find any ...' Emily observed.

'No carbons,' anticipated Cordelia percipiently. 'Bad form, carbon copies. Too risky. Once we've got their secrets we want to keep them, what?'

How shrewd, Emily thought. Beneath the slightly unreal surface of Walnut Tree Farm, an efficient machine hummed flawlessly. And that machine was Captain Quidenham, she suddenly realised. She studied Cordelia, who was deeply engrossed in her paperwork by now. An athletic woman, if a little statuesque. Fit, supple and superb. A weather-tanned face, high forehead. Slender thighs but plump hips and a glorious bottom, full in its generous ripeness. The responsibilities of her work here at the Special Operations unit weighed heavily upon her, as the tiny creases around her eyes betrayed. Such large, deep brown eyes. And the hands. Emily studied the captain's hands carefully. The hands that had gripped and swished the riding crop severely across the naughty Wren's naked bottom. Hands which were larger than Jane's. Stronger. Apart from being ten or twelve years older than Jane, Cordelia Quidenham was most certainly a country woman. Probably a country type, riding to the hunt gamely, thighs astride an imposing stallion, assisting the chief whipper-in.

Emily pictured her in peacetime, either running a private, select establishment for girls. Ruling those in her sway with firm but fair discipline. Chastisement would feature quite strongly on the character-forming curriculum. Or as a young, successful matron of a nurse-training school. How those dark-eyed nurses, eager and willing as they scuttled about trailing faint clouds of carbolic, would shiver in Cordelia Quidenham's stern displeasure at their misdemeanours. How she would mould them, tutor them, discipline them so thoroughly. Wherever she was, whatever she was doing, Emily pictured Cordelia striding out early each morning in her waterproofs with an adoring red setter bounding at her heels.

In contrast, Jane was completely different. A creature of the city and quite possibly of the night. A^ twenty-five-year-old not unfamiliar with bohemia. Parties that lasted till dawn where artists sketched nude girls under the collective gaze, while women poets crooned their Sapphic songs celebrating the wine-dark isle of Lesbos under Aphrodite's swollen, milky moon. Yes, Emily sighed quietly. Jane was an indoor girl. An indoor girl who played indoor games.

A startling knock reverberated on the heavy oak door. Two stern wardresses entered, propelling a blindfolded young woman into the den.

Thank you,' Cordelia murmured absently, barely looking up from the sheaf of notes which were engrossing her.

'Ma'am.'

The wardresses, heavily-built specimens, withdrew. The girl, a tall, willowy beauty whose thick blonde hair had been haphazardly cropped short by unloving hands, pawed the polished wood beneath her with a naked, tentative foot.

Cordelia Quidenham rustled her papers. The blindfolded girl turned her face towards the sound. Looking up from her desk across to where Ursula sat, the Intelligence officer was signalled to gather up her pad and pencil and take a chair close to the large table in the centre of the library. Ursula acknowledged the gestures and obeyed. As she stirred softly, the tall, cropped blonde spoke.

'Silence,' came Cordelia Quidenham's crisp command. It was rasped out in a tone that brooked no argument.

Rising from her chair, the Captain approached the young woman and, pushing her gently forwards, stood and steadied her in front of the long, low table. Emily glanced up, taking in the trim buttocks and generous thrust of the swollen breasts. The girl was wearing a simple grey tabard smock that grudgingly observed the demands of decency. But only just. Strictly speaking, their captive was almost completely naked, except for the tantalizing film of fabric. When up on tiptoe, the cupped satin cheeks of the naked buttocks could be glimpsed. Cordelia, leaving her blindfolded prisoner before the shining table, assumed her seat on the opposite side. The debriefing commenced simply enough.

'Name?'

Ursula, pencil poised, awaited the reply. Emily gazed steadily, unblinkingly.

'You have my name already. I gave it to that brute who cut my hair. I am a German citizen. I want

'Name?' repeated Cordelia Quidenham in a low, patient tone.

'Gretchen Reuchlin. I am a German citizen and I demand ..

'You are a whore, Gretchen Reuchlin. In England, we call them tarts. You are an accomplished tart who serviced the Nazi swine. I know all this. Please do not attempt to waste my valuable time ... or it will go hard for you.'

The German girl turned pale and fell silent. Emily noticed that her head, proud and defiant moments before, was now abjectly bowed. Slowly and patiently, Captain Quidenham continued with the debriefing. All the questions - together with their increasingly evasive answers -were recorded by the silent, scribbling Ursula. When the questioner pressed for the names, ranks and sexual preferences of the German girl's more important clients, the responses were poor, yielding little. Soon, the prisoner lapsed into a sullen silence. Cordelia, a stickler for neatness, continuously arranged and rearranged her six pencils, two red, two blue and two green, on the table top. The tension in the room increased. The knots in Emily's belly tightened. She watched, hypnotised, as the row of pencils was constantly chivvied and tidied in order of length and colour. The pencils clicked. Two red. Two blue. Two green. The silence returned and grew oppressive.

T am afraid that I am going to have to help your memory, Gretchen,' the captain said. Not unpleasantly - almost as a nanny would reason with a fractious child.

4I forget ... I forget so much .. .' the German girl wheedled, her impeccable English now a pretence of difficulty to her.

'I am sure you do, Gretchen. That is what I am here for. To help you, encourage you and to persuade you to remember,' Cordelia replied evenly.

A pulse throbbed at Emily's throat. The icy tongue of expectation licked the base of her spine inquisitively. The moment was coming.

The questioner rose, walked around the table and, taking the German whore by the elbow, guided her captive down to the narrow end of the long, polished table. Briskly grappling her charge, the captain forced the German face down onto the table. Her prisoner struggled but Cordelia was firm. The blindfold remained. Three short lengths of waxed cord were produced from the interrogator's pocket. The first piece, a little over fourteen inches long, was deftly deployed to bind the girl's slim hands together at the wrists behind her back. Then the other two lengths of cord were used to tie her to each table leg by the ankles. It was quite a superior table, Emily realised as she gazed down intently at the fettered ankles. Good quality smoked teak. An Empire piece, no doubt. Gretchen swore loudly in protest, her dimpled spine twisting and weaving as the long-legged beauty strove within her fierce bondage.

'Silence,' the captain barked, the steel of authority resonating clearly and distinctly in her voice. 'You will be given a chance to say as much as we need you to say very soon. But remember this lesson I am about to teach you, Gretchen, and remember it well. You had your chance this morning and you threw it away. Think very carefully before you do the same thing again.'

The captain slowly unbuttoned her battledress tunic. Tight in her strict restraints, Gretchen smouldered, her rump thrust up and out provocatively. Her bound wrists, resting passively in the small of her back, added to the sense of her utter helplessness. Cordelia carefully and unhurriedly unbuttoned both of her shirt blouse cuffs and rolled them up her tanned arms. In her chair by the table, a mere cane's length from the pinioned captive, Ursula sucked hard on the end of her pencil in mounting expectation. Emily too watched, spellbound. Her heart fluttered excitedly as she followed Cordelia's slow, deliberate walk back to the desk. A drawer rattled drily as it was opened. Cordelia extracted a coiled dark brown army belt. A Sam Browne. A supple, potent length of leather that almost seemed to twitch and stir within the captain's firm grasp. Emily watched breathlessly as the belt was borne almost reverentially back towards the waiting cropped blonde, who interpreted the approaching footsteps with mounting dread. Cordelia Quidenham's brisk brogues echoed significantly on the polished wooden floor, changing into eerily silent footfalls as they trod the rich carpet beneath the table.

'Do you like cheese, JEmily?'

The question startled her and Emily stumbled through her less than adequate response.

'The French do remarkable cheeses. Ripe. One could be forgiven for saying rank. I particularly dislike their goat cheese. But your Dutch cheese. Now there's the thing. Mild, delicate. That creamy, rubbery texture. And that simply gorgeous scarlet skin. Did you know that the Germans do one quite like it. Ripe, round and red skinned? Hm?'

The quick pulse at Emily's throat now fluttered like a dragonfly dancing on a millpond's mirror. The captain grasped the hem of the grey tabard and dragged it up over the squirming whore's rump and thighs, leaving the bottom completely bare and defenceless.

'Yes,' the captain continued to muse aloud, taking a finger and thumb flesh fold of the naked cheek and squeezing it tightly. 'Bavarian cheese is firm and supple. And I do adore the bright red skin. Shall we give our Fraulein here a nice, shiny red skin? I think we shall.'

So this was what debriefing meant. Ursula snapped her pencil point as the tension within her increased. Emily tried to swallow but her mouth was too dry.

'Best get to work,' Captain Quidenham announced in a matter-of-fact tone. She placed the coiled military belt on the table five inches away from the blindfolded face of the German girl.

Emily saw the captive's calf muscles tense, sending a shiver up the slender thighs that rippled in a frisson of anguish across the broad, softly fleshed, vulnerable buttocks. To her surprise, the captain undid the blindfold. The blonde whore blinked in the sudden light, revealing pale blue eyes - which widened as they glimpsed the nearby coiled leather belt.

'I am going to use that belt in a moment. I am going to use that belt across your bare bottom, Gretchen Reuchlin,' Cordelia said pleasantly as she deftly transformed the unbound blindfold into an effective gag around the mouth of the whimpering, protesting girl. Pausing to check her handiwork, she sighed contentedly. 'You high-class tarts are all so cool, so arrogant when you arrive here. Gosh, how you all squeal under my belt. I will remove your gag when I am ready to hear what you think you might have to tell me.'

Emily shivered. She is completely and utterly in control now, she thought.

'Forget the rules and conventions, Gretchen. They do not exist for you here in this quiet, forgotten corner that will forever be England. An England free from the Nazi shadow.' Cordelia paused, contemplating the rump she was about to ravish with the leather belt. She tapped the upper curve of the quivering left cheek with an admonishing forefinger. Watching, narrow-eyed and dry-mouthed, Emily felt a rosebud of dew-kissed, velvet petals slowly unfurl between her prickling thighs.

'Citizen or prisoner - it is immaterial. You are mine. You know many things. Things I need to know. You will tell me. It is as simple as that, Gretchen Reuchlin. That is why I am now going to .. .' A gong boomed in the distance. 'Ah. Lunch. Come along, Ursula. You too, Emily. We will resume our duties later. As for you, Gretchen, I want you to contemplate two things in my brief absence. The wisdom of cooperation and the severity of pain. It would be foolish of you to ignore the soundness of the first proposition and distressing for you to reject the second. I will return. Of that you can be sure.'

Uncoiling the length of supple leather, Cordelia placed it carefully along the spine of the bending girl, arranging the tip to nestle in the deep cleft between the tightly bunched buttocks. Emily saw the shivers of anguished response ripple across the smooth surface of each fleshy globe. As she followed the captain and Ursula out of the den, her retina carried two burning images: the leather belt dangling tantalisingly down over the plump, naked bottom and the pale blue, worried eyes of the German girl, staring up at her in a mute appeal for mercy.

It was a hot day. Lunch was therefore ordained to be a cold affair. A delicious chicken salad, mango ice cream and chilled lemonade were laid out invitingly for the hungry diners. 4

'Uncle Rupert knows a chap who knows a chap with a diplomatic bag. It used to be cognac. Now he settles for bananas and mangoes. War is a peculiar pursuit for mankind, don't you think?' The captain addressed the rhetorical question to all assembled.

The table murmured a respectful response. The Wren tripped when bringing the chilled dish of fresh mayonnaise to the table. Penelope checked the girl, steadying her by the elbow, then briskly slapped her bottom five times on each taut cheek with one of the wooden serving spoons. The ginger-haired Wren, a tall, lissome, somewhat aloof young woman, bit her trembling lower lip and rubbed her tight blue shorts as she retreated to her pantry, massaging her tingling rump.

The weather is holding,' Cordelia remarked, embarking on a discussion of the harvest with Jane. The barns around Steeple Magna and Steeple Parva would soon be full, the captain opined. Just as well, with the Canadian wheat shipments now suspended. Jane nodded, adding - between delicate bites at her drumstick of thigh meat - that more vegetables, particularly potatoes, needed to be planted. Perhaps a letter to the local parish council to point this out. Plenty of room between all those fruit trees.

'Apples. Evesham, indeed most of Worcestershire is wholeheartedly devoted to the pippin. But you are quite right, of course. We'll never beat the Hun on apple pies, what?' Captain Quidenham paused to take a mouthful of plump, quivering breast. 'I'll see to it that there's a letter sent off when I've finished my work.'

My work. Emily echoed the words silently. Such simple, almost casual words. The speaker could have been referring to an afternoon dead-heading some late roses in the oval beds beneath the rustling elms. Or a few hours in the tack room restitching a frayed martingale. Not a whisper of the naked, trembling German girl tied to the table, waiting for her whipping. Tied by her ankles to the strong table legs, shivering and subdued in her strict bondage, tremulously awaiting the snap and the crack of stinging leather across her bare bottom.

My work. Gretchen. The blonde whore. The Nazi comforter. Her face forced down onto the highly polished surface of the cold, gleaming wood. Breasts squashed painfully into the bluish patina of centuries of polish and wear. Nipples forced to kiss the naked wood. In an eerily lit library into which permanent blackouts forbade the late summer sunshine, the wretched German writhed. Bathed by electric lighting despite the bright English sun. The cord, biting softly into the trussed, passive wrists, binding the splayed legs to each table leg by the ankle. The loose, grey tabard smock, offering scant modesty when down. Now raised, thrust up over hip and rump, revealing all in naked vulnerability. The soft, creamy bottom shivering on such a warm summer day. My work.

Emily found it difficult to swallow her chicken, delicious though it was, as her throat tightened at the haunting memory of Gretchen Reuchlin's pale bottom. Her stomach fluttered at the memory of the disturbing length of leather. Her mouth dried at the memory of the mute anxiety in the pale, blue eyes.

4 Fruit or cheese?' Cordelia Quidenham asked the table brightly.

The table was of the collective opinion that cheese would be fine.

'So be it. The general feeling is one in favour of cheese. Do try to manage your biscuit crumbs a little better, Penelope. I do find crumbs so, so irritating,' the captain sighed, ever fretful on all points of neatness and tidiness.

'Yes, ma'am,' Penelope replied dutifully.

Ursula folded and then quartered her napkin in silence. The languid, ginger-haired Wren - admittedly now a little more sprightly after Penelope's ministrations with the wooden spoon - cleared the table and returned with an impressive selection of cheeses. Emily spotted Orkney, Wensleydale, some workaday cheddar and a prized wedge of blue Stilton.

'The outrageous activities of the Hun preclude me from being able to offer you anything continental, Emily. I am sorry that I cannot tempt you with a taste of Italy or France.'

Emily shrugged sympathetically.

'Have you any taste for Bavarian, my dear?' the captain quizzed her new assistant archly. They do a little known beauty. Nice, shiny red-skinned one. A rarity. Quite exclusive. A privilege to behold ...'

Emily blushed.

Try a little of the blue Stilton. It is quite ripe,' Jane said, valiantly coming to Emily's rescue.

'Yes, do try the blue. Quite a rarity but friends keep us supplied.' The captain bit into her Orkney with evident relish. The country connections, Emily thought. No wonder the larder here was laden. Untutored in the mysterious lore of the cheeseboard, the blue Stilton was something of a shock. Moments after popping the veined cheese into her mouth, Emily felt her inner skin shrivel in response to the Stilton's clean, acid bite.

Crack. The Sam Browne did not swish or whistle like a crop or cane as Emily had half-expected, half-anticipated. It simply swept down silently to explode with a snapping crack as it kissed and lashed the upturned quivering buttocks below.

Crack. Crack. The pencil between Ursula's fingers snapped - shearing in two within her startled grip. Crack. The length of leather unerringly sought and found the double-domed naked cheeks. Crack.

A pink blush, with darker stripes emerging like a slowly developing negative, spread across the once-pale ivory bottom as it joggled and writhed in its anguish. Crack. Crack. The supple leather belt hugged the taut satin cheeks as if reluctant to leave the fierce pleasure of the intimate embrace. Crack.

The pale ankles writhed within their taut strictures, the naked toes digging into the rich, exquisitely patterned carpet. On the table, her anguished face pressed close against the passive wood, Emily shuddered as she watched the German girl's protesting mouth working furiously beneath the tight gag.

Crack. The white, slim hands, bound and immobile on the upper swell of the naked bottom. Crack. Again, the leather spoke harshly, crimsoning the juddering globes of tight satin. Crack. The helpless fingers splayed out in their explosive reflex of surprised pain. Crack. The pale blue eyes. Large, tearful. Tightly shut throughout the discipline except for when the leather struck to scorch the naked, rubescent rump. They were not the only eyes that Emily watched that long, long afternoon. Throughout the debriefing, the length of supple leather in her hand, Cordelia Quidenham's eyes shone more brightly than the electric light above. But more fiercesome still were the pale, keen eyes of Ursula.

Emily, slightly stunned, dazed and deliciously stimulated, found silence and solace later, in the haystack in the corner of a quiet, eventide paddock. Swallows skimmed above her, hurtling through the warm, milky air; their fleeting squeaks plaintive and forlorn. Walnut Tree Farm, its Tudor chimneys sticking up into the blue sky like chocolate soldier sentries on guard, shimmered in the haze.

It was six o'clock. Seven, perhaps. On such a summer evening, time slowed down and congealed in the mind. The lengthy shadows of the lime trees which gave shade and shelter to six bee hives were deceptive. As nature's sundials, they were unreliable tellers of the sluggish summer hours.

Emily's mind was in a turmoil. A turbulence troubled her belly and prickled between her thighs. Something burned, something undefined but insistent in her brain. Something seethed, vague but clamoring in her belly. Something stirred, ^ moist and tingling, behind her pubic fringe. Up on the crown of the haystack, cooled by a faintly stirring evening breeze, Emily lay on her back, arms and legs spread loosely about her. She needed to clear her mind of its sweet confusion and her body of its consuming fire. She opened up her shirt blouse, button by slow, unresisting button - the tie already discarded. The inquisitive breeze kissed her plump breasts chastely, cooling the trembling hillocks of creamy flesh that lay within the cups of her cotton brassiere. Insinuating a shy fingertip beneath the tight fabric of each generously moulded cup, Emily absently caressed her nipples. The taut material trapped each fingertip, pressing them down firmly onto each puckering, peaking nipple. Stubby nipples that rose in their joyful, swelling rebellion. Flesh touched flesh, intimately. Flesh responded to flesh, intensely. Flesh fused with flesh, delectably. With the pent-up juices of both her mind and body now unlocked and flowing freely in a sweet liquefaction of release, Emily palpated her breasts with slow, deliberate, circular motions. Her skirt felt tight, hugging her thighs together. Emily relished the stricture, shivering in its controlling embrace. Her nipples strained, swollen to their utmost, their tingling ache spilling Emily into a maddening frenzy. Kicking her shoes off frantically, Emily raised up her hips and wriggled out of her skirt. The blunt straw tickled her thighs and prickled her bottom through her tight, white panties. Her juices were now flowing freely.

The leather belt. Emily had fleetingly touched it - felt its weight, sensed its warmth - after the captain had concluded the ravishment of the captive in her bondage. Emily closed her eyes tightly and imagined herself kissing the cruel leather. Of all her stolen kisses, this was the sweetest, the darkest, the boldest. It caused a rosebud to open stickily in her most secret part. Like shy mice in a midnight scullery, her fingers stole down to encourage the emerging rosebud to blossom. The velvet petals, wet with sweet, moist dew, opened to her fingertip touch. Wiih a blind urgency, Emily unsnapped her suspender belt and roughly smoothed down her stockings between her dampening palms. With her bottom pressed firmly into the soft straw, Emily guided her eager fingers into the simmering, weeping centre of her delight.

The leather belt. Her silvery, shining fingers scrabbled in a blur of frenzy. The heavy weight of it. Emily's belly arched up, her quivering legs straining under the intensity of the time frozen moment. The heat of it. As she kissed the warm leather. With a low, sweet moan, Emily dissolved as she conjured up and then quickly triggered her molten release that spilled hotly.

Chapter 3

'Wake up.'

The curt, crisp command drew Emily from her sleep more by the waspish tone than the meaning carried within it.

kMmm?' The dark curls spilled across her pillow as she raised her head then sank back down again, groaning softly.

'Come on. Get up. That is an order,' rasped the voice.

It was Penelope, and the angry tone in her voice was echoed by the flashing in her sparkling green eyes.

'What is it?' Emily murmured, still heavy with voluptuous sleep.

The thin, crisp sheet was unceremoniously whipped away, leaving Emily's nakedness exposed.

'Up. Out of bed. Kit and room inspection,' Penelope snapped briskly.

The bedroom was warm with dawn's golden sunlight. Out in the farmyard, an early cockerel crowed raggedly.

'But it's only ..Emily started to protest wearily.

'Stand by your bed. Arms behind your back. Feet together. Head up, shoulders back.' With a spate of rapid commands, the corporal was putting the private through her military paces. The tempo was proving too fast for the still sleepy Emily. She yawned, stretched and scratched her naked bottom absently.

'Stand up straight. These quarters are a disgrace.'

With an imperious s\veep of her arm, Penelope impatiently encompassed the glove on the carpet, the drunken shoes on their sides, the wanton stray nylon stocking abandoned to dangle from the bedstead.

'I am in charge of you, and responsible for you. This room is a disgrace. Bend over. You must be taught a lesson.'

Emily stared, uncomprehendingly. Did Penelope really mean to punish her? Surely not.

'Bend over. You know the rules. Absolute obedience to the chain of command. You must accept all discipline dispensed.'

'But ...' stammered Emily in mounting alarm.

This will do,' Penelope nodded, gathering up Emily's suspender belt.

Disbelieving the events unfolding around her, Emily bent down onto her recently vacated bed. The rumpled linen was still warm where it had nestled against her nakedness.

'Six strokes,' announced Penelope briskly. 'And in future, you will see to it that this room is kept neat and tidy. I will inspect it at random. One hairbrush out of place and I will punish you with it most severely. Hands on the bed, bottom up. Come along, get it up.'

Emily, now wide awake to her imminent punishment, blushingly obeyed. At the back of her brain she formed the half-understood notion that the green-eyed corporal must be very angry indeed about something. Of course. Jane. She was jealous.

The thin whip of the suspender sliced down across Emily's soft bottom, scattering her thoughts. She yelped slightly at the sudden pain. Swish. The cruel swipe clung to her curved cheeks, striping the double domes of peach-soft flesh completely. Emily dug her fingers into the bedclothes. Swish. A crimson light flashed behind her eyes as a fainter, scarlet stripe kissed and lingered on her naked bottom.

The severe lashes of the suspender belt across the naked cheeks had left them blushing furiously and tingling with pain.

'Feet together. That's better. Three more,' Penelope snapped.

Emily braced herself for the imminent lash, clenching her bottom tightly.

That will do, corporal,' Jane said softly but sternly from the door. The disapproving tone was strong enough to still the punisher's hand.

Penelope stood awkwardly, the suspender belt now dangling limply from her right hand.

'What exactly is going on in here?' Jane demanded.

i was ...' Penelope started, a little sulkily and resentfully.

'Not you. Emily?' Jane silenced the punisher by questioning the punished.

'I left my room in a bit of a mess. But I was going to tidy it up after breakfast. Honestly,' Emily said with a sudden rush.

'Your room is indeed untidy,' Jane agreed.

Penelope could not resist a catlike smile of triumph.

'But not bad enough to merit six strokes. Explain yourself, corporal.'

Dismayed, Penelope bit her lip, maintaining her sullen silence.

'The essential thing about punishment .. ' Jane began, then paused and invited Emily to sit down on the bed. Emily obeyed, but her hot bottom hurt the moment its soft weight kissed the mattress. She chose to remain standing. Jane noticed, and frowned.

'The essential thing about punishment, corporal, is to know how, why and when one best administers it. You have clearly shown this morning that you do not yet fully know all there is to know. I feel it is important that you should learn. I will teach you. Bend over.'

'But . . . but Jane, I only ...' Penelope wheedled in protest.

'Corporal. I have just given you a direct order.'

Drenched in military discipline, Penelope bent down over the bed, mirroring the posture Emily had been instructed to endure.

Tour strokes, corporal. Savour each stroke. They may teach you what you need to learn. Authority and discipline must never be squandered. You abused your authority and so it has lost its dignity. You abused your right to administer discipline, and so it has lost its effectiveness. Without dignity and decorum, authority and the discipline it wields are but mere, insubstantial shadows.'

Although Penelope was allowed to keep her skirt on during the disciplining, Emily knew that the four searing strokes of the cane hit and bit home hard. Emily saw the twinkle of a tear escaping from the caned girl's eye and she suddenly understood all. It was not the untidy room which had brought the suspender belt down so harshly across her own naked bottom - it was Penelope's jealous possessive-ness towards Jane. Equally, the sorrowful tears that were now trickling down Penelope's cheek were not tokens of pain but emblems of her shame and liquid sorrow.

The cane fell still, falling inertly down along the length of Jane's right thigh.

i think that will suffice. You may go, and remember,' Jane admonished softly, T mean to teach you that your rank is a privilege and an obligation. You are priviliged to wear that one stripe, corporal, but will be obliged to bear many, many more should you prove unworthy of it. Do you understand me?'

'Yes, Jane.'

The chastened corporal stole meekly out of the bedroom.

'As for you, Emily. Come here.'

Jane, now sitting on the bed, instructed the naked girl to approach and bend down over, and across, her knee. Fearful of further chastisement, Emily timidly obeyed, brushing her breasts against the warmth of Jane's thighs as she assumed the desired position across the blonde's lap. Emily lay, prone and vulnerable, her bare bottom once more exposed in utter nakedness for its impending punishment. Jane raised her hand, palm flattened, upwards. Emily shivered slightly in timorous anticipation. The hand hovered. The bunched buttocks clenched. The hand swept down. Slowly. Settling gently on the shuddering pink cheeks. It remained there, palm to slightly tautened buttock, to nestle against the sheath of tight satin skin.

'Poor little Emily. Let me see, mm?' Jane purred, bending her face down as she lowered it to examine and inspect the recently chastised bottom. The suspender belt had left the traces of its cruel visitation - three faint pink stripes across the creamy, softly swollen double domes. Jane spread her fingers out, splaying the tips to stretch the surface of each cheek. A delicate, probing thumb tip etched along each pink stripe.

'Not too severe, mm?' cooed Jane huskily.

Emily sighed happily, pressing her thighs together tightly. It was such a delight, such a relief, to receive the gentle, caring touch of Jane's fingers instead of the expected harsh spank across her bare bottom.

Emily sighed again, snuggling down contentedly into Jane's warmth, unconsciously inching her rounded buttocks upwards in a gesture of pure submission and surrender.

Jane acknowledged the gesture, pressing her cool palm against the proffered left cheek, squashing and flattening the fleshy mound slightly but firmly. With slow, circular movements she soothed and balmed the ravished flesh. Emily's sighs grew deeper, more contented. Jane patted the right cheek gently and addressed it with her inquisitive fingertips, scoring trembling circles of comfort across the juddering buttocks. The last vestige of tension melted and oozed out of Emily as the naked girl seemed to almost merge into Jane's lap. Emily felt the dominant, tender blonde's fingers pause once more on the rounded crown of her left buttock, before slowly trickling down the sweeping curve of hot flesh to dabble in the buried depths of the shadowed cleft. With a faint mew of delight, Emily dug her toes into the carpet and eased herself upwards, parting her thighs slightly as she raised up and offered her nakedness to the blonde.

A firm thumb stroked the entire length of the sensitive cleft, pausing once to sense the rosebud whorl. Out in the farmyard, the ragged cry of the cockerel sounded distant and strange to Emily, in whose ears hot blood sang its surging, pounding song. A plaintive song, a threnody to lust, crawling out of her dark cave of desire in her nakedness - out towards the primeval sun in whose warmth there was the certain satisfaction of desire being tamed and fulfilled. A drum beat out its hypnotic thud as Emily's heart pounded - surely loud enough for Jane to hear? Or feel? Emily clenched the oozing fig, the fruit of her excitement, tightly between the trembling flesh of her taut, creamy thighs. Perhaps Jane would finger the fruit, probe its warmth, taste its sweet, thickening juices . ..

'Breakfast. Later, perhaps ...' the blonde whispered in a tone of softly curdling cream.

Easing the naked girl carefully up from her warm thighs, Jane cupped the fullness of the heavy, swollen left breast.

Kidneys, crisp bacon, black pudding, fried eggs and plump, juicy sausages - served up fetchingly by the pert Wren who skipped lightly from pantry to table, greeted Emily. She ate heartily, head bent down, elbows busily weaving, as she concentrated on satisfying her huge appetite. Reaching the toast and marmalade stage of the early morning feast, Emily felt much more composed. Events had been both momentous and demanding for her since first cock crow.

Looking somewhat guardedly at her companions at the breakfast table, she noticed Penelope toying idly with a poached egg, eating with little appetite and less enthusiasm. From time to time the green-eyed vixen shifted her bottom from caned cheek to caned cheek.

Ursula, the captain seconded from Intelligence, ate in silence. Beside her, Jane was also eating sticky toast and marmalade. The blonde caught Emily's eye. In a slow, sensuous gesture, Emily watched as Jane stilled the trembling, golden marmalade with the tip of her little finger and drew it up close to her red lips. Emily's throat tightened as she saw Jane's tiny wet tongue tip flickering out to claim and capture the marmalade, which disappeared in a sudden flash. Emily, confused and thrilled, quickly averted her gaze - only to discover Cordelia Quidenham looking enigmatically at a ripe pear she had adroitly peeled and quartered and was about to eat. Such a firm, strong mouth.

Emily glanced covertly as the dainty quarters of the succulent pear vanished - slipping in between the thick, sensuous lips that sucked down hard on the wet fleshy fruit. Emily, swallowing her final mouthful of toast with some difficulty, closed her eyes and shivered slightly as she remembered the debriefing in the library. In the oppressive heat of the library.

Cordelia Quidenham, taking off her olive green blouse, unbuttoning it slowly with careful, capable fingers, leaving the leather strap draped down across the naked bottom of the German girl who shivered in her inescapable bondage: Cordelia Quidenham, unhurriedly easing out of her brassiere, folding it up carefully before resuming her position at the table and taking up the potent leather strap; the ample, shining bosom; the deep, inviting cleavage; the mellow ripeness of the curved, swollen flesh. Breasts to kneel before. Breasts to be adored. Breasts that rose up to display the dark, roseate, stubby nipples. Breasts that had bounced lightly as the strap had flickered down to snap and crack across Gretchen's creamy cheeks. Breasts that had joggled imperceptibly as the strap had been drawn back up to shoulder height once more.

Above all, Emily remembered the heat of the long, heady afternoon. And in the heat, the captain. Legs planted slightly apart. Bare bosomed. Perspiring slightly. The heavy breasts aglow with perspiration by the end of the scorching debriefing. The heaving bosom glistening after the exertions of administering discipline with the leather strap. The full, ripe breasts - bouncing as the captain brushed them with an upward sweep of her left arm to wipe her beaded brow. Then, a little later, pausing halfway through the searing chastisement of the satin buttocks with the leather belt, the captain bending down to scrutinise and expertly thumb her handiwork, examining the punished bottom at close quarters - the pink peaks of the swollen nipples grazing the blazing buttocks ; pressing into the hot cheeks as Cordelia Quidenham leaned closer to her quarry, closer . ..

Spellbound at the breakfast table, Emily dropped her butter knife. It clattered noisily on her side plate. Emily blinked, smiling around at all assembled apologetically.

Captain Quidenham swallowed her fruit, wiped her moist lips with her spotless white linen napkin and called the breakfast table to order. Emily sat up attentively, neatly arranging her knife and fork and folding her own napkin. The gesture met with an approving smile from the ever watchful, ever attentive, Cordelia Quidenham.

'Laxity,' the captain commenced.

Jane turned to face the speaker directly, a flicker of interest illuminating her face. Penelope, still sulking, studied the pattern on her large breakfast cup - a sturdy shepherd claiming a semi-naked wanton-eyed nymph as his prize.

'Good, strict and effective governance takes the initiative. It does not nor should not merely wait to respond to circumstances. I believe ... that is to say ... I am persuaded by the overwhelming evidence that ...' Cordelia Quidenham paused, abstractedly picking up six stray toast crumbs from the sweep of pristine lawn table cloth and depositing them on her plate. 'It is my belief,' she rejoined, 'that the domestics have become somewhat lax and a little unruly of late. We must strive to be more vigilant. Let stricter observation and tighter control be our watchwords. And more severe discipline. It is all they really respect and understand.'

The scraping of dishes in the scullery paused, betraying the avidly listening ears of the eavesdropping staff.

'Jane, and you, Penelope. I want you to go now and strip search their rooms. You know what to look for, you know what is forbidden to them. Stay where you are, girl.' The captain barked out this last command to the minx, who was attempting to tiptoe back to her quarters to dispose of anything incriminating.

Emily gulped in astonishment. How on earth had the captain known about the girl making an attempt to get to her room? Sixth sense? Uncanny prescience? No, of course not, Emily smiled. The octagonal silver Georgian fruit dish. Sitting at the table, her back to the minx, Cordelia had merely had to look into each of the four silver surfaces facing her watching her step into and out of each small silver frame in her furtive but futile bid to escape her impending doom. Knowledge of the captain's methods did nothing to diminish Emily's respect for the results.

In a grim silence, Jane and Penelope rose up from the breakfast table and disappeared, returning soon to report on their findings following the surprise search. 'Cooking sherry. Two cups. Those concerned have confessed.'

Emily learned from Jane's report that the little minx and the svelte redhead were the guilty party.

'Hm,' the captain ruminated sagely. Those two have been on kitchen duties all week. Couldn't resist the temptation, what? Well, we must school them in the lesson that one must learn to resist everything, especially temptation.'

Emily suddenly looked down at her hands, blushing alarmingly.

The loss of the sherry should have been noticed. Black mark, there, Jane.'

'Ma'am.'

'I am not intolerant. But look to it that such transgressions do not occur in future.'

'Ma'am.'

'We were somewhat remiss there, perhaps, but we will not be so in our duty. And our duty is?' Cordelia asked.

'Discipline, Ma'am.'

'Call them in and punish them soundly. Jane, cane the redhead. Penelope, chastise that little minx. Assemble the domestics, let them all witness the discipline. And Jane ...'

'Ma'am?'

'Let the strokes be memorable.'

Jane nodded. 'We'll punish them out in the yard, corporal,' she said briskly.

'Emily,' Cordelia Quidenham said softly. Emily looked up. 'I suggest you attend the disciplining of the domestics. Soon, the onerous burden of this duty will fall on you.' With that, the captain departed for her den.

'Assemble all the girfs out by the old pump, corporal,' Jane said in a businesslike manner.

'At once,' Penelope replied smartly.

'Come along, Emily,' Jane smiled. 'You will learn much from this.'

Emily goose pimpled up her inner thighs as she saw Jane's violet eyes dilate excitedly.

Outside in the dazzling morning sunlight, all the domestics were standing proudly on parade. Emily listened from her vantage point beside the old rusting water pump. It was a cast-iron curiosity, with a horse's head to catch the water from - water pumped up vigorously by a handle fashioned into a plaited horse's tail. A busy spider had webbed the rusting nostrils with its skein of finely radiating silver. A single dew drop trembled on the cobweb like the first repentant, sorrowful tear on the hot cheek of a punished girl.

'Discipline has been a little lax of late,' Jane commenced, loyally taking up and echoing the captain's theme at the breakfast table. 'All of you are here at Walnut Tree Farm because of your misdemeanours and unwillingness to knuckle down to military law. Some of you have reformed and will shortly be returning to your camps. Some of you have yet to show the necessary signs. You will remain and taste discipline. Walnut Tree Farm offers you the chance to redeem yourselves. I strongly advise you to take that chance and mend your ways. Several of your number have continued to flout and disregard the rules, committing felonies and other breaches of discipline.' Jane paused. A silent shiver of anxiety rippled through the rOw of Wrens. Jane seemed to approve of the effect her words were having. She savoured the moment, before continuing.

'Two of you have been discovered breaking the rules. Charges were laid and confessions obtained. This morning,' Jane paused, as Penelope emerged from the dairy with a three-legged milking stool which clattered on the cobblestones. Penelope positioned the low stool down in front of the domestics, who trembled in their tight shorts as a cane was gently placed across the small, round seat. 'This morning,' Jane resumed, 'those two miscreants will be chastised. Thoroughly chastised. I urge the rest of you to look and to remember.'

Jane strode forward, stooped to snatch up the cane and positioned herself alongside the milking stool. In her hands, so cool, slim and strong, she fingered the length of yellow whippy cane almost affectionately.

'Step forward the accused,' ordered Jane.

Emily swallowed slightly as she saw the tall, red-haired girl take two uncertain steps forward. The dark-eyed minx, of whom Emily had grown rather fond, looked confused.

'Me, too?' she flustered.

'You,' Jane replied evenly.

The minx broke ranks and stepped timidly towards the milking stool.

'Wait,' Jane steadied her with the quivering tip of the cane. 'I will beat you first,' she continued, tapping the thigh of the shivering redhead. 'Down. Across the stool,' she instructed. 'The rest of you will kneel and witness the punishment.'

Silently, the remaining Wrens sank down onto the cobblestones and Emily watched them wince in discomfort. The redhead approached the milking stool, knelt down across it and eased her taut breasts, then her firm, flat stomach over the wooden seat. She encircled her arms around the three stumpy legs in an intimate embrace. Behind her, her long legs stretched out, and her toes scrabbled the cobbles. The buttocks, perfectly positioned and poised for their punishment, wobbled.

'Corporal. Remove her shorts,' Jane commanded.

A butterfly of expectation unfolded its wings within Emily's tummy as Penelope moved towards the prostrate girl on the milking stool. She bent down and slowly eased the tight blue shorts down from the hips, buttocks and thighs of the trembling redhead. Penelope dragged the tight elastic waistband to the prone girl's knees, where it rested - binding the knees together harshly and bunching the buttocks above.

Jane fingered the cane and frowned. She rubbed a spot four inches from the criiel tip with her thumb then shook her head. Penelope joined her, their two shadows merging on the cobblestones at their feet. With heads bowed down under the morning sun, they discussed the suitability of the cane in close conference. Jane resolved the matter by raising her golden thigh up, snapping down and splitting the cane in two. The corporal, who had walked into the dairy, returned with a wooden butter pat - a six-inch paddle of polished wood with a tapering handle of darker wood. Cherry, perhaps. Penelope passed the butter pat to Jane, who tapped the palm of her left hand with it slowly, as if weighing its possibilities for punishment. Down across the milking stool the penitent clenched her buttocks, squeezing the cheeks tightly together as they lay patiently under the sun for their more intimate heat.

Crack. The wooden paddle whistled down and exploded across the double-domed, bottom. Crack. Crack. Two sharp kisses of polished, smooth wood straight across both taut, satin cheeks. Crack: a cruel, searching downward stroke that found its target - squashing and flattening the curvature of pinkish, shuddering flesh.

Crack. Crack. Emily gasped slightly as she saw the ravished buttocks bounce as the lethal paddle swooped to bite and sting the bare bottom.

Crack: the soft buttocks joggled, trembling as the tightly bunched cheeks glowed a warm scarlet under the caress of the butter pat.

Crack. Crack. Crack: a slow finger of desire uncurled to tease and stroke Emily between her clamped thighs, as the triple echo startled a sleepy wood pigeon tasking on the gable roof top. Crack.

Emily saw the redhead clench her fists tightly as her bottom took its deserved punishment. A bottom now transformed from ivory cream to blushing scarlet as the alchemy of discipline weaved its searing spell across the penitent cheeks of the punished bottom. Crack. Crack.

Again the redhead gasped, again her red rump shuddered under the unerring swipes of the punishing paddle. The chastisement was complete.

Silence reigned supreme, as did the stilled butter pat as it hovered above the beaten buttocks below. Emily watched a tiny white fluffy feather - no doubt from the rich, soft plumage of the startled wood pigeon - spin down slowly in the warm sunshine to settle on the redhead's left shoulder. She lay so still, so utterly immobile and chastened after her disciplining, that the feather stayed nestling on her shoulder. Emily gazed, transfixed.

The punishment was over, the discipline discharged. The redhead now eased herself up and returned, red-bottomed and head bowed, to kneel sorrowfully alongside her shivering colleagues.

'Next,' barked Penelope, picking up the hot paddle of wood from the seat of the milking stool.

The anxious minx rose unsteadily and stumbled in her stockinged feet over the cobblestones.

'Down. Over and across the stool,' Penelope ordered.

The minx started to ease down her tight shorts, wiggling her hips invitingly.

'Leave them alone. I'll see to that. Down across that stool, girl, and be quick about it.'

Emily noted that Penelope's voice was slightly shrill with angry excitement, lacking Jane's cool, honeyed cadences. Trembling slightly, the minx bent down low over the stool, squashing her breasts and then her stomach into the polished surface of the seat. Positioned for her punishment, she lay face down, eyes shut.

Penelope knelt down alongside her to prepare her for her punishment. The tight shorts that separated each cheek were yanked down harshly from the buttocks, revealing the delightful apple-cheeked bottom to the warm sunlight. How Emily wanted to bend down and stray her fingertips across those perfect little cheeks. How she wanted to clasp her arms around the minx's waist and hug the soft little bottom; planting sweet kisses on the crown of each tightly fleshed creamy dome.

A sudden pang of concern clutched at Emily's heart as she saw the corporal spreading the buttocks roughly under her flattened palm, as if inspecting the cheeks she was about to chastise. Emily shivered as she gazed down affectionately at the poor little Wren's bare bottom soon to be severely beaten under the scorching bat. Penelope caught the look of anxiety in Emily's eyes and her own green eyes flashed in triumph. With a look of open, undisguised malice, the corporal glared up at the private. Her enmity was potent and nakedly exposed, both in the cruel twist to her curled lip and in the gripping of the butter pat between her whitening knuckles, which made her dark meaning plain. Emily parted her lips as if about to protest but knew that to do so would be foolish and unwise.

'All of you, watch and learn. This is a lesson for you all to remember,' Penelope said with silky venom, glancing at Emily as she hissed out her spiteful words. Emily knew without a shadow of a doubt that the words were aimed directly at her.

Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack.

It was a harsh, searing chastisement. The paddle, normally used in the cool stillness of the dairy to shape and fashion soft, creamy mounds of butter, flashed angrily under the hot sun to sting and scorch soft, creamy mounds of bare-bottomed flesh.

Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack. Penelope delivered the blazing bat in staccato bursts of four searing swipes. The minx writhed pitifully, bucking her bottom coltishly under the onslaught. -

Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack. A dry sob was snatched from the squirming girl as she wriggled across the milking stool, her blistering bottom already crimson.

Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack. The spanking paddle spoke relentlessly. Emily stemmed the surge of protest rising up - part in anger, part in pity - from inside her tight lungs and dry throat. Again, she glimpsed the harsh truth that her intervention would go hard for the poor backside of the naughty Wren, buttocks which already seethed as the lambent pain of punishment flickered like a flame across her rump. She stilled her tongue, but it was the sparkling tear in her eye that prompted Jane to curtail the punishment. Penelope, her flat, red tongue playing along the length of her lower lip, was totally absorbed in her task. A frown of dark delight and fierce concentration troubled her green eyes. She raised the hot wood up once more - the better to smack it down in rapid succession to sear and scorch the naked cheeks below until Jane cut short the impending staccato of fire by relieving Penelope of the paddle.

'She's learned her lesson ...' Jane murmured. Then, turning to the chastened row of kneeling girls, raised her voice. 'And so have you. Return to your duties, all of you. But remember. Future infringements of any rules or regulations will be similarly and summarily dealt with.'

The silent Wrens rose from the cobblestones, rubbing their knees ruefully and shuffled away in silence.

'A word with you, corporal, if you please,' Jane said, softly.

Emily slipped into the farmhouse and caught the sound of the minx weeping softly in her scullery. Entering quietly, she approached the tearful girl, putting a comforting arm around her soft shoulder.

'My poor bottom,' the snuffling Wren burbled, wiping a tear away from her eye with the back of her hand.

Remembering the cool touch of Jane's gently healing fingers on her own stinging cheeks earlier that morning, Emily steered the girl backwards towards a low, white sink. Easing down the tight blue shorts over the cusp of her crimson bottom - leaving the elastic waistband to gather in a fierce hug around the trembling thighs and bunch the ravished orbs into a perfectly rounded globe - Emily spun the brass tap handle. The ice-cold water silvered in a steady liquid cascade. Cupping her hand into the stream of sparkling water, Emily gently splashed the hot bottom to soothe the scorched silk skin. The minx cooed her pleasure and rose up on her toes, offering her bottom up to the healing balm. Emily played the icy water against both cheeks, watching with bated breath as the tiny silver droplets spangled and sparkled against the crimson cheeks. The minx settled her buttocks on the cold edge of the sink, spreading her cheeks softly and widening the dark cleft between them as she did so.

Emily's throat tightened immediately. In her dry mouth, her tongue thickened with desire. Nestling into her breasts, the minx pleaded for more.

i shall heal you, little one,* Emily murmured, causing the girl to sob her sigh of surrender.

The healing hand guided its wet fingertips in small circles across the scalded buttocks, soothing and easing the searing skin.

'Mmmm,' purred the minx, affirming her pleasure and implicitly pleading for more.

Emily paused to splash more of the sparkling, cool droplets, gazing in utter spellbound rapture at the perfection of the apple cheeks as they shone and sparkled, the soft, gently swelling domes of warm flesh joggling as the buttocks clenched and tightened momentarily in their thrilled response. A generous splash over the upper cusp of the wobbling cheeks gathered its wanton, silver beads into a tiny rivulet that trickled down into the deep, generous cleft. Emily paused, suspended in a timeless moment of pure bliss, then dipped her trembling fingertip into the valley between the perfectly formed hillocks of warm flesh. The naughty Wren wriggled, spreading her splayed buttocks a little wider apart as she perched on the edge of the cold, white sink - softly squealing her delight. Emily's probing fingertip skimmed up and down between the tightly fleshed cheeks of the rounded bottom, teasing and tantalising the soft ribbon of satin deep within the flesh folds. Her tears now replaced with a sublime smile, the minx turned her dark mulberry eyes up to Emily's - sweet submission oozing where once salt anguish had flowed. Emily's throat contracted in a spasm of expectation. Something warm, something delicious, stirred between the silken folds of stickiness at the juncture of her trembling thighs.

After a very satisfying lunch of cold roast beef served with a delicate horseradish sauce, fried potatoes and a colourful, slightly piquant salad gathered up from the extensive kitchen gardens, the captain suggested that Emily rejoin her in the den. Emily, tucking into a second dish of gooseberry crumble heavy with cream, a shy token of the adoring minx's devotion, looked up and nodded.

In the den, under the glare of the electric lights, Cordelia Quidenham frowned. Ursula, the Intelligence captain, raised an eyebrow.

'Yesterday was not entirely unsuccessful, but I'm sure that the German girl has more to tell us.'

Ursula remained impassive. Emily sat in attentive silence.

'She seemed to talk freely enough,' Cordelia continued, quickly leafing through the thorough notes Ursula had taken in shorthand, straight from the trembling lips of the punished girl, and which had then been neatly typed up by Emily.

'We seek two types of information. Can you tell me what they are?' She looked across at Emily.

Trying to displace the potent images of the leather strap kissing Gretchen Reuchlin's naked buttocks, Emily struggled to concentrate on her answer. 'The proposed location and disposition of enemy planes in the Balkans ...'

'Good. Well done. And ...?' the captain encouraged, smiling.

'Intimate knowledge of ace Luftwaffe pilots,' Emily concluded. 1

'Excellent. We only kidnap the most accomplished whores, of course. But the Luftwaffe pride themselves on taking only the very best spoils of war. An Me 109 pilot with seven kills and an Iron Cross is like a god in Berlin these days - and a great gift to the Nazi propaganda indus-try.'

Ursula remained impassive whilst Emily's eyes shined eagerly.

'But if we uncover their sexual indiscretions ...' Emily said.

'Exactly, my dear. The Hun is essentially a prig. Especially the old guard. By feeding back this black propaganda, we've had nearly a dozen pilots removed from the front line. And ^with the threat of invasion imminent, air superiority will be a deciding factor.'

Emily nodded vigorously.

'And this pillow talk is proving to be very valuable. HQ have received our reports and are evaluating them immediately. It is going well. The swaggering Nazi cannot help but boast between the sheets ... Yes? What is it, my dear?'

'I'm sure you are right. About their boasting. But do the girls know what is useful or significant? They may know something, but count it trivial. I wonder ...'

'Well?'

Tm not trained, of course, but that could be to my advantage. Could I have the German girl this afternoon? Gretchen,' Emily pleaded.

'Perhaps, Emily. We'll see,' the captain chuckled.

Emily pouted, unable to hide her disappointment.

'Oh, very well. You have the makings of a good intelligence officer, and I certainly need more than an efficient typist. I need another pair of ears ~ to catch stray snippets of information; another set of eyes - to read between the lines; another pair of hands - to extract the information.'

Emily flushed, understanding fully the darker meaning of the captain's concluding words. She immediately thought of the weight and the potent heat of the Sam Browne leather belt.

'I cannot promise much, but this afternoon you may assist me in the debriefing of Gretchen Reuchlin.'

'Yes, ma'am,' Emily whispered huskily.

The two warders dragged the shivering Fraulein into the den and then withdrew. Blindfolded and efficiently gagged, the fretful girl stood marooned in the middle of a sea of soft, prickling carpet. Emily watched the naked feet tread the open weave with kitten like distress.

'Prepare her,' Cordelia Quidenham instructed.

Emily needed no second prompting. Success this afternoon could mean the sure and certain destruction of another dozen Heinkels or bring about the swift disgrace of a brilliant Luftwaffe air ace. Anything to wound or harry the Nazi beast that preyed on Europe. And more. Emily had witnessed several examples of discipline and punishment at Walnut Tree Farm. On each and every occasion, the tingling, liquid response had been stronger, more urgent. The desire to keenly observe, to witness and to wonder had been supplanted by a deeper, darker desire to touch, and to hold. To touch the cane and the leather strap, the crop and the paddle ... to hold the naked bottoms for a brief moment - both before the punishment to feel the cool, shivering buttocks and still them imperiously with a single, dominant fingertip - and afterwards, to sense and feel the effect of the striping lash across the bouncing, blazing cheeks.

Prepare her. The intoxicating words echoed in Emily's spinning brain. Prepare her.

Dry-mouthed and damp-palmed, Emily strode over to the German girl. Her nervous fingers fiddled with the loose tabard smock that barely bestowed a frail modesty on Gretchen. Impatiently, she peeled it off completely. The captain smiled involuntarily as she pretended to read her notes. Ursula merely studied the point of her recently sharpened pencil. Her face was a mask of indifference.

'Move. Forward, six paces,' Emily barked, surprised at the acerbity of her own voice.

The German girl obeyed, stepped forward gingerly in her splendid, sinuous nakedness.


'Turn. Left. Two paces,' Emily commanded.

The bare breasts bobbled imperceptibly as Gretchen obeyed once more.

'Up against the table. Now bend over.'

A suspicion of a whimper escaped the tightly gagged lips of the trembling nude.

'At once,' rasped Emily.

Gretchen bent, pressing her full breasts down onto the wood of the waiting table beneath her - offering her naked bottom up behind her.

'Legs apart.'

The cleft between the naked girl's trembling cheeks widened invitingly as she promptly and obediently spread her legs, one foot to each of the elegant table supports.

Emily knelt down on one knee to tightly bind each ankle of the captive to the tabfe legs. Rising, she loosened her tie and undid the top three buttons of her crisp uniform shirt blouse.

'I know that you can hear me, Gretchen Reuchlin, and that you can understand every word that I say,' Emily began, standing directly behind the naked girl to gather her arms together and bind them severely at the wrists. 'I have several questions for you and require an answer to each one. You have tasted the leather belt already. Today, your bottom will be introduced to my cane. It may, or may not be, a brief encounter. That is for you to decide. When you have sampled the harshness of bamboo I believe that you will choose to answer all of my questions to my complete and utter satisfaction. Please do not ask or hope for any pity or mercy. I am indifferent to your suffering and to your pain. Only you can control that, Gretchen Reuchlin. By deciding to cooperate fully, the cane, in effect rests in your hands. Speak, and it will remain silent. Remain silent, and it will most assuredly speak.'

Captain Cordelia Quidenham, abandoning all pretences of reading her notes, looked up approvingly. She nodded slowly and appreciatively at her young apprentice with the dark curls.

Emily then put a variety of questions to the German girl. The captain looked puzzled when Emily concluded her catechism by asking Gretchen Reuchlin to list all the Christmas presents she had been promised.

'All those presents your lusty Luftwaffe pilots and officers have boasted of sending you, this Christmas ... or next.'

The captain's deep, brown eyes narrowed enquiringly, but she did not interrupt. Emily appeared to be completely in control.

Positioning herself at a cane's length from the naked buttocks, Emily did not stripe them straight away. She traced the outline of the entire length of the left leg, trailing the tip of the yellow bamboo cane from the fleshy swell of the hip, down along the outer thigh to the ankle. Then upwards, slowly, along the inside of the leg until the tip nuzzled the crease where buttock met with thigh. Pausing slightly, Emily then traced six, seven, eight strokes across the tight satin left cheek - indenting it gently but firmly with the tip of the cane. The German girl arched and strained in her naked, writhing bondage, her white fingers flexing and curling in an agony of anticipation. Not a whit perturbed, Emily drew the tip of the bamboo whippy cane down the swelling right hip, tremblingly tracing the fleshy thigh. The tip grazed the ankle of the right foot and then slowly, very slowly, whispered up the inner leg and thigh. Six, seven, eight more firm impressions of strokes were traced across the moon of the quivering right buttock. The naked girl mouthed urgently through her tightened gag. Emily, to the captain's surprise and unconcealed delight, positioned the trembling tip of the bamboo cane down between the parted thighs to tease and probe the soft, moistening pink labia that lay utterly exposed. The last four inches of the cane sawed back and forth, emerging after an eternity glistening and wetly gleaming under the electric lights.

At her desk, Cordelia Quidenham's knuckles were clenched white. Her dark brown eyes followed the cane tip as it rose, winking a bead of dew, then hovered a fraction of an inch away from the tightly stretched cleft, between the immobile, passive cheeks of the spreadeagled girl.

Slowly, very slowly, Emily stroked the cane, guiding it down, in, along and against the length of the ribbon of pink satin skin at the depth of the cleft. Gretchen writhed. The round tip of the inquisitive bamboo sought out and found the rosebud whorl - and paused to kiss it lingering-ly. Steadying the cane between her fingertips, Emily twisted it slowly, rotating it at least a dozen slow turns. Carnal grunts and liquid moans escaped the gagged mouth of the helpless whore. Emily approached her captive, and as she bent down over the naked girl, impressed her breasts firmly into the warm, creamy flesh of Gretchen's bare back.

The moment she had ached for. The moment was coming. That exquisite moment of supreme domination. The imminent delight flickered and flared up within her, burning her mind and njelting her body, with its crimson flame. The moment when the wicked length of yellow bamboo would arch up, hover and then swish down across the-creamy cheeks of the naked bottom below.

Chapter 4

After the hot, stifling afternoon in the den, Emily felt the need for a cool, languorous stroll before tea. An afternoon, Emily mused, providing a ripe harvest for the perspiring labourer who had toiled in the realms of the swollen, luscious vines, and the bruised grapes promised sweet wine.

Although Walnut Tree Farm was surrounded by a high red brick wall, a legacy of its former royalist family's attempt to frustrate Cromwell's New Model Army pillage, there were spacious walks within the paddocks and fields of the estate. Beyond the orchard and through the shade of a sweet-scented spinney of larch and lime trees there was a trout pool, and it was towards this dark, silent oasis that Emily was drawn under the heat haze of a hot September evening. As she entered the spinney, her ears were tantalised by the silvery song of a nightingale. Emily paused, drinking in the champagne notes, closing her eyes, enthralled by the intensity of the golden moment. *

How sweetly the soaring nightingale sang. And how sweetly, Emily hugged herself triumphantly, Gretchen Reuchlin had sung for her in the den. All her questions had been answered, providing fresh details of a Nazi fighter base just to the north of Lille. More important was the gem gleaned from the confession that a Luftwaffe general, who frequented her Berlin brothel, had promised the German girl the present of a Muscovite fur. The Nazi machine clearly intended to open up a second front shortly with Russia. Despite the Pact of Steel. A windfall for Intelligence. Even Ursula had blinked. Nor had Cordelia Quidenham concealed her delight after the successful debriefing.

And something else had happened to Emily in the long afternoon in the oppressive heat of the den. She had tasted the pleasures of discipline - drinking deeply from the chalice that held punishment's bitter sweet draught - on several occasions since her arrival at Walnut Tree Farm. A bare-bottomed domestic being spanked. The severity of a suspender across her naked cheeks. And then the hours of debriefing. The leather belt. The spreadeagled whore in her bondage: buttocks bared and perfectly poised for punishment. The light bamboo cane between her fingers and thumb. The length of yellow whippy wood sweeping up -swish - then flashing down - thrumm - with an evil glint to stroke, swipe and stripe the creamy bottom below.

Strong drink for an untutored palate. A heady cup to quaff. But Emily had slaked her mounting, yearning thirst, and was prepared and eagerly impatient, to return to the chalice for more. Her lips had found the dark potion that would at last satisfy her curious yearning and quench the burning longings deep within. A dark, strange brew - one which both sobered and intoxicated all who put forth their lips to sip. Emily had drunk from the fountains of pleasure; the pleasure of discipline, punishment and pain. To mete it out to bare bottoms or meet it with one's own naked buttocks - it was all one to her. She had pressed her tongue deep down into the dark and delectable juices crushed from the moist grapes of domination, the delicious, shivering vines of sweet submission.

Emily arrived at the trout pool. The pool was deep and cool. A crane fly skimmed the surface, trailing it with a careless scattering of diamonds as it skipped across the unblemished mirror. From the edge of the bank she could see the setting sun reflected in a blaze of crimson gold as the trout pool seemed to swallow down the shining globe of fire deep into its own dark secret depths. As she knelt, she glimpsed her own reflection - a pale, beautiful face framed in a tumble of dark, waqton curls. Innocence looking down into experience.

She stripped off her clothes and trod the trembling surface of the trout pool, shivering deliciously as the cool waters closed about her knees, then her thighs. Wading out slowly, she paused hip high in the milky depths - the water lapping sweetly at her glistening buttocks. Belly high. Then a little further out into the broken mirror of the waters, her breasts now bobbing with a sensual, pleasurable buoyancy. Scissoring her legs in a twinkling, Emily launched herself completely into the cool embrace of the pool, slicing its surface as she swam with a graceful vigour across the entire length of the wide water. A moorhen, startled by the sudden arrival of the naked girl, flapped its alarm flinging a shower of spangled droplets from its tiny wings. Emily laughed. Her laugh was echoed from the bank. Blinking away the tiara of diamonds from her sparkling eyes, Emily glanced upwards to see Jane gazing steadily down at her.

'Cooling off?' Jane smiled.

Emily nodded happily, unable to disguise her delight at seeing Jane.

'Warm work, debriefing,' Jane observed laconically to the moorhen which had settled back down to doze among the reeds.

'Mmm,' Emily nonchantly replied.

'No need to hurry back. I've rustled up our tea. We'll picnic.'

Our tea. Sweet words. Sweeter than any damson jam or luscious tart nestling in the dark in Jane's picnic basket. Our tea.

'Watch me,' Emily laughed, suddenly scrambling out of the pool, up the bank of reeds and sedge to stand, thighs squeezed tightly together and her arms outstretched, prepared to dive.

'Careful. Mind the weeds at the bottom,' Jane warned, a note of protective concern in her voice.

With a happy laugh of goblin glee, Emily arrowed down headlong to split the shimmering surface. Deep down in the silent, green world of the trout pool, Emily was seduced by the sudden urge to play an elfin trick on Jane. Instead of allowing her naked, svelte body to rise up within the stream of silvery bubbles to bob up and break the sun-dappled surface back into the avid gaze of the watching blonde, Emily dog-paddled along the bottom towards the furthest bank. There, silently and stealthily, she surfaced, unobserved by Jane. Emily grinned impishly as she saw Jane shade her eyes and scan the limpid depths at the point where Emily had pierced the winking surface waters. Then, frowning, Jane suddenly kicked off her shoes and before Emily could stop her - plunged bodily into the pool.

'It's OK. It's OK. I'm fine. Look,' Emily gurgled.

Jane spluttered as she emerged streaming from her first sweep of the hidden depths, shook her blonde hair and squeezed it between her outstretched palms. Delicately removing a newt from her cleavage, she waded back towards the bank. Emily ran to her, embracing the blonde to her naked bosom, holding her tightly.

T'm sorry, I'm sorry,' she exclaimed. 'Did I give you a scare?'

Jane, who was still a little pale after the cruel prank, refused to be comforted. She maintained an aloof silence.

'It was a foolish thing to do. I'm sorry. You must punish me,' Emily whispered hoarsely.

'I may,' Jane replied in a neutral tone. She tossed the naked girl a towel. 'Here. Dry yourself.' Relenting, she allowed Emily a smile.

Emily rubbed her arms and shoulders dry briskly as Jane removed her soaking blouse and dripping skirt. Emily roughly towelled her breasts and buttocks as Jane peeled off the wet, second skin of her underwear. She had particular difficulty with her panties which hugged her in a close embrace. Emily worked the towel furiously across her thickening nipples, bruising them with a tender violence as Jane's soft ripeness spilled from the clinging brassiere. Their eyes met. Both young women were now nude and glistening in the warm, evening sunshine as they stood, inches apart, by the stillness of the silent trout pool.

Handing the towel over to the blonde, and parting her legs an inviting fraction, Emily murmured her desire to be dried.

'Let's swim first, then eat,' Jane whispered. 'Come on.'

Hand in hand, the dominant, beautiful blonde led the meekly submissive brunette back down the bank and into the shivering waters. Arm in arm, they waded out, knee high, then thigh high and then further into the cool depths until the rising waters licked and lapped their pubic deltas. Turning, buttock to softly joggling naked buttock, they separated, kicking away gently as they swam apart in opposite directions, glistening bottoms and white shoulders gleaming just beneath the surface of the rippling pool. The darkened clefts parted and widened enticingly as the white legs scissored in and out behind the swimming girls. Turning, the two naked girls trod water in silence before they slowly and luxuriously swam towards one another. They met at exactly the spot they had parted: lips pressing hard on lips; breasts squashing fiercely into breasts; thighs entwining softly rounded thighs. Gasping aloud her pure pleasure, Emily readily submitted to the demands and the dominant yearnings of the blonde - allowing Jane's wide lips to force her own head backwards and Jane's ripe breasts to dominate her own soft bosom. Jane's golden pubic mound ground down against her own darkly matted coils.

Jane gripped the darker girl's full bottom by each luscious cheek, tugging and stretching to spread the plump buttocks apart until the sweet pain threatened to overwhelm her willing, happy victim. Emily, responding, spread her legs out wide, permitting Jane's flexed knee to rise up into and settle against her inner thighs. Clamped around the proffered limb, Emily rode the muscular mount, sliding along the flesh in ecstasy as her swollen, parted labia dragged along the satin skin beneath them. In a spinning delirium of liquid, anguished joy, Emily dismounted and turned in the water, offering and surrendering her bobbing buttocks to Jane. Dark desires exploded in brilliant lights behind her eyes. Emily moaned sweetly across the evening waters. The reeds on the bank-side stilled their trembling. All was calm and still.

Placing a firm, white water-sparkling hand on Emily's soft shoulder, and insinuating the other around to clasp and crush the heaving bosom of the passive, naked nymph, Jane eased herself up out of the lapping waters and slowly reimmersed her naked body back into the pool, deliberately drawing down the open wound between her thighs against Emily's curved rump. She repeated the gesture of tender dominance again and again. Faster. Faster still.

The blonde, eyes tightly shut, hissed her hot joy as flesh dragged against flesh, repeatedly. The slim, firm hand pressed down into Emily's submissive shoulder, the other squeezed the captive breasts with gentle violence. All the time, Emily purred her silent acquiescence. Again and again, Jane forced her sticky intimacy down against the satin soft cheeks, dominating them utterly and completely. Emily thrust her bottom up and back to meet and be mastered by the blonde's pubic mound and the dragging lips within the warm flesh folds. Shivers of delight flickered throughout every fibre of Emily's electrified being. Down in her belly the deep fire smouldered, its fiery flames spreading upwards to flush and blush her face and then downwards in a molten, liquid lava of insufferable heat. Heat which all the cool waters lapping at her nakedness could not quench.

Jane slowly turned Emily around so the brunette now faced the slim blonde. She steadied the trembling girl before her by gathering up a handful of the dark, wanton curls just above the pale nape of the neck. Stilled and subdued, Emily parted her legs down in the darkening pool. Jane inclined her head, bringing her face closer. Then closer still. The blonde's sweet, steady breathing now mingled with Emily's rapid panting. Slowly, firmly, the parted sweet red lips of the dominant pressed down hard against those of the dominated. Their mouths locked hard and tight in a meltdown of fierce passion. Emily opened herself up to receive Jane's thick, strong flickering tongue. A tongue that searched. A tongue that probed. A tongue that tamed. Jane's wet lips rode down the outline of Emily's chin and throat, sucking deeply at the soft, upturned flesh. Down, into the scalloped hollows at the base of the slender, white neck. There, the tongue lapped greedily as a cat does at cream. Down, and across the taut sheen of satin skin towards the soft, full, heavy ripeness of the left breast.

It was like a pert, rounded, fleshy peach. Jane's lips parted to reveal small, white gleaming teeth. Still slightly wet and sparkling, spangled with droplets on its gently sloping curves. Jane's tongue flickered to lick the breast. It was like a tempting dish of shivering cream tipped with a budding wild strawberry and as the lips closed over the fruit, squeezing and sucking at it vehemently, ruthlessly, the tongue probed its sweetness and the teeth nipped at the stiffening pink firmness.

As her nipple succumbed to the worshiping mouth, something uncoiled itself within Emily's belly. A potent flowering, an opening up of a precious bloom. As the phantom petals pushed out proudly, their honeydewed liquefaction dripped down, flowing freely like spilled quicksilver in the alchemist's lair.

Next Jane paid homage to Emily's other breast. Sucking, licking and gently biting the exquisite, glorious fruit of Eve. Beneath her, Emily's legs trembled uncontrollably. The flickering darts of dark desire were now a swollen flood of pleasure coursing within her. With a short cry dying into the soft scream of torn silk, the naked brunette buckled at the knees and collapsed as her entire body was fisted and smashed ruthlessly by the swift, velvet gauntlet of her voluptuous release. Shuddering and moaning, she fell bodily into Jane's tight embrace, her hard, stiffened nipples burying into Jane's soft, pillowy bosom. The ecstasy within Emily peaked and exploded again. She buried her face into the blonde's shoulder as she squashed her belly up against Jane's ripe hip. The brunette, broken by her sweet anguish, shivered her joy openly and wantonly, pulsating the length of her own taut nakedness into the softer, more supple nude passivity of the lithe blonde.

Later, Jane led Emily by the hand to the bank of the trout pool and up onto the sweet grass. There, each dried the other's wet body with the towel. Emily timidly dappling Jane's inner secret parts - Jane more confident and vigorous in the brisk task of towelling the quiescent brunette. Jane paused, gently teasing a ribbon of dark green fern away from the inner creaminess of Emily's softly rounded thigh.

The picnic tea was delicious. Egg and cress, ham and mustard and slightly sweet baby cucumber, prepared between homemade, thinly sliced bread and butter. Emily shut out of her mind the greasy spam and baked beans of war-torn London tea shops, and the rather improbable snook fish now the rage at the Ministry canteen. Jane unearthed fluffy scones - some heavily fruited, others split and oozing sweet, sticky raspberry jam - and slices of walnut cake, chocolate cake and some gingerbread. The rubber stopper came out of the Thermos flask for fresh cups of tea. The blonde ate sparingly, refusing cake. Emily ate ravenously in an exultation of relish. Jane then rinsed the plates in the placid trout pool.

Still naked, their nude bodies kissed by the milky warm twilight of a balmy summer dusk, they strolled hand in hand through the meadow. Their small white toes were tickled by cowslips, clover, periwinkles, oxeyes and larkspur. Crushed gently beneath the firm tread, the flowers surrendered their nectar, perfuming the girls deliciously. Across through the fringe of towering elms, shimmering on the distant horizon of smoky sky, the setting sun was now a fiery ball of molten gold. It was a quiet, contemplative walk. A night jar wooed them sweetly from a hornbeam, its low call stirring and haunting the woods and fields beyond the meadow.

'What are they?' Emily murmured, pausing to nuzzle a strange arum with her inquisitive toe. The unfamiliar flower, one of five, trembled at her delicate touch. It had a long, fluted calyx with unfurled velvety petals of blushing pink.

'A flower peculiar to these parts, I believe. Pretty,' Jane replied. They knelt, thigh to thigh, beside the delicate bloom.

'It is so beautiful,' Emily sighed.

'The village maidens hereabouts call it the finger-me,' Jane continued.

Emily looked up, puzzled, is it given ... as a sign that they have accepted a proposal. That she will wear his ring?' she asked brightly.

'Not exactly,' Jane replied slowly. 'No, not that. Though of course betrothal may follow . ..' Their eyes met. Emily fiddled with the lewd flower, her thumb tracing its curved, moist petals; stroking them delicately.

'You gave me quite a scare back at the pool,' Jane said softly.

Emily remained silent, but stretched up to kiss Jane chastely in repentance.

'Nothing to say for yourself?' Jane arched an eyebrow.

Emily slipped her slim, naked body across the lap of the kneeling blonde. 'Punish me,' she whispered thickly.

Jane paused, running a single, stiff white finger down from the exposed nape to the curved rump, furrowing the softly dimpled spine. Emily shivered, squeezing her thighs together tightly. Her bottom wobbled imperceptibly. The soft, ivory cheeks clenched in delicious anticipation. The nightjar held its sweet notes in his honey throat. All was silent.

Smack. Jane's flat, firm palm kissed the naked bottom harshly. Smack. Smack. The rounded buttocks shuddered, twice, flattening under the severe spanks. Smack.

The palm curved slightly to hug the contours of the fleshy double domes. Emily, thrilling to the hot hand on her even hotter buttocks, mewed happily. Smack. Smack. Two firmer, faster slaps that caused the brunette to squeal softly and squirm. Smack. Smack.

Emily bucked and writhed under the intimate pain, her bottom bouncing deliciously, the firm cheeks joggling slightly, as she lay vulnerable and naked across the dominant blonde's lap. Jane pinned the wriggling penitent into the stillness of surrender and submission, pinioning the chastised nude firmly by the nape of the neck. Smack.

'Be still, my little pigeon, or I will set your cheeks on fire,' Jane warned softly.

Smack. Smack. Emily's pale legs threshed, her kicking ankles pitiful in their futility. Smack.

'No. No more. Please don't spank me anymore . ..' she begged.

Smack. Smack. The double echo rippled across the darkening meadow. The double domes shivered in their exquisite torment. Smack. Another blotch of pinkening crimson for the ivory curves of the creamy bottom. Smack. Emily squealed and struggled to escape. Lithe as a lambkin, supple as a sinewy leaping salmon, she strove to escape the crisply confident and cruelly competent discipline. She struggled and strove in vain. Jane's velvet grip was vicelike.

'Be still. Head down,' Jane ordered strictly.

Emily buried her hot face into the cowslips and clover, snuffing up their sweet glory.

That's the way. Now give me your bottom. Submit it to me utterly,' Jane insisted.

Emily responded immediately and willingly, basking in this warm blanket of intimacy which bathed and hugged her body and mind. Dipping her tummy, she jerked up her bottom, thrusting the reddening cheeks up in complete obedience to Jane's stern command; abandoning them utterly to their dark, delightful doom.

Smack. Smack. A crimson warmth spread from the crown of her punished cheeks down along the thin, tight line of the cleft between her clenched buttocks and into the soft secret shadows hidden between her upper thighs. Smack. A silvery trickle squeezed itself through the firm walls of thigh flesh. Smack. A tiny liquid bubble of delight popped between her glistening labia. Smack. The sweet, smooth honey of desire oozed wantonly, leaving her wet and warm. Smack. Jane felt the moist heat as it dripped onto her own trembling thighs. Smack.

Emily rolled free, panting, her eyes darkly glazed and her face drained. The muscles around her gaping mouth loosened and were slack with lust. A lusting passion: a passionate lust. Her eyes were sharp with sin, her lips were wet with want. Sins and wants that shook her to the very core of her liquid being. Groping blindly out behind her in the sweet meadow grass, her blind fingers sought and found the rare bloom. She plucked the fragile flower and offered it up in a beseeching tribute to her sweet tormentor. Jane, eyes following every wanton gesture, took the token of submission and, brushing it gently against her left breast fleetingly, raised it to her wet lips. She kissed it once, and then slowly ripped the lewd petals apart, scattering the splashes of scarlet across Emily's milky tummy. Bending forward, the blonde brought her spilling breasts close to the brunette's mouth. Emily's lips strained to kiss the stubby, thickened nipples, but Jane's hand held her firmly down by a fistful of tamed curls. Burying the brunette completely in her full bosom, suffocating the upturned face in her pillowy flesh, Jane slowly extended her slim, firm forefinger. Emily, her hot bottom pressed into the sweet turf, opened her thighs, parting them to bid welcome to the approaching delight. Slowly, completely in cool control, the blonde guided her rigid index finger in between the parted, trembling thighs of the supine girl before her.

An owl hooted. Not the savage scream of a mating call or the long, low moan of the hunter. Just a sleepy owl acknowledging the silent moon - as the lark sings to the sun.

Emily opened her eyes. Spent by the crowded hours of a long, excited day, she had crawled into her narrow bed and fallen asleep almost immediately. Now she was awake. The night was still young. An hour, possibly two, before midnight. She was thirsty and the thought of a long, cold glass of milk drove any hope of returning to sleep completely from her. She slipped out of her bed and stole softly down to the kitchen. In the warm darkness a clock ticked. The hot embers in the Aga settled with a comfortable rustle. She padded softly towards the pantry, pausing to stiffen as she approached the open pantry door. A soft rustling stayed her progress. A mouse? Worse still, a rat?

It was the minx: she was kneeling down on the cool flagstone floor of the candlelit pantry. Before her stood the slender domestic, her red head flung back, her arms splayed out behind her to steady her quivering body as it arched up on tiptoe. A stick of celery was buried up inside her body and the minx was gobbling away at its slim length, shortening it an inch at a time with every lascivious mouthful. Emily watched, enthralled. The minx worked her mouth busily, her lips soon grazing at the pubic fringe - then into the vulnerable flesh folds of the open-thighed redhead. Both women were in the nude; their scanty uniforms tossed in a wanton heap on the floor. Their softly gleaming nakedness sparkled and shivered in the flickering light of three dancing candle flames.

Staring intently upon the strange feasting before her, Emily gasped slightly as the minx worked her hungry mouth right up against and then into the wet pinkness of the juddering, tremulous redhead. Catching the remaining length of celery between her small, white teeth, the kneeling girl drew her head back, drawing out the stiff stalk, then pressed it back into the pubic delta. The slim girl groaned deeply. The other repeated the action, soon to rapidly pump the open wound of the delirious girl before her without pity or mercy. The redhead tried to close her thighs together, but the minx cleverly pushed the legs apart, a firm hand at each trembling knee.

A slight sound made Emily spin around swiftly. Someone was approaching. Fearing that it might be the jealous, green-eyed Penelope - and equally fearful of the dire consequences for her poor little bottom if it was the cruel corporal Emily stepped silently back into the darkness of the warm kitchen, slipping down beneath the shelter of the large kitchen table just as the approaching footsteps entered through the door. Kneeling down on the hard floor, Emily peered out into the gloom. She saw the sensible brogues of Cordelia Quidenham cross the kitchen floor and disappear into the pantry. Muffled voices - one raised in angry surprise - ensued. Emily was about to scuttle out from beneath the table and run back up to her room when three pairs of feet - two naked and one shod - entered the kitchen. The bare toes trod the cool flagstones nervously as they faced the polished toecaps of the captain's brogues. Emily could just see the tip of the quivering riding crop tapping against the hollow of its owner's knee. One pair of naked feet turned sideways smartly in response to a brisk command. Then the redhead's face in profile - curiously upside down swung into view along with pointed fingers that stretched down towards the toes. The command had been for the trembling girl to touch her toes. The command had been obeyed. Emily counted six slicing strokes of the whistling crop against naked cheeks as the unseen crop swished down to stripe the exposed bottom. It was breathtaking to watch the reaction of the punished redhead from the unusual vantage point. She savoured the flounce of Titian hair; the wince of discomfort; the startled opening of the tightly shut eyes as each stroke sliced home across the upturned cheeks. Under the table, out of sight, Emily gazed enraptured as the red-headed Wren received and endured her whipping, delighting in the tumbling hair that flicked in response to the lash of the crop and relishing the spasms of anguish in the flexed white fingers. When the sixth stroke had kissed the bare bottom farewell, an eerie silence settled down over the kitchen. The redhead remained bending, shivering in her shame and pain. Cordelia Quidenham spoke.

'Go to your room this instant.'

The svelte domestic, rubbing her hot rump, scampered out of the kitchen. Emily peered out from beneath the table, eager to glimpse the reddening stripes across the perfect peaches as the naked girl flitted through the door.

'As for you, my girl. A task. Down on your hands and knees. Take a dustpan and brush with you. You will sweep the kitchen floor. I want it spick and span, mind.'

The girl shuffled away then Emily heard the brush and dustpan rattle and then saw the penitent minx kneeling down to tackle the flagstones. She was kneeling with her face towards the wall, away from Emily, offering her bottom in a uniquely intimate view for Emily's enraptured perusal. From time to time, the captain would stride across to tap the naked buttocks with the quivering tip of her outstretched riding crop. A gentle, admonishing tap of firm encouragement Emily thought, rather than a scalding flick of controlling punishment. The naughty minx worked her way backwards with the pan and brush, dutifully sweeping the flagstones clean, inching closer and closer to Emily's hiding place under the kitchen table. As her thighs moved, the soft cheeks wobbled and the velvety cleft between them widened with enticing frankness. Shuffling down on her knees, head bowed, her progress slow and awkward, the minx suddenly veered over towards the far wall. Emily almost cried out a soft warning as she saw the girl reversing her naked bottom towards the hot oven door of the Aga.

She was concentrating so diligently on her menial task, the busy domestic was unaware that her rump was only inches away from the Aga's fierce heat.

'Ow,' squeaked the minx, woefully peering over her shoulder to inspect her sore cheek.

'Stop that nonsense girl, or I'll make things very hot for you,' Cordelia Quidenham warned sternly.

Emily stifled a giggle as she saw the minx poke her tongue out at the captain's back.

'And don't pull faces, girl, or I'll beat your bottom so hard you won't be able to sit down for a week.'

Emily grinned as she saw the minx's look of startled amazement. The domestic lowered her head, burying her alarm in her frantic sweeping. Emily knew that Cordelia Quidenham had not used mirrors or reflections to catch the minx at her naughtiness - just a vast experience and understanding gained through disciplining miscreants; getting to know the psychology of their delinquent minds as well as the vulnerability of their bare bottoms.

'Finished, girl?' the captain rasped.

'Nearly,' mumbled the minx, steering her white rump backwards as she reversed towards Emily once more. 'I've just the bit under the table to do.'

Under the table! Emily froze. The startled minx would surely give her away in her alarmed surprise. The soft bottom inched closer. Emily hesitated, then reached out and lightly stroked the cleft, bat-winging her soft fingertip down its luscious length. The startled domestic spun around and gasped softly.

'What is it now, girl?' the captain thundered impatiently.

'I .. . I .. . bumped my bottom on the ...' the minx faltered, her wide eyes looking directly into Emily's.

'Nonsense. Hurry up. I am going to spank you soundly and send you to your bed this instant. Come here.'

The minx briefly craned her white neck forward in the gloom and kissed Emily fleetingly but fully on the lips, then retreated from under the table, supressing a mischievous giggle.

'Over my knee, girl,' the captain ordered, sitting down squarely on a stout kitchen chair.

Dutifully the minx eased herself over the captain's thighs.

'Hands down. Touch the floor.'

The naked domestic obeyed, now looking as though she were about to dive down into the pool of flagstones. The captain expertly trapped the naked, white ankles beneath a controlling, firmly positioned brogue.

Smack.

Cordelia Quidenham's flat palm smacked down to spank the small, rounded, tightly bunched satin cheeks. Smack. Smack.

Emily counted eleven sharp explosions of skin on skin, of firm palm on soft cheeks, of punisher on punished. From her cramped, crouching viewpoint beneath the table, Emily gazed upwards directly at the slim, tapering legs rising up to the trim, slightly rounded thighs. And at the top of the legs, two perfectly proffered, firmly fleshed buttock cheeks. A pale, soft, satin sheen stretched tightly across the perfect symmetry of the gently swelling domes. Emily knew full well that the minx was aware of her gazing up at her under discipline. The minx, even in her torment, was generously offering Emily a delightful view of her punished bottom -parting her thighs and bunching her punished cheeks for Emily's delectation. A noble gesture, Emily realised, from the minx, to ensure another's pleasure in her pain. Emily greedily drank in every detail of the discipline, shivering slightly with dark delight as the chastised cheeks suffered, their soft mounds of smoothness flattening under the flurry of hard spanks that caressed them with hot, savage tenderness.

'Up,' the captain ordered, the punishment complete.

The chastened minx arose, rubbing her hot cheeks ruefully. She stood before Cordelia Quidenham, hands folded demurely across the dark delta beneath her taut white belly, head bowed in penitence, eyes cast down.

Emily watched as the minx rubbed the back of her left calf with the toes of her right foot.

'Now, my girl,' the captain said, not unkindly. 'So you enjoy a light, salad supper, do you, what?'

'Mm,' the minx murmured, shy and confused.

Tm rather afraid I disturbed your supper, what? And we cannot have a growing girl like you going to bed supper-less, can we, hm?'

'Ma'am?' the minx replied, uncomprehendingly.

Underneath the table, Emily knew. With a sudden certainty she knew that the captain intended to have further pleasure that night. A prickling expectation crept slowly across her nipples, thickening them with excitement.

'I am particularly partial to celery myself, girl. Will you go and prepare a stalk for me? A thick one, I think, is called for, what?' The captain beamed.

The minx skipped away into the pantry then Emily heard the sounds of rinsing and scraping as the celery was prepared. When she returned from the pantry, the captain - stripped of shoes, stockings and skirt - was easing herself up onto the table above Emily.

'A nice, juicy stick of celery. Thick and firm, I trust?' the captain asked archly.

'Yes, Ma'am,' the minx nodded.

'Enough for two ...' Cordelia Quidenham smiled darkly.

Emily watched enthralled as the captain's lace panties fluttered down to the cool stone floor, the slender legs rising up out of sight, the naked feet disappearing over the edge of the kitchen table. Their owner, Emily realised, was now spread out on her back along the wooden table, her legs wide apart. The minx stepped forward, advancing with the erect length of celery quivering in her left hand. Reaching the edge of the table, Emily just had time to see the celery change over into the right hand, as the minx's slim, strong white fingers closed over it firmly. Moments later, Emily recognised the deep sigh which signalled that the celery stalk had found and entered its buttery-soft, unresisting target. Up on her toes, the minx bent forward to perform on the captain the homage she had earlier paid to the svelte redhead. Emily, listening with rapture to the gentle scrunching of the celery as the minx's mouth approached the captain's soft, wet epicentre, rose up on both knees and, bending within her cramped confines, inched her face closer to the parted thighs before her. Emily heard the minx's gasp of pleasurable delight as her lips and tongue sank into the fragrant pubic mound, then she gasped again as the length of her thighs shuddered, as Emily gently but firmly encircled the recently spanked hot bottom with her cool embracing arms. Emily drew the nakedness closer to her, burying her mouth deeply into the moist pink flesh, the oozing wet wound that nature never heals in all of Eve's daughters.

Just as the wanton Wren nibbled and swallowed the last half inch of the stiff celery and started to feast lasciviously on the stronger dish of silvery pink flesh beyond, Emily slipped her thickening tongue into the imprisoned pubic delta. The tongue went in slowly, deeply, lingeringly. Soft, wet flesh penetrating softer, wetter flesh. The frenzied sucking and lapping above the table was exactly mirrored and softly echoed by the lapping and sucking below. In a fusion of liquid licking and lapping, tonguing and mouthing, Emily devoured the sweet surrender of the Wren as she in turn fed regally from between the splayed thighs of the shivering captain. Driven by her own wild, climatic delight, the minx mouthed Cordelia Quidenham to the very brink of delirium in a burst of ravishing intensity that threatened to rob the captain of her senses. Each was now locked tightly into their own furious joy; that joy feeding and fuelling the molten delight of another. A chain reaction of lustful pleasure linked by skin upon skin, flesh upon flesh, desire upon desire. Emily lapped longingly, the minx froze and surrendered to the impending paroxysm. Moaning and jerking wildly within the explosive delight of her own climax, the minx renewed her frenzied efforts as her lips and tongue worshipped at the base of the captain's belly. Slipping sideways into warm, crimson mists, Cordelia Quidenham screamed softly, bucking and writhing in utter abandonment.

Fused deeply into this chain of warm, living, trembling flesh, Emily guided her tongue deeper and deeper into the juddering minx. Flickering her eyes up in adoration, Emily saw the taut, pale belly perspiring freely and shining with the luminescence of lustful exertion. The flesh between the thighs was warm, wet and sweet. Up on her wooden bed of joy, Cordelia Quidenham rolled her head in ecstasy, tossing and bouncing her broad buttocks as she pounded the table; gripping the minx's face fiercely between her tightly clamped thighs, melting again into a scarlet vortex of unutterable joy as Emily ravished the minx, and the minx energised by her own frenzy - discharged the tumult of her own climax through the tip of her stiff, supple tongue.

Emily waited for at least ten minutes in the kitchen, under the table. Walnut Tree Farm kitchen, at the close of day, seemed to be as busy as Bethnal Green tube station during a raid! Both were crowded with heaving bodies pressed closely together in a strange urgency and common purpose.

At last she felt safe to emerge from her hiding place. Rising, she stretched luxuriously. On the table she saw a small fragment of the celery stalk floating in the quicksilver pool beneath the spot where the captain had been pleasured in her wide-thighed rapture. The tiny puddle of liquid delight betrayed the recent events, in which Cordelia Quidenham had been pleasured so utterly, so completely, leaving her spent and softly broken in a sweet semi-consciousness of surrender.

Emily was suddenly hungry. There might be some chocolate cake and surely a cool glass or two of milk. She skipped over into the pantry and scouted around - quickly finding the milk and rich, dark cake she was seeking. She immediately ate a huge slice of the cake on the spot, sipping frequently from her glass of ice cold milk.

Wide awake, but achingly, almost drunkenly tired, she poured herself out a second glass of the cool milk and retreated silently back up the stairs. Walking down along the dark landing, Emily suddenly heard a swift, harsh swish followed by a sharp little cry of dismay. She froze. The sounds were unmistakable - the swish of a cane and the inevitable peal of pain. The anguished cry had been torn from Penelope's lips. Could it be Jane swinging the cane down across Penelope's pale, bare bottom? Thrilled, Emily stealthily listened at the door on the landing. Inside, though the voices were low, she heard the adorable blonde being very severe with the corporal.

'How dare you spy on me.'

Swish. Swipe. Penelope groaned softly.

'No, don't deny it. I saw the sun flashing on your field glasses.'

Swish. Swipe. Penelope moaned sweetly.

'I will not have that. Understand?'

Silence. Swish. Swipe. Penelope half-sighed her pleasure, half-sobbed her pain.

'I said I will not have it. Do you understand me?'

Penelope hissed out a defiant curse.

'Very well. I can beat you all night if needs be,' Jane rasped.

Swish. Swipe.

i will punish your bare bottom until you confess. Confess and apologise for your squalid, silly spying.'

Emily dropped quickly onto one knee, pressing her eye to the keyhole. Through it she saw an empty bed. To the left of the bed - barely in view - Emily could make out a chair and tied firmly to the back of the chair were Penelope's hands. That is all Emily could see. A pale pair of hands bound tightly together with a light bronze nylon stocking. Penelope was out of sight. The sounds and voices completed the jigsaw puzzle of the picture for Emily. It was clearly Penelope bent down in her bondage for stern discipline, and the dominant blonde plying the whippy yellow bamboo.

'I am entitled to go for a swim, I presume?' Jane queried.

'She was there,' Penelope spat accusingly.

'So. You were spying. Did you follow me?' Silence. 'No. You used the field glasses. I saw them glinting.'

'I was looking for squirrels ...' Penelope protested.

Swish. Swipe. Penelope yelped as the stroke cut across her twin cheeks, striping their soft curves richly and redly.

Swish. Swipe. Penelope hissed like a feral cat.

Emily thrilled to see the green-eyed girl's fingers flicker out in a reflex of pain. Punish her; punish her severely, Emily silently urged Jane. Stripe her bottom, scald her cheeks. Emily suddenly thought of Jane. Probably nude. Quite possibly stripped for the chastising. Pale, sinewy legs. Soft, velvety hips and thighs. Her rippling buttocks lightly-muscled; her creamy flesh slightly rounded. Blonde, beautiful Jane.

The cane paused above the bare buttocks and Emily sank quietly to the floor, resting her back against the wall. The thought of Penelope being soundly whipped pleased her. The thought of Jane whipping down the yellow cane across the taut satin cheeks pleased her all the more. The superb, dominant blonde. Severe and serene. Radiant and ruthless. Majestic and merciless. The naked cheeks of the punished girl, shivering in their hot stripes. Yet despite her anguish after each implacable swish, swipe of the cane, Emily felt jealous of Penelope.

Jealousy: that was Penelope's crime, for which she was now being soundly whipped. But I am jealous. Beat me, Emily silently pleaded. To be bound and naked before Jane. Before Jane's cane. Emily pressed the glass of cold milk against her left breast and the sluggish nipple stirred, thickened and peaked painfully.

Swish. Swipe. A low carnal grunt came from Penelope -pleasure curdled with pain. Emily pressed the chilled glass harder against her nipple, rolling it back and forth. The nipple rose in its protest of hard desire.

Swish. Swipe. Penelope barked out the cry of a lusty vixen baying at a frost-kissed jnoon. The cane spoke again, responding immediately to the punished girl's savage desires.

Hot tears splashed down Emily's face. She yearned to be kneeling at the chair, naked and bound for Jane to beat with her cane. Regardless of the risks and penalties; wreck-less and driven by her molten need, Emily knelt up against the wall, pressing her face and breasts into the cold plaster. Her frantic fingers scrabbled to find her innermost wetness, the source of her deepest joy. Working silently as they worried the soft folds of flesh, they found their grail.

Swish. Swipe.

Eyes squeezed tight, with the night's damp chill playing gently on her naked buttocks, Emily fingered herself. Willing herself, not Penelope, before Jane. Willing herself, not Penelope, tied to the chair. Willing herself, not Penelope, bare-buttocked beneath the cane.

With her fingers in a liquid, melting flurry of desire, Emily willed the invisible cane strokes which she could only hear, and imagine, but could not see, to cut across her bottom, not Penelope's bunched cheeks. Swish. Swipe. Yes. Jane, nude and glistening, was caning her. Her. Thrusting her buttocks out behind her as if to welcome the punishment, Emily thumbed her tiny pink sliver of unex-ploded joy.

Swish. Swipe. Yes. Jane was caning her. Jane was striping her bottom with the faint red strokes of pain. Hers, not Penelope's. Hers, not Penelope's. Hers.

Inside, in her bedroom, Penelope trembled on the edge of a hot, sweet swoon. Her naked buttocks were crimson with seething joy and sweet pain, stinging and smarting sorely after the measured, intimate, absolute domination and discipline. She drowned slowly in her whirlpool of liquid gold.

Outside, on the landing, Emily bitterly resented the loving strokes that seared and scalded another's, not her own, naked bottom. Fresh tears of despair salted her eyes as lamely, coldly, sadly and sullenly, Emily scrabbled her fingers towards her lonely, almost resentful inner release. And she tasted the hatred that Penelope had felt, at last understanding how fierce the bonds of devotion bite into the flesh of desire.

Chapter 5

Though she had rinsed the sleep from her heavy eyes -splashing and sluicing ice cold water onto her face and breasts - Emily was still sleepy at the breakfast table. Strong coffee followed by melting toast heaped high with fluffy scrambled eggs prodded her gently into wakefulness. Gradually she missed Jane, noticing her vacant place at the table.

'Word from HQ is that we are to get a rather special prisoner, who Jane has gone to collect. She will be back with us before supper tonight,' Cordelia explained.

Ursula looked up from her plate, a flicker of keen interest brightening her cold, calculating eyes. Penelope, wrapped in a brooding cloak of sullen silence, nibbled at her apple. How she had suffered last night, Emily mused grimly - tied up and kneeling in her nakedness for the kiss of the punishing cane. Emily, selectively forgetting her own jealous pangs, comforted herself with the thought of Penelope's pain. But Cordelia's words had intrigued her. A rather special prisoner.

'Another Grey Rat?' she asked with interest.

'Mouse, dear, Mouse. Or rather, collectively, Mice. Grey Mice,' Cordelia Quidenham replied, automatically correcting her assistant's mistake as she swept up a few grains of spilled sugar from the tablecloth into her ever tidying hands. 'No. Not one of our usual customers. But you may be right. Rat could indeed be an appropriate name for this particular visitor to Walnut Tree Farm. An interesting challenge for us, at any rate.'

Ursula sipped her coffee, a frown of concentration

wrinkling her brow. Emily marmaladed her toast generously, spreading the golden jelly flecked with Seville rind beneath the winking silver of her knife.

'Another poached egg, I think,' Cordelia reflected aloud. Clearly her nocturnal escapades had increased her appetite. 'Girl,' she called. 'Where is that minx?'

The minx scampered in, immediately flashing a delicious smile at Emily.

'There you are, you little scamp. Could you be a treasure and poach another egg for me. No, make that two.'

'Sorry, ma'am, no more eggs left. But I could fix you up with a sausage,' the minx replied brightly.

'When I require you to furnish me with an egg, I expect to be furnished with an egg. Boiled, poached or fried. The cooking is immaterial. Sausages do not enter into the matter,' the captain replied with magisterial dignity.

'No, ma'am, I mean, yes, ma'am,' the minx murmured, slightly crushed.

'A little bacon, perhaps,' the captain relented. 'Crisp, mind.'

'With mushrooms?' the minx encouraged eagerly.

'A very sensible proposal. Thank you.'

'Ma'am.'

'Before you go. Are we short of anything else in the pantry?'

'Sherry ...' the minx faltered, suddenly realising her mistake.

'Hmm. One wonders why...' countered the captain drily.

Emily supressed a grin while the minx blushed, flushing at the memory of her misdemeanour and its painful consequences.

'And we need runner beans and eggs, of course, and all the celery's gone,' the minx concluded not a little triumphantly.

'Am I to wait 'til lunch for my breakfast, girl?' the captain blustered at the mention of celery.

The minx departed, giving Emily an impertinent wink. Emily buried her smile in her breakfast, sinking her small white teeth into the delicious, bitter-sweet marmalade.

Later, Penelope spoke casually to Emily. 'We'd better go

and collect some fresh eggs. The hens seem to lay in parts forbidden to the domestics.'

Emily cautiously agreed. With Jane away, she was anxious not to invoke Penelope's jealous wrath or spiteful revenge.

Til take a basket for the eggs. You take one for the vegetables.' Penelope's tone was neutral and businesslike.

Emily still remained wary of the corporal although to her relief, Penelope set off without cane or crop.

Out in the extensive grounds of Walnut Tree Farm, the corporal paused, shielding and shading her eyes from the sun. 'We'll try the magnolia bushes first. The hens seem to prefer their shade.'

Emily nodded, and followed. The politeness between the two young women was as taut as the tension between them: a fragile politeness; a brittle tension.

'Not bad. Twenty-seven. Almost a record,' Penelope remarked after a busy fifteen minutes under the sun. 'When Jane and I collect the eggs, we usually manage thirty.'

Emily remained silent. Penelope's basket was overflowing precariously with the abundance of eggs and so Emily agreed to take a half dozen in her own. Later on, in the kitchen vegetable garden, as Emily stretched to pick some runner beans, she upset her basket - breaking five eggs. Penelope feigned being furious at the loss. Emily knew only too well that the malice and spite ran much deeper and much darker. But she was immediately afraid -Penelope now had an excuse to punish her.

'Come here, you fool,' snapped the corporal to the private.

Emily's fears proved to be all too correct. The waspish corporal unearthed one of the bamboo canes used to train and control the runner beans. She stood flexing it menacingly as Emily stood in fearful silence.

'Those eggs are a priority protein source. Under military articles, it is an offence tp damage or destroy vital material resources. Bend over,' Penelope hissed triumphantly.

Emily could but obey. Bending over, as instructed by her superior, to touch her toes, she shrank back slightly and shivered as she felt her punisher's hands briskly remove her belt and uniform skirt. Standing over the girl, the dominant corporal removed the suspender belt. Emily felt the firm palms of her oppressor smoothing down her nylon stockings, one shivering leg after the other. Why was she being stripped before being striped? Emily bit her lower lip anxiously. Penelope peeled the cotton panties down over the bottom, hips and thighs of her victim. Stepping out of the frail wisp that afforded the last remaining vestige of modesty, Emily shivered slightly despite the glare of the late summer sun.

'I am going to teach you the importance of handling such a nationally-important food supply with more care. I am going to place an egg between your thighs. Then give you three strokes. If you break the egg you will get three more. We will work through a dozen.'

Emily fully felt her predicament. Nakedly exposed to the malign wrath of this vengeful angel of pain, she flinched as Penelope tapped her left buttock twice, with the tip of the quivering bamboo. Two sharp, dominant taps - to remind Emily who was in control - who was the punisher, who was the victim. The cold fear in her heart squeezed its icy talons even more tightly as Emily computed her doom. A dozen eggs. Three strokes for each egg. Double if she clenched her buttocks or pressed her thighs together to avert and avoid the searching, scorching swipes of the supple bamboo across her naked bottom.

Beads of sweat pricked her throbbing temples as Emily felt the first egg being slipped in between the warm flesh of her thighs. The egg felt smoothly sensual within her soft, satin skin.

Swish. The cane swooped down and bit into Emily's softly curved buttocks. In a reflex of pain, she tossed her head slightly, arching the white neck up, bouncing the cascade of dark, wanton curls. Her buttocks clenched in their anguish, the thighs shuddered in their sorrow. Emily did not hear the egg crack - just felt the raw yolk slither down between her trembling knees.

'Not a very good start, bitch,' Penelope chuckled darkly, inserting a second egg in between the pale thighs.

Swish. Swish. Swish. Loosening her trembling thighs to avoid cracking the second egg, Emily exposed herself utterly to the treble swipes that kissed and hugged her nakedness. In a spasm of anguish under the unexpected onslaught, the Second egg split.

'You really are working up a massive debit, bitch.'

Emily had already lost count. It seemed as if she was to be disciplined until noon. Or tea time. The hours of suffering stretched out before her. Another egg, the third, was slipped in between her sticky thighs. Swish.

Emily's poised peaches attracted the eager cane as nectar does the stinging bee. The supple length of whippy cane sliced and striped them absolutely, planting a thin red kiss across their trembling glory. Swish. The next cruel swipe cut down into the upper curvature of the fleshy globes. Emily winced, hissing her anguish through clenched teeth.

'Suffer, bitch, suffer,' muttered Penelope.

Swish. Another scarlet stripe embellished the shivering cheeks of pale cream. But the cane had swept in low, cutting the undercurve of the fleshy globes. Rounded, almost pensive, the double domes had soaked in the cruel lash. Penelope had caught her victim unawares. The thick yolk slithered.

'And yet another egg, bitch. My goodness, how I am going to stripe that pretty little arse of yours

'That's enough, you sadist,' Emily shouted, standing up suddenly, a thin but strong defiance in her shrill voice.

'So. The bitch is deliberately disobeying a direct, military order. We'll see what the captain has to say,' Penelope murmured, delighted with Emily's rash insurrection. 'More punishment for me to give you. A dozen strokes a day for the next week at least,' she chortled. She took a slow, menacing step forward, cane aquiver. She placed the tip under Emily's chin, tilting the head up and backwards in a supreme gesture of total control and dominance. 'Get back down into position anc} give me your bottom, now,' she rasped, her excited lust thickening her tongue and curdling her voice.

'Go and bully the squirrels, if you can find them through your spying glasses,' Emily retorted hotly. A mistake, that. She knew it as soon as the foolish words had escaped her trembling lips. But Emily, her hot bottom scored severely with reddening stripes, knew that the punishment was unfair. Unfair and unjust. Still, she thought ruefully, that mention of the squirrels was a tactical mistake.

At the mention of the word squirrels - inflamed by the reference to spying through field glasses - Penelope dropped the cane and snarled. All pretence evaporated in a flash. They were no longer a corporal and a private enmeshed within the military coils of rank and discipline. They stood, one almost naked, the other tightly swathed in her crisp uniform, divided and united by their mutual jealousy of the other's place in the fierce affections of Jane, the dominant blonde.

At an ungiven but understood signal, they sprang like cats at each other, both lithe, sinewy bodies seeking to grapple and master the other. Locked in a savage embrace, eye to eye, breast to breast, belly to belly, they teetered and swayed. Penelope scythed her gleaming, stockinged leg Emily felt the rasp of soft nylon against her calf - but the attack failed. Emily regained her tipsy balance and stood her ground. She let go of her opponent's shoulder and grabbed the green-eyed girl's hair. Penelope cursed as Emily's small but strong white hand dragged her head backwards. In a savage bid to topple her foe, Penelope lashed out her leg once more, this time sweeping the other girl down to the ground. Emily clung on, so they fell together, heavily. Emily's soft body now covered Penelope's threshing length. Writhing and bucking her hips, Penelope toppled Emily, tossing her sideways to roll sprawling in the grass. Seizing her momentary advantage, she straddled the girl she had just recently caned so searchingly and searing-ly, pinned her down on her hot bottom, squatting her own haunches down onto the prone girl's belly. Gathering up both of Emily's hands in her own left hand, Penelope pinioned them firmly beyond the crown of dark curls down into the cool grass, her own strong fingers burning white in the talon-like grip. With her free hand, Penelope sought and found the pubic fringe of the dominated, and fingering the matted, sweat-soaked coils, teased out a tuft of the oily hairs - and pulled hard. Emily moaned, so sweet and intense was her pain.

'As I was saying,' Penelope panted. 'Suffer, bitch, suffer.'

She tugged at the tender spot again, repeatedly tweaking the pubic fuzz. She sneered in her dark moments of triumph as the tormented squirmed beneath and between her clamped thighs. Penelope eyed the white brassiere before her; the cups full and erect, bobbling slightly. It was all that now remained to clothe her nude victim. The fragile white cotton seemed to enhance and increase Emily's state of nakedness. The cruel green eyes sparkled with flecks of flint-like malice as they saw the possibility of pleasure and pain to inflict on the even whiter flesh, cupped and hugged within the taut cotton embrace. The firm mounds quivered as Emily intercepted and understood the cool, calculating perusal. She shuddered as she thought of Penelope's firm finger-and-thumb pincer - or worse - her tiny, sharp teeth, tormenting and twisting her dark, sensitive nipples.

No. Not that.

'Keep away from Jane,' Penelope hissed, her tone soured with the bitterness of her jealous rage. 'Jane is mine. All mine.'

Emily shook her head from side to side, refusing to agree or obey.

'Keep away from Jane.'

The piercing green eyes were now only inches away from Emily's. They gazed down directly, clouding slightly with milky lust as unseen fingers gave the soft flesh between Emily's thighs another searing pinch. Emily groaned, but refused to submit or surrender her right to Jane.

A dark shadow fell across the wrestling figures on the grass as Cordelia Quidenham loomed between them and the glaring sun. 'Up this instant, you wicked girls. Fighting. Out here in full view of the farmhouse, for all in the unit to see. What sort of an example is this to set before the domestics or the keepers? Get up at once, you wicked, wicked girls.'

Quivering with rage, the captain stood, brogues planted firmly apart, arms folded across her generous bosom, as the dishevelled corporal and the almost-naked private scrambled to their feet.

'Bend over, Penelope.' The corporal obeyed. 'Lift your skirt up. Higher, up over your bottom. Now get those knickers down about your knees.'

The trembling hands obeyed. Penelope's bottom emerged to be kissed by the sunlight. Two soft, rounded orbs of firm, tightly bunched flesh. A bottom being surrendered up to the punishment it was so superbly fashioned and formed for. Destined for. Doomed for.

Emily, shivering in her shame, could not resist taking a glimpse at the rounded cheeks peeping out from underneath the tail of the rumpled shirt blouse.

'I have no wish to overexert myself in this heat,' the captain rasped in as severe a tone as she could muster, while flashing Emily a grin and a conspiratorial wink. Emily looked up, amazed.

'You, girl. Take my crop and give this wretch a sound half-a-dozen. A stinging sixer. And be harsh, my girl. The outrage to her rank and to this unit, above all to her uniform, has fully merited a very strict punishment.'

Emily took the slim, leather-sheathed crop in her right hand. She stepped up alongside the bending Penelope. The fortunes of war, she mused; the fortunes of war.

Raising the crop up into the air, she let it hover there, the polished hide that hugged the cane within, gleaming in the sunlight.

'I may wish to spare my energy corporal, but I shall not spare you a few words of warning. While Emily administers your punishment - soundly and severely as I have instructed - I will remind you of a few harsh facts of military life, as you appear to be remarkably remiss in grasping them and their significance.'

The captain nodded and Emily flicked the crop. Crack.

The crop whipped down to stripe the soft, pale cheeks with a faint pink kiss of savage tenderness. Penelope yelped.

'A corporal never bullies,' the captain said. 'Repeat after me.'

'A corporal never bullies,' Penelope muttered stubbornly.

The captain nodded. Emily obeyed and the crop cracked down with a thin whistle. Swish.

The ravished cheeks joggled as an invisible flame spread across the taut, punished skin. Penelope raised her left foot up a fraction, her leg bending inwards at the knee. Emily tapped the penitent's soft leg, tracing the seam of the nylon stocking as she steadied and stayed the leg.

'A corporal never dishonours her uniform. Repeat, please.'

'A corporal never dishonours her uniform.'

The captain nodded a third time. For the third time, Emily obeyed with willing alacrity, dutifully whipping the naked bottom beneath her with the supple, springy crop. Penelope hissed her pain through clenched teeth.

'A corporal never dishonours her rank. Repeat please.'

Penelope repeated the sentence like a sulky schoolgirl struggling with some tricky Latin syntax before a severe mistress who stimulated her pupil's brain with a little taste of fear and pain.

The punishment, a slow, measured and deliberate striping of the bare bottom lasted for a full, painful ten minutes or more. When it had been concluded (both the catechism of correct military behaviour and the correction meted out by the crop on the crimson cheeks), Penelope was ordered to return into the farmhouse.

'Gather up those eggs and take them inside. Whatever you two were fighting about, I think you've been punished enough,' Cordelia Quidenham said, inspecting Emily's faintly-striped bottom as she wriggled into her white cotton panties hastily. 'Get dressed. I will see to the celery.'

Inside the cool pantry, the minx took the eggs from Emily. Noticing the pain clouding the private's eyes, she lifted up Emily's skirt and, tugging at the tight elastic waistband that bit into the slender hips, peeped down inside the panties at the punished rump within.

'Oh, your poor little bottom. Let me .. .' she pleaded.

Emily smiled and nodded her permission. The minx scampered away, returning with a jar of cold cream. Taking Emily gently by the hand, she guided the recently punished girl down into her lap, easing the bare bottom comfortably over her knee. She pulled the tight skirt up over Emily's plump hips and the white cotton panties down to the hollow of Emily's knees.

'Poor Emily,' the minx cooed. 'Poor bottom.'

She gazed down tenderly at the ravished buttocks that had been so efficiently striped by Penelope's cruel cane. Two fingers dipped down into the salve of cold cream and then dipped down onto the soft, satin cusp of the blushing cheeks. Slowly, in gently emanating circles, the two fingertips, dripping with cold cream, anointed the punished flesh of the passive, supine bottom in healing, soothing circles of delight. Emily snuggled down happily into the minx's lap and sighed blissfully. The fingers left her cheeks and Emily mewed her dismay, until they returned moments later burdened and heavy with a fresh scoop of the cool unguent. Butterfly touches cooled and calmed the scorched flesh as the minx grew bolder and more confidently intimate with her touch.

'Emily,' she whispered huskily.

'Mm?'

'May I thank you for last night?'.

'Mm.'

A single fingertip, trembling with cream, slid slowly down the length of the deep, dark cleft between the silken pillows of soft flesh. And again. And yet again. Emily purred her pleasure in a voice of velvet. The fingertip paused halfway down between the clenched buttocks, hovering almost shyly over the inner rosebud buried in the soft shadows. Slowly, exquisitely, the fingertip pressed down onto the sensitive flesh and the rosebud opened imperceptibly. Slowly, exquisitely, the probing fingertip worried the gently opening petals, pressing into and beyond into the soft, secret warmth within.

Out in the stableyard, a turtle dove spilled its soft, liquid silvery song down into the dust-spangled sunbeams that bathed the sleeping cobblestones in a mantle of warm gold. In the cool of the pantry, settled deeply into the lap of her healer, the half-naked girl felt the silvering notes of her singing blood; of her shuddering delight, bubbling into the gathering stream of warm crimson that flooded her entire being.

The tablecloth, as usual, was one of crisp, spotless white lawn. On it, a breaded ham, the first half-dozen slices thickly cut, basked in an oval plate of cress, samphire grass and cold haricot beans glistening with butter. Small dishes of egg and tomato salad graced the table. The pungent scent of freshly-crushed basil hovered in the air. A simple but satisfying repast, as Cordelia Quidenham pronounced it after inspecting the spread.

That girl really is quite a catch. Assigned to an admiral's wardroom. That's why we do so well when she's in the pantry here. That's why she came to us, of course. The admiral couldn't seem to be able to resist her delicate, light touch and she's far too generous with her servings ... Jolly good, I see my cousin has sent us down some samphire grass. Delicious. She's wangled C-in-C coastal defences up on the wild Norfolk shores ... Have we basil actually on these tomatoes?'

Under the steady flow of the captain's chatter, the table waited for the meal to commence.

'Beer or strong cider?' the minx asked, setting down a freshly baked loaf of bread.

'Cider with ham, thank you my dear,' Cordelia Quidenham replied, beaming. 'I will miss you when you go at the end of next week. Don't know how we'll cope at all. You do spoil me.'

'Ma'am,' the minx murmured.

'Yes, my dear?' the captain smiled, helping herself to several slices of moist, pink ham with an adroit fork.

'May I remain here, stay on with the unit? As an orderly. Please.'

The captain tasted the ham, judged it sound, and then inclined her head, considering the request.

i will speak with your CO. I rather gather a certain admiral is pining for your dumplings but he's away in the Western Approaches. Hm. Yes. It could be arranged. Run the domestic side of things. And the domestics. Keep 'em in line.'

'Oh, thank you, ma'am.'

There may of course be additional duties . ..' the captain added, spooning up a generous helping of glistening haricot beans.

'Duties?' the minx wondered aloud.

'I would see you as my bursar, or rather chatelaine. With strict responsibility for discipline. Wrens may come and Wrens may go but duty and stern discipline must remain, what?'

'Oh, yes, ma'am,' the minx agreed readily, her eyes a-sparkle.

'Jolly good. Now let us see if this samphire is as toothsome as my cousin rusticating up in Norfolk promises.'

Lunch was concluded with deep, crumbling wedges of luscious apple pie drowned slowly in cream. Ursula gave the temptation a miss. Emily shivered deliciously as she poured. The cream was as cool and as silky as that which had eased and soothed her earlier pain.

'Bring in the prisoner,' Cordelia Quidenham commanded.

Ursula stiffened attentively on her chair in the gloomy corner. The door to the den opened, admitting two brisk, capable keepers. Between them, gagged but not blindfolded, was the prettiest girl Emily had ever seen in her life. A sweet, kitten-like face, with large liquid eyes and a broad, sensual mouth - slightly too wide but delightful none the less. Between the large, swimming eyes and the thick, sensual lips, a pert little snub nose. Yes. Kitten-like. Emily smiled to herself. Diminutive, demure and delicious - exquisitely petite, perfectly-proportioned and utterly ravishing. She had trim buttocks but heavy, generous breasts, and her hair, chic in an Eton crop, sharpened the overall sense of devastating feminine sensuality. Stunned by the delightful girl, Emily was even more stunned by her overwhelming desire to touch, to taste and to enjoy. A heavy swell of desire rose in her taut bosom.

Cordelia Quidenham distributed chocolate and cigarettes - simple luxuries but in short supply - between the keepers. Gathering up their spoils, they thanked the captain and withdrew.

'This,' Cordelia pronounced as she sauntered around the pert little German slowly, 'is Eva Kirchmayer. Pretty little thing, what? And not yet twenty. Plucked from her bed in Dresden a week ago. Then brought over by submarine. Apparently made a quartermaster and two torpedo ratings very, very happy men before slipping into Bristol. Quite a girl by all accounts.'

Eva Kirchmayer shrugged simply, as if acknowledging that nymphomania was as common a condition as having freckles.

'Headquarters assure me that she is a very special prize. Oiled the enemy machine with dedication and so knows things that could damage Berlin. I do not think we will have to encourage this one with a cane, Emily. No. I think nature has dealt us with an ace from the pack. Will you step over here, Fraulein?'

Eva Kirchmayer shrugged again, spreading her hands expansively, and followed the captain over to the incongruously placed seesaw. She was simply dressed: a silver sheath dress, cut severely low to reveal rather than to conceal her superb cleavage, and stark red strappy high heels.

'Shoes off, my girl,' the captain instructed smoothly.

Eva obeyed, her ripe cleavage bulging as she raised each knee up to slip off the pert high heels. Cordelia Quidenham slowly measured the distance across to the far end of the seesaw with her silent brogues.

'Up,' she nodded, levelling the seesaw to enable the German girl, who stood with her hands folded before her, to mount.

Despite her tight gag, she managed an audible giggle. Me? she mimed in an elaborate gesture of disbelief. On this?

'You,' affirmed the captain, nodding. 'On that.'

Another silvery giggle escaped the gagged mouth. From her corner in the gloom, Ursula looked up impatiently. Her pencil was poised above her empty note pad.

'Undress her and help her up, Emily. Any underwear off,' the captain added in a tone that doubted the probabilities of panties.

Emily approached the bemused Eva and gently lifted the taut, silver sheath dress up by the hem. It shrivelled up in a wrinkle to the hips and then peeled off in one smooth sweep up over the soft bosom and white shoulders like a second skin. Eva patted her Eton crop back into shape co-quettishly. As the captain had predicted, the bottom was bare - bereft of panties. As Emily had suspected, the breasts were loose and lovely. The softly rounded, gently swelling bosom bounced and bobbed after the exertion of being stripped bare. Emily guided the petite, exquisite nude to the level seesaw that hung motionless in the air at hip height. She appreciatively noticed the dark cleft between the trim buttocks widening generously as the girl raised her knee up to climb upon the seesaw, giggling as she straddled it between her shining thighs.

Tie her hands tightly together to that bar.'

Eva protested in a seductive, piteous tone, but the captain was both impatient and adamant, so Emily worked briskly with the length of cord.

'Rope her feet together at the ankles. Bind her tight.'

As Cordelia continued her instructions, Ursula rose up and peered as, at Emily's bidding, Eva drew her pretty bare feet together down beneath the wooden plank. They swung in the air, innocent and unsuspecting. Emily obeyed the captain's stern injunction. The tiny toes wriggled in surprise and anguish, the cord biting softly into the satin heels. Emily stood up, leaving Eva perched pertly and prettily astride the seesaw, passive and tamed in her bondage.

'Reinforce the gag, Emily. I fear this little bird is going to sing quite loudly in the next hour or so. We will remove it when we want to hear our special song. But until then, unless I'm very much mistaken, she will be loud. I know the type.'

Emily wound an extra length of soft lint to effectively gag Eva and their eyes met. Emily saw no defiance in the soft, liquid depths, just a seductive power pulsating in an ocean of tumultuous sensuality. Deep, dark waters in which Eros splashed and sported and in which lascivious Aphrodite bathed.

Take a chair, Emily. Watch me closely. While you observe you will learn. Eva Kirchmayer is a mere painted butterfly. Crafted and formed by nature to prompt pleasure and conjure delight, no doubt. To cane her would be clumsy and crude. An outrage. Though I'm sure the occasional spanked bottom wouldn't come amiss,' Cordelia sniffed judiciously.

Looking down anxiously from her tremulous perch, Eva blinked, her big eyes widening even further.

'No. Punishment alone will not unlock the treasure trove of intelligence information we wish to learn from her. No, not punishment alone. I propose to break her on the wheel of her passion. I will snare her in the thickets of lust Emily, sitting attentively, was enraptured.

'Soon you will see me recreate the delights and sensations of the Dresden brothel. Brought back there by my hands, Eva will begin to remember all she has discovered but cannot yet recall. All will be recollected. The dark whispers, the boastful secrets. With her body reawakened her memory will return. She will remember. As the ancients say - the muscles catch that which the mind lets slip.'

Eva, intrigued, writhed in her bondage, her straddling, spreading buttocks squirming down onto the harsh wooden plank. Cordelia Quidenham strode over to her desk and opened the drawer (which slid smoothly despite its mellow age). She extracted a supple, round rubber mat the size of a dinner plate, its surface dimpled with tiny rubber-spiked teeth. Out of the mat quivered two erect, fingerlike growths. One, seven-inches long, was thickly ribbed along the length of its rippling shaft and wickedly bulbous at the swollen tip. Emily immediately thought of ripe asparagus - and then something else, something more primitive, more urgent. She blushed. The second of the two thick, stubby rubber protuberances was only four-inches deep. Slightly thicker and more squat, it was just as potently tumescent as the other. Emily squirmed self-consciously, troubled by wild, wanton thoughts that melted into images which burned hotly into fierce longings and desires.

'Up. Press down on your hands, Eva. Lift your bottom up for me,' Cordelia Quidenham commanded.

Eva Kirchmayer raised her soft, pale buttocks up from the plank. The captain, having annointed the twin stumps of firm rubber with gleaming petroleum jelly, inserted the mat between and beneath the hovering thighs.

'Sit, girl,' came the crisp command.

A soft squeal of smothered ecstasy escaped from Eva's lips as she sank down slowly, her thighs closing and her eyes widening as her rounded bottom squashed down onto the rubber mat. The captain checked that both the wicked little horns had sunk home deeply into the warm, moist flesh of her captive - the longer, ribbed curve of rubber up between and beyond the liquid labia before, the stubby knout of muscled rubber into and between the clenched buttocks behind. Eva sighed a long, slow expression of delight as her quivering flesh received and accepted the delicious fingers thrusting up into her, softly piercing and fully penetrating her innermost parts.

'Now, Emily. Watch me ride the seesaw.'

Cordelia Quidenham mounted . and straddled the wooden plank. Kicking off from the carpet,%she rode the seesaw, but in effect rode the captive girl - or so it seemed to Emily. Poised in equilibrium, at either end of the seesaw, the actions and movements of the captain directly dictated and controlled the sensations which ravished Eva Kirchmayer.

Sitting astride her end of the plank, her bronze-stockinged legs squeezing the polished wood, the captain thrust her gleaming brogues down into the carpet. Up she soared, down she swooped, propelling Eva first down to bump heavily and then up to bounce lightly. Shrieks of raw joy tore through the tight gag. Emily now understood what the captain had said about Eva being loud in her pleasure. Another piercing squeal of sensual delight split the air as the girl in her bondage shuddered, her open, exposed womanhood receiving the brute delight beneath her. The bumps and bounces drove the rubber fingers in deeper, more searchingly. They were relentless and ruthless. Now up in the air once more, Cordelia Quidenham bounced on her bottom before sinking gracefully back down to the carpet. As her brogues hit the floor, Eva swept back up to buck as the plank reached its apex. She groaned her liquid delight as the twin fingers plunged and penetrated her molten flesh. Slowly, the momentum increased from a leisurely pleasuring to a frenzied vortex of unbridled lust.

The captain was once more up in the saddle of delights. Riding out into the crisp frost of a winter morning - pressing her knees and squeezing her thighs, she urged on her seesaw steed. Faster, faster and faster still. Astride her stallion from the stable of desire, the captain bucked, bounced and lunged.

Eva, her wet flesh now a molten furnace, screamed a splitting scream of naked carnal ecstasy as the dimpled mat dug into her soft, sensitive flesh, and the long, curved finger of desire probed and penetrated her puckering, glistening labial folds, whilst the shorter, thicker thumb of devilish delight stretched her tightened sphincter. Buckling under her first climax, though rigidly bound and tightly gagged, Eva melted into her molten orgasm.

Spellbound, Emily took hesitant, silent footfalls across the carpet to the end of the seesaw. Time stood still. Eva, her eyes firmly shut, was spinning helplessly in the oblivion of her crimson joy. Just as an Edwardian beau would gently guide the garden swing of his white-gowned belle in the coy courtships of those distant days, so Emily reverentially approached the naked buttocks of the wriggling, writhing girl. Taking the soft cheeks within her trembling fingers, Emily held the warm bottom and steadied the tremulous flesh. Up she rose;' down she swooped, inexorably, relentlessly - the bouncing, straining jerks of the seesaw fisting the rubber probes deeper and deeper into the soft, wet flesh. Emily's fingers felt the passion pulsating within the captive girl's petite body. Like an uncoiling spring, it was potent, powerful and implacable. Another climax trembled and exploded. Eva Kirchmayer shuddered and jerked as she tumbled into her ecstasy.

Ursula remained motionless, her eyes now fierce slits of concentration. Emily was more than a passive observer at this carnal feast. Her hands around the glistening, naked buttocks connected her, fused her, into the other's sweet torment. The naked girl, wet with exertion, was riding her mount of pleasure in true Valkyrie fashion - breasts thrust out, head tossed back drunkenly; belly taut and shuddering thighs aquiver. Emily's fingers which nursed the tight silken cheeks, captured the surge of raw energy pulsing out from the naked nymph and sensed the rippling thrill of orgasm as she would an electric charge.

Another climax, more powerful than before, was triggered by a hard thump of the plank into the carpet which drove the twin columns of fierce joy between her thighs and buttocks deeper and deeper towards their furthest peak and point of penetration. The shrill wail of the girl set the porcelain skin of an urn in a shadowed alcove alive. The silent shroudlike dustsheets gracing the book shelves shivered, so fierce and bestial was the high-pitched cry of sheer, wanton delight. Emily, who had never before witnessed anything quite so primal, quite so primitive, wept freely from her own tingling labia. A tremulous climax stole down from her belly towards the source of her happy tears that flowed unashamedly. Sweet, slow tears that knew not the salt tang of sorrow. The tender weeping of desire of her sweet release. Her hand flew down to her open wound, but not to stem the weeping - to excite and bring forth into a flood the spangling spun sugar that oozed from between her shivering thighs.

Up on her wooden steed, Cordelia Quidenham - bouncing drunkenly onto the spread of her splayed labia -collapsed into her own crumpling climax with a low, thick moan. Clamping her bronzed stockings tightly into the flanks of her stallion, she hurtled into orgasm with the eternal cry of the Shires snatched from her quivering lips.

Tally Ho ...'

The sweet groan of surrender thundered around the library walls. Emily slumped down onto the carpet, bending over as she knelt, her forehead pressed into the richly-col-oured weave, her fingers flying rhythmically against her inner fleshfolds as they skimmed the surface of her sticky, shining skin. Grunting her satisfaction, she too succumbed, tumbling into the velvet-walled abyss of sweet surrender.

'Emily. Pass the cake to Eva,' Cordelia purred. 'Do try some. It really is rather good, Eva. We call it cherry Genoa. Do try.'

Eva, who had tentatively sipped her tea, reluctantly took up a moist finger of the delicious cake. She nibbled at it.

'Hmm,' she nodded approvingly, catching at a crumb with the tip of her pink flickering tongue.

Emily gazed vacantly into the shining surface of a buttered scone. Her eyes were wide and unseeing, her body numb with a delicious emptiness.

'Would you prefer coffee, Fraulein?'

'Ja,' chirped Eva pertly, still naked and astride her seesaw mount. Her wrists were untied though her ankles were still firmly bound.

'I think tea is so refreshing, personally. But I suppose, chacun a son gout as they say ..

Eva giggled, capturing an elusive red cherry with her well-trained tongue. Ursula sipped her tea in a continuing, unbroken silence.

'Emily?' Cordelia said.

'Mmm?' her assistant replied dreamily.

'Ring for some coffee for our little visitor. And do eat up. There is still that mouth-watering date and walnut cake to sample, what? The debriefing has only just begun. We have much work to do, so come along and eat. When Eva has had her refreshment, it is off to the hounds once more ...'

Off to the hounds. Emily smiled. Breeding will tell. The captain was truly a girl of the Shires. Eva wore a puzzled frown. It seemed to say the English were quite mad. Tea-time cake and curious afternoon games ...

'Three or four more turns in the saddle and she'll be a ripe peach in our hands,' Cordelia predicted confidently. 'This cake is excellent. Moist and quite delicious. I do like to sink my tongue into the flesh of exotic fruit. And of course so many cakes disappoint. Poor crumb quality, I believe.'

Ursula merely nodded her assent as she silently swallowed her cake. Emily stretched out a milky white arm and took a deep wedge of the dark, fragrant cake. It melted on her tongue, pricking her juices with the redolence of earthy walnut, buttery date flesh and sweet, brown sugar.

'Yes,' Cordelia Quidenham ventured, brushing her fingertips together briskly to vanquish the last remaining cake crumbs. 'I believe we will taste the fruits of our labours soon. Soon, very soon, our captive will be back in her brothel ..Eva looked up, puzzled. 'I speak metaphorically, girl.' The captain turned to Ursula, adding that Eva would have much to tell. 'Be prepared to take careful notes.' Ursula nodded efficiently. Not much taste for this work, Emily thought.

It was a long afternoon. The captain rode her wooden mount three more times before Eva was unbound and un-gagged. Between them, they eased her gently down. By sunset she had dragged up from the total recall of her molten memory seven full pages of detailed notes. Once her body was back in the Dresden brothel, her memory had opened up. Not enough to bring Berlin to a grinding halt, Cordelia Quidenham conceded, but enough perhaps to throw a decently sized spanner into Adolf s softest parts. Ursula was not so sure. Folding up her note pad she said that everything would have to be double checked. Such an unenthusiastic fish, Emily reflected.

The two motorbikes idled as their riders judged the perils of the rutted cattle grid. Ticking over, one of the engines spluttered and suddenly backfired, the sharp staccato sending a handful of sleepy rooks cartwheeling from the elms into the gathering darkness of the night. Emily, sitting with the captain in the softly lit den, looked up.

'Jane is back,' she beamed, her fingers poised over the typewriter. In her excitement, she swept her neatly typed notes off the desk. Mindful of Cordelia's insistence on neatness and orderliness, she paused to stoop down to retrieve the stray sheets, tapping them and sorting them back into a semblance of tidiness. Noting this, Cordelia Quidenham smiled.

By the time Emily had bounded down the passageway into the large kitchen she was just in time to catch a glimpse of a hooded figure disappear between the stern custody of no less than four of the capable keepers.

'Constant vigilance for that one. Visible checks every hour, please. You have drawn small arms. Use them, to wound preferably. Take care,' Jane called after them as she pulled her leather gloves off, long finger by long finger.

The svelte redhead served Jane with a simple cold supper, which she ate with undivided concentration, pausing occasionally to let Emily nibble at a little from the end of her fork. Lighting a cigarette between her gently trembling fingers, Emily placed it between Jane's sweet, soft lips. It was the last one in the packet. They shared it between them, Jane's lipstick - a shade of sinful red that defied every military rule in a very long book - smudging Emily's more virginally pink lips as the cigarette passed between their mouths. They drank large mugs of hot, sweet tea in contented silence.

'Come along. I'd better report to the captain before turning in. I'll bring her a nightcap.'

Jane poured out a decent measure into a thin tumbler and teased it with a few drops of bitters. They went along the passageway into the den. The captain welcomed Jane, and her nightcap, with a warm smile - shuddering slightly as an inch of cigarette ash spilled down the blonde's battle-dress tunic. Jane brushed at it negligently causing Emily to supress a giggle as she caught Cordelia Quidenham's look of exasperation.

'You must tell me alf about our new visitor, Jane. But first,' the captain turned to Emily, 'what did your ears tell you thirty minutes ago?'

Emily concentrated hard.

Two motorcycles. Outriders for the lorry bringing Jane and the new prisoner.'

'Good. Well done. And what have your ears said to you since?'

The lorry went, I heard it reversing. And then the motorbike ...' Emily paused.

The captain nodded significantly. 'Exactly. The motorbike. Two came, but only one departed. I'll wager that little redhead is entertaining some young soldier in the pantry right now. Damn soldiers, always hungry. I hope that is all she is entertaining him to. Go and send him on his way, Emily. But be strict about it. Make a painful example of them both or it will be Liberty Hall to every escort who comes here. Here, take my crop. That redhead needs to be beaten soundly before bed time.'

Emily returned to the kitchen. The evidence of Jane's late supper remained on the table. The redhead had not cleared away and all was silent except for a soft rustling in the pantry. Emily strode purposefully across the flagstone floor, crop in hand. But the pantry was deserted. The rustling, she detected, merely a gentle night breeze gently disturbing a sheet of waxed paper which had wrapped the succulent veal and ham pie.

The breeze came in through a slight crack in the pantry window, causing the blackout fabric to flutter and inspecting the crack, Emily saw a shadowy movement in the pale moonlight outside. Peering out, Emily could smell the night air of a country garden - wallflowers, pungent herbs and Brylcreem.

Brylcreem? Emily's nostrils snuffed quizzically. There was a man out in the garden. Opening the back door stealthily, she pierced the soft darkness briefly with a torch beam. In the sudden shaft of yellow light she saw the redhead, her body pressed closely into that of a young soldier, her hand buried down the front of his trousers, his hands cupping her naked bottom fiercely.

'Inside, at once,' hissed Emily, dousing her torch because of the strict blackout regulations.

The amorous couple slouched into the kitchen. Emily closed the door, checked the heavy cloth that covered the glass frames and clicked on the light. The soldier was smoothing his piled hair back suavely and gathering up his goggles and helmet.

'Stay where you are,' Emily snapped. He looked at her in sullen surprise.

'You,' the crop pointed to the redhead. 'Shorts down, over that chair with you.'

To the soldier's amazement - and undisguised delight -the redhead obeyed Emily's crisp, curt command. Bending voluptuously over a straight-backed chair, she wriggled her tight blue shorts down. Emily heard the soldier's sharp rasp of appreciation as the svelte Wren's bottom presented itself up pertly for punishment.

'Nine,' said Emily softly, tapping the naughty girl's cheeks firmly with the tip of the crop.

'Here, wait a minute, you can't go doing that .. .' cried a thick Welsh voice from the latter day Sir Galahad in a squaddie's uniform.

'Silence,' rasped Emily. So severe was her tone - and her rank quite unknown - the Welshman sank back into sullen silence. A silence from which he gazed, however, at the twin shivering plums of the redhead's perfect bottom.

Swish. Swipe. The crack of the crop broke the silence of the kitchen as it sliced down crisply across the naked buttocks. The following eight strokes of discipline were delivered with consummate ease and grace as Emily dispensed the punishment with the cruel crop.

During her brief but sharp chastisement the redhead yelped twice, and towards the end of her whipping, joggled her slowly reddening, striped buttocks as she pawed the empty air with her small, pathetic little white foot. Hot-bottomed, red-faced and head bowed, the chastised girl scampered up to bed, her blue shorts flapping in her left hand.

'You next. Get them clown and over that chair,' Emily commanded, tapping the chair with her quivering crop.

'Like hell. I'm off...' the Welshman blustered.

He strode towards the door but Emily cracked the crop smartly.

'Go,' Emily whispered. 'I have your name, rank and number. You'll get six weeks jankers in the glasshouse and you'll be shovelling coke in Catterick for Christmas.'

The soldier paused. 'Look, see here, miss, I didn't mean

s

'Very cold, Catterick.'

He muttered something darkly in his native tongue. Emily flicked the crop against the chair once more.

'Hurry up.'

The soldier unbuckled his webbing belt and dropped his trousers as he bent over the chair. His pants fell to his ankles. Emily was not prepared for the swollen state of his excited arousal caused by his witnessing the recent punishment of the naughty Wren. His excitement was unmistakable as his thickening erection attested. Reluctantly, he bent over the chair.

Emily had never whipped a man's naked bottom before. It excited and thrilled her. To own and control the hairy thighs, the tensely muscled legs and the firm buttocks. The sensation was one to be savoured before being fully enjoyed. Her nipples peaked painfully and her panties felt warm and damp. Emily gazed down at her bare-bottomed victim. Between the powerful thighs, the delicate scrotum swung slack in its loose, fragile skin. At the base of the slightly heavy, pale belly, she glimpsed the angry tip of the nodding erection. Emily tapped the two testicles as they hung suspended in their sac. They swung gently, and the Welshman groaned deeply in his confused delight. Tracing the outline of the clenched buttocks with the tip of her crop, she skimmed the firm flesh lightly, almost affectionately. The erection was now almost vertical, she noted. It twitched; proud and thickly veined. His eyes tightly shut in suspense, the soldier's face was a mask of sweet anguish and soft pain.

'Do it,' he moaned thickly. 'Beat me. Hurt me. Do it.'

Emily smiled darkly, pleased with his pleading. She tapped the white bottom twice, then pressed the length of her crop across the cheeks firmly.

'Oh, God, woman. Do it. Hurt me. Cane me good and hard,' he begged her in a thickening tone.

Emily withdrew the crop. The buttocks clenched expectantly. But the stroke was stayed. Instead, she returned the inquisitive tip to the underside of the scrotum. Raising the crop gently, she squashed the loose testicles upwards then rotated the crop in between her fingers. In their sac, the soldier's balls became molten spheres of delight.

'Please, lady, please,' he moaned. 'Hurt me, do it, beat me,' he begged.

'Be patient, soldier,' Emily admonished in a velvety purring tone as she savoured her supreme power with a wanton delight. 'I'll stripe you when I'm good and ready.' She could have sworn she heard him whimper and a bubble of liquid lust tickled her inner thigh. She squeezed her legs together as if to contain her excitement. 'Any minute now,' she cooed into his ear, 'you'll get what's coming to you.'

The soldier squirmed and choked out more pleading. 'Silence,' she warned. He obeyed.

She leaned forward and gently depressed the stiff erection down, taming and subduing it with her crop. 'Feet apart,' she instructed, returning to address his bottom with the crop. 'No, wider.'

The command was crisp - Emily deliberately inserting a note of steel into her voice to mask and disguise her rising excitement and delight. The soldier promptly responded.

Satisfied now, Emily sought - and found - deeper, darker satisfaction. Crack. The Welshman hissed and his erection jerked. Crack.

He strained, offering his buttocks up for more. Crack. The crop drew a thin red line across his cheeks and a deep groan of pleasure from his throat.

'Oh, lady, lady, that's sweet. More. Harder.' Crack. Crack. The crop spoke twice. Both punisher and punished shivered in their mutual joy.

'Ooh, a man. Why, it's Taff. Hello, Taff,' a silvery voice said pleasantly.

It was the minx. She had just popped down, naked as the day she was deflowered, for an apple to sweeten her digestion. She scooped up a red pippin and rubbed it against her left breast. A perfect daughter of Eve. Emily blinked, shaken out of her intimate trance.

'Ooh, look at that,' the minx pointed. 'Pity to waste it,' she shrugged as she fluttered her fingertips up along the length of the erection.

'Make room,' she gasped, laughing, as she squeezed in between the soldier and the chair. Jerking her bare bottom out, she reached down behind her and took hold of his shaft to guide it up inside herself. Deep inside the bending minx, the bending soldier grunted. Emily, taken aback and mesmerised, stood crop in hand, slack-jawed.

'Finish him off,' pleaded the minx.

Crack. Crack. Crack. Emily swished the buttocks harshly. The strong thighs twitched and jerked. The minx screamed softly. Crack. Crack.

Confused, bewildered, delighted and inflamed, Emily striped the clenched cheeks severely. The soldier cursed and the minx squealed. Crack. Crack.

Jerking his scorched buttocks in a spasm of pain, the soldier speared his thick erection deeper and deeper up between the minx's soft bottom cheeks. She moaned as he buried his hot length into her warmth. Crack.

Almost drunkenly, as if tipsy with lust, Emily swished the crop. The minx squealed loudly as the soldier shuddered, froze and then spasmed rapidly, powering his thighs into hers in a paroxysm of carnal convulsions. Reaching out to clutch, grab and savagely squeeze her bobbing breasts, he hugged the minx as he transfixed her from behind. With a guttural shout, his entire body trembled. Crack.

The whipped bottom jerked wildly, and with a sweet curse the grateful soldier released himself into the depths of the even more grateful minx.

According to her large brass alarm clock that ticked the dark moments of the night away, Cordelia Quidenham noted that it was long past three in the morning before the motorbike coughed into life and snarled away into the winding Worcestershire lanes. Smiling, she turned her face back into her cool, white pillow and slipped back into an undisturbed sleep.

■

Chapter 6

Emily's feet were soaking wet. Shoeless, she had trodden the paddocks before the dew had been kissed away from the emerald lawns by the sun. Her basket was brimming with sweet, white button mushrooms. Returning to the farmhouse, she towelled her toes dry and joined the minx at the Aga. A large iron frying pan was already on the go, hissing with seething rashers of gently cured bacon. Emily watched a huge dab of golden butter melt and bubble in a small, heavy skillet and she buried the shimmering liquid with heaped spoonfuls of chopped mushrooms. The minx peppered them but did not add salt. Hitler's aggression and the privations that pinched the cities and towns of war-blighted England had not yet closed their uncomfortable fingers around the pantry shelves and larder doors of rural havens like Walnut Tree Farm. The smell of the delicious breakfast drew down Jane, Ursula, Penelope and Cordelia. They all sat and tucked in. Ursula ate in her customary silence, dealing efficiently with her bacon. The keepers came into the kitchen to collect breakfast trays for their charges. Toast, fruit and coffee for the girls and something fried, something more substantial, for the recent arrival.

That redhead goes today but we're getting two new domestics. The navy provosts are due at ten. Would you give that little minx a hand settling them in, my dear?'

Emily told the captain that she would. A hand . .. Emily shivered deliciously.

'First-class mushrooms. Upper or lower paddock?'

'The lower paddock.'

'Thought as much. Little fellers love the damp. Salt, if you please, Jane,' Cordelia Quidenham beamed.

The navy provosts climbed down from their blue lorry at the outer gate and marched up the gravel drive to Walnut Tree Farm at a brisk pace, arms swinging stiffly. Between them, two young Wrens trudged reluctantly. Through the leaded glass of a mullioned window, Emily watched their arrival. She retreated to the kitchen at the rear of the farmhouse, where the redhead, restored to her trim dark uniform, shouldered her kit bag. She gave the scullery -scene of so many spankings, discipline and shameful moments - a contemptuous look and prepared to leave.

'One moment,' the captain said in a quiet tone, as she appeared in the doorway.

'Well?' the redhead snapped petulantly. 'What is it? I'm going now, and good riddance.'

Silly girl, Emily thought, catching a dangerous gleam in Cordelia Quidenham's eye. Silly, headstrong little redhead. You think you are safe. Perhaps you are - but tread carefully.

'What do you want?' the redhead repeated waspishly.

Emily shook her head as if in sadness as she sensed the unfolding drama crackle like static around her.

'You leave my jurisdiction at ten hundred hours girl, not a minute before. It is not yet ten, I believe.'

Three pairs of eyes flew up to the oak-cased clock that hung, ticking steadily, above a sepia print of a saddleback pig with large floppy ears. Emily looked inquisitively. The redhead looked impatiently. The captain looked unpertur-bedly. Seven minutes to ten.

'I trust your time here at Walnut Tree Farm has been an instructive and improving experience for you, my girl. If a little painful and somewhat unpleasant at times.'

'I'm going,' the redhead pouted. 'I don't have to listen to you.'

'Stay exactly where you are, girl. Six minutes to ten. A girl can receive quite a sharp lesson in that brief time, believe me.'

The redhead believed. She stood, hiding her impatience with ill grace, as the captain delivered a withering homily on the Wren's shortcomings. It was a pithy, scalding, toe-curling tirade.

\ .. sullen, stupid girl,' the captain concluded just as the clock on the wall tinkled ten in a delicate chime.

'You've had your say, you silly old tart. I'm off now and there's absolutely nothing you can do about it.'

'Oh but I think there is, my girl. I do believe there is.' She produced a silver half-hunter and gazed at it with affection. 'I have eight minutes to go. Plenty of time for a girl to receive that sharp lesson we were discussing.'

'But...' the redhead protested, looking up at the clock.

'I keep that set a little fast to ensure that our meals are always punctual. Come here and bend over.'

The redhead paled. The trap had been sweetly baited and she had walked blindly and foolishly into it. There was no escape for her; no avoiding the severe spanking. As she dropped her kit bag and, head bowed, approached the captain, Emily smiled in appreciation at the silken stratagem.

'Plenty of time for a little painful discipline. As I was saying, you are a sullen, stupid girl. And, I might add, an exceedingly rude one. And have you not yourself just proved me right?'

It was a brisk but severe spanking. The captain hauled the redhead over her knee, pushing up the tight blue uniform skirt to explose the white, cotton-pantied bottom. Emily's stomach tightened as she gazed at the navy blue stockings pressed firmly together, the thin seams running neatly from buttock to heel. The panties were dragged down over the rounded cheeks to just above the knees and the girl lay prepared for her punishment. The naked bottom shivered beneath the hovering hand.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

The soft creamy cheeks bounced and joggled beneath the punishing palm. A scarlet blush spread rapidly where skin cruelly caressed skin; where flesh sharply stung flesh.

Eleven. Twelve. Thirteen. Emily stopped counting after the eighteenth crisp spank had scorched the flattened hillocks of searing flesh. The crimson satin cheeks wobbled in their clenched anguish. It was a blistering chastisement. The captain had to pinion the struggling girl's hands firmly together and trap the threshing, stockinged feet beneath her firm brogue.

i shall watch your career with interest, girl,' Cordelia Quidenham observed as she held her hot hand under a stream of cold water at the sink. 'Pull your panties up and return to your posting. Signals, isn't it? Used to hunt with a decent gal who went into signals. I'll drop her a line. Get her to keep a watchful eye on you. Cheerio.'

The Wren scampered out of the kitchen, almost stumbling in her confusion and in her shame. Her bottom ravished. Cordelia Quidenham took out her silver half-hunter watch and looked at it.

Ten to ten,' she mused.

Emily glanced up at the clock on the wall. Its hands were joined together as if clasped in supressed glee. Ten to ten precisely. The captain pocketed her watch and, after giving an open-mouthed Emily a conspiratorial wink, strode out of the kitchen humming pleasantly. Emily shook her head and smiled, the smile fading as Ursula, who had witnessed everything, emerged out of a shadowed alcove. Ursula was nodding her approval at the captain's clever ruse. Emily suddenly shuddered.

Take off your uniform. Fold it neatly. You will not be needing it for a month or so,' the minx told the new arrival. Then into that bath.'

It was a hot, sultry morning. Emily and the minx were introducing the two new recruits to the rules and routines of their place of punishment. The younger of the two was a delicious little Cockney who had enlisted in the Wrens as a lark (she told them in a rush of girlish confidence as she peeled off her blouse), but her liking for gin, jazz and petty officers had caused her quite a few disagreements with the navy. She stripped off' happily and hugged her breasts, pawing herself sensuously with the sole of her left foot down the pale flesh of her right leg.

in here, petal?' she nodded her head towards the bath.

The minx, suppressing a shared grin with Emily, attempted to inject a little stricture into the occasion, into the bath. Now,' she whispered sternly.

'OK, ducks. I do love a rubbadub. If you can't get a fellah, get a loofah ...' she trilled, her dark cleft widening between the creamy cheeks of her bottom as she stepped over the edge of the bath. 'All aboard for the Saucy Belle ... oooh, lovely ...' she sighed.

Emily looked at the minx who looked back at Emily. They exchanged what now? shrugs and grimaces. Whatever they had been expecting, it certainly was not this bubbling Cockney.

'All done,' the wet-skinned girl grinned. 'I washed as far as possible. Then I soaped the flannel and washed possible. Didn't half tickle my fancy,' she giggled, her breasts gleaming and glistening wetly as they bounced.

The minx applied the rough towel firmly and harshly, then took her by the hand, still naked, over to a low, cork-topped stool. Sitting down, she bent the little Cockney over across her lap. The girl rounded her buttocks and offered her cheeks up to be spanked. It was a bottom born to be punished. The minx rested her hand, palm down, across the satin globes. Her thumb gently swept across the peach-soft, curved surface of the left cheek.

'I am in control of you for the next month or so. This is what you can expect if you misbehave or disobey any of my instructions.'

The minx slapped the bare bottom three times. Short, sharp spanks. The little Cockney squealed and giggled; bucking and bouncing across her punisher's warm lap. Thoroughly enjoying the discipline, she squeezed her cheeks together and raised her bottom up invitingly, eagerly, for more.

Emily suddenly laughed. 'You know who she is, don't you?' she grinned.

The minx looked up, a puzzled frown clouding her face.

'You. Eight weeks ago, when you first came here. I bet you were just the same,' Emily smiled.

Blushing in recognition, the minx smiled down at the little rounded bottom that wobbled impatiently. She nodded her agreement. Lowering her head down onto the warm, softly fleshed left cheek, she kissed it gently. The Cockney purred her delight. The minx raised her head and rested her spanking hand over the dome of firm flesh. Thumbing the rippling satin sheath of skin slowly and deliberately, she laughed.

'You're right. I don't think I'll have much trouble with this one.'

The Cockney was squirming as she lay across the minx's lap. Emily's eyes widened as she realised that the little Wren's left hand was working away busily at the base of her belly, fingering frantically between her slightly parted thighs. Beneath the minx's controlling, dominant hand, the clenched cheeks were describing slow, voluptuous circles as the Cockney fingered herself freely.

'Stop that,' the minx ordered.

Smack. The bottom shuddered and ground around in faster, more sensuous circular sweeps. Smack. Smack.

'Oooh, lovely,' came the thick, muffled response.

Smack. Smack. Smack. The naked buttocks bounced lasciviously as the hidden fingers found the wetly exposed inner button of delight between the punished girl's labia.

'This isn't working. It isn't right at all,' the minx sighed helplessly.

Emily laughed delightedly.

'Get her into her vest and shorts and we'll see to the other one,' she suggested.

Reluctantly, the little Cockney slipped off the minx's lap and poured her naked body into the second skin of the tight, revealing uniform of a Walnut Tree Farm domestic.

The other one, as Emily had called her, was called Louise. A twenty-two year old, heavily breasted, wide-hipped blonde from Basingstoke. A tennis player in her youth. Plenty of swimming and dancing before Hitler stopped the music in September 1939, Emily mused as she watched the plumpish, softly contoured body emerge from the discarded Wren's uniform. A self-confident type. Indeed, the very picture of haughty insolence. Emily frowned. The minx might have difficulty asserting her will and domination over this one.

'Leave them, you won't be seeing them for some time,' the minx said as the Basingstoke blonde, proud and naked, stood folding her crisp uniform. 'Just get into the bath.'

'I bathe in the evening, thank you,' the blonde replied without looking up.

'You will do anything and everything I tell you,' the minx hissed.

The naked blonde drew her hand up slowly from her stomach to her heavy breasts, squashing them deliciously. Slowly and unhurriedly, she strode towards the bath. The minx reached out to assist her as she climbed in.

'I can manage perfectly well, thank you,' she said coldly, shrugging off the guiding, steadying hand.

The minx scowled and raised her hand to slap the blonde's quivering rump, but Emily shook her head and smiled. The minx frowned. Emily raised a silent, erect index finger up against her warm, red lips.

'That will do. Out,' the minx commanded five minutes later.

'Very well,' the blonde consented, standing up in the bath, the water running in a silver trickle down her spine and into the dark cleft between the shining cheeks of her bottom. 'Towel, please.'

Emily suddenly understood why the atterhpt to control and subdue the blonde was failing. Why the balance of power was being maintained.

'No talking,' she snapped.

The blonde flashed Emily an openly hostile glance. The minx raised an interested eyebrow. Emily returned the hostile glance and the blonde cast her eyes down to her wet breasts.

'Get out. Now,' Emily snapped urgently.

The blonde obeyed, reaching out for the towel to cover her exposed but vulnerable nakedness. Emily shook her head and the minx snatched the towel away.

'Bend over ... Silence,' Emily hissed, immediately quelling the blonde's attempt at protest.

The minx smiled at Emily, nodding her approval and relief at this timely intervention. Demanding silence from the Wren was the first step towards total domination. It was working. The blonde lapsed into mute obedience, and was now bending over the side of the bath, supporting herself with her outstretched arms, hands placed against the bottom of the white bathtub. She shivered slightly as her wet bottom remained raised up, poised and perfect for punishment. Emily motioned the minx to take up her position alongside the bending blonde. Emily took up her stance. The two stood face to face, inches apart. Between them, their captive. Below them, thigh high, the bare bottom. Emily inched closer, as did the minx. They pressed their thighs into the shivering blonde's flanks, trapping her completely, both pubic deltas firmly wedging the rounded buttocks between them. The punishers placed one hand firmly down on each of the wet, white shoulders, then raised their free hands up over the bare buttocks below.

'Feet apart. Wider,' the minx took up the command at Emily's encouraging nod. 'Strict silence during discipline,' she added.

The blonde obeyed, shivering as she did so. Her soft white bottom now clenching with anxious anticipation. The minx gently fingered the cheek she was about to blister with her hard, punishing palm.

Emily slipped her free arm briefly down, drumming the splayed fingers along the cleft. The buttocks clenched even tighter. Smack. Smack.

The blonde successfully stifled her squeals. Smack. Smack. Two rapid spanks that echoed sharply in the bathroom.

Smack. Smack. The taut cheeks shuddered, reddening quickly. Smack. Smack.

The minx spanked the blonde's naked left cheek with her right hand, while Emily punished the right globe of tight flesh with her left hand. Smack. Smack.

The punishers pressed their upper thighs firmly into the squirming cheeks of the red-bottomed girl, pinioning and steadying her. Smack. Smack.

The rapid spanking blushed the creamy peaches, leaving the curved flesh flushed and angry in its stinging pain and shame. Triumphant at her success in dominating the truculent blonde, the minx leaned over the joggling bare bottom and impetuously kissed Emily full on her lips. Emily leaned back slowly over the wriggling nude and returned a slow, sweetly lingering kiss full onto the minx's pink rosebud mouth. Both punishers released their grip on the subjugated shoulders of the punished girl and insinuated their hands to clasp and squeeze her loosely spilling breasts. Each caught and held a tremulous handful of the bobbing bosom. The blonde gasped in sweet torment as her dominant punishers squeezed. Smack. Smack.

Her assurance and supremacy reasserted and firmly established, the minx administered the discipline briskly; delivering crisp slaps and cruel spanks that spoke harshly against the taut cheek of tight, hot satin. Emily's palm flattened the reddening flesh beneath it with her customary efficiency and economy of style. Smack. Smack.

The synchronised spanking utterly dominated and subdued the bottom and the rebellious mind of the chastised Basingstoke blonde. She whimpered softly, scrabbling the cold lino with her bare feet, as she stood, trapped and bending; bare and bowed for her discipline. Smack. Smack.

Hidden hands squeezed the ripe breasts. Visible hands rained down to scorch and scald the shuddering, stinging rump. The volley of hands that cracked down across the bunched buttocks were now supremely mastering the sullen Wren. Smack. Smack.

There was a sudden silence and stillness as the punishers paused. A flicker of wakening lust kindled a tiny flame of desire in the minx's eyes. Emily, smiled and stroked the cool face of the minx with the fingertips of her hot spanking hand. Leaning over the punished bottom, they kissed again.

'Get up. Over to that corner. Kneel, hands on head,' the minx ordered. 'Quickly,' she barked, her rising excitement charging her voice with a tenseness.

The blonde Wren obeyed smartly, kneeling down with her face turned into the wall as instructed, presenting her hot, red bottom to her punishers.

'Remember, Louise. Listen, learn and obey, and your time here at Walnut Tree Farm could be less painful and unpleasant than you fear,' the minx added. The punished blonde's hot, red bottom joggled softly and the taut cheeks dimpled, as she shuffled painfully from knee to knee on the bathroom floor.

'Absolute obedience to every command. If you pause to query or question, you are giving time to the cane to strike or the strap to lash. Remember. Obey promptly and save your skin.'

Emily and the minx lay down together on the cool lino floor, still fully dressed. The minx lay on her back, gazing up at the white ceiling. Emily squatted crablike above her, suspended on her hands and knees - her bottom hovering inches above the open-thighed minx. Emily lowered her bottom down onto the pubic mound of the wide-thighed minx, steadying herself on her hands, and began to rock backwards and forwards. The luscious swell of her bottom grazed and ground against the firm, pubic delta offered up to it. Again, and again. Faster and then faster. With increasingly furious thrusts of flesh into flesh, Emily voluptuously swept her tight cheeks against the splayed-thighed minx. Sweet, thick gasps were snatched from the minx's slack lips that quivered, lust-drained and parted, as her ecstasy mounted.

In the corner of shame, the naked, punished blonde, listened wide-eyed and fearfully to the rasping grunts of carnal satisfaction. She suddenly shuddered as the reddening buttocks clenched in a reflex of gathering anxiety.

The domestics (both in tight blue shorts and white cotton vests that hugged and moulded their naked breasts beneath the taut sheath of soft, white fabric), sat down to platefuls of shepherd's pie and carrots. They ate in silence but with pleasure - neither of them having tasted food this good for at least a year. Forbidden beer or cider, they had to be content with ice-cold milk. The minx allowed them an apple each when their plates were clean and empty.

'You will be working in the kitchen gardens this afternoon. There are plenty of late blackberries to be picked. No stains, mind, on your nice, clean vests or you'll be very, very sorry. I will severely punish you if you return with blackberry juice on your uniforms.'


The two girls were dispatched out into the glowering heat with large baskets and sharp admonishments. The Cockney skipped lightly, swinging her basket. The blonde, silent and sullen, trailed behind.

Despite the oppressive heat, Emily was hungry. The succulent pork chops and crisp, golden chips were soon disposed of, washed down with a light, sharp elderflower cordial. Emily blinked as she sipped hers - the minx smiled - for it was laced with gin. Generously. The captain came to the lunch table late, which was very unusual for her. She seemed to be preoccupied, but chose not to discuss her problems over lunch. Penelope arrived even later and sat down to her food. Twice, as Emily tackled her gooseberry crumble laced with cream, she felt Penelope's mocking green eyes darting at her in triumphant malice. Ursula ate carefully and quietly. Such a dull dumpling, Emily thought.

it's so hot, I think I'll go and change,' Emily said, rising.

There'll be a storm before tea,' Jane predicted, looking out.

Penelope smiled her malicious smile before remarking that the storm might even break sooner.

It was oppressively hot. Up in her room, Emily stripped down to her crisp underwear. She considered taking a bath but realised that Jane would soon be waiting for her down in the den. Waiting with Sonia Eckhof, the third of the German Grey Mice.

Now wearing only her white cotton brassiere, Emily rummaged for fresh panties and a change of blouse. Bending down to search a drawer, she did not notice the captain entering her bedroom.

'Hot, and getting hotter,' Cordelia Quidenham sighed wearily.

Emily spun round, immediately covering herself below her belly with her hands. Relaxing before the august captain, she slowly, revealingly, drew them up above her head, trailing her fingers in her dark curls. In her tight brassiere, her soft breasts bulged. Above her head her fingers stretched out luxuriously. It was a gesture of utter submission and candid display from the younger woman to her more dominant colleague: a colleague who excited fear and desire, devotion and dread within the swelling breasts.

'Have you seen a small, green notebook?' the captain asked.

Emily looked up, shook her head and shrugged.

'It is about so big.' The captain roughly sketched a small square with her slim, strong fingers.

'A diary?' Emily asked, scooping up a pair of panties, secretly delighted to sport her lovely nakedness before the captain. Being naked, whilst the more dominant woman was fully dressed in her crisp uniform, added a tingling frisson to the situation. Emily half-glimpsed the truth and submitted to her inner desires, standing legs slightly apart as she faced the captain. Yes, she thrilled silently. Utterly naked before Cordelia Quidenham. Naked and exposed before those deep, dark penetrating eyes. To Emily's barely concealed disappointment, the captain looked away in a preoccupied, distracted manner. Emily pouted.

'No, not a diary. Besides, you know the rules. All serving men and women are forbidden to keep a diary during active service. No,' the captain dropped her voice half an octave. 'I'm afraid that the loss is much more vital than that. It is a code book.' Emily looked up. 'And if I have to report it missing it will ditch my chances, such as they are, of any hope of promotion,' Cordelia grimaced.

The captain strayed aimlessly around the room, automatically picking up, smoothing, folding and tidying away Emily's stray garments - the large, the small and the merely wispy. Pausing as she stooped to retrieve some scattered underwear, she softened her tone a little. 'I suppose I'm glad that you have not in fact seen it or have any knowledge of it whatsoever. It is top secret. Restricted circulation, and all that. Simply can't think where it's got to, though. Lose that and I lose any chance of ever becoming a major.'

Emily, despite ample opportunity to slip into some silks, was still gloriously nude except for the tight band of white cotton that bound her rounded bosom in a tight bondage of fierce longing and desire. The plumped up breasts bounced in her distress for the distracted captain.

'Don't worry,' they heaved voluptuously. 'It'll turn up.'

'I expect you are quite right, my dear. I believe you are detailed to debrief Sonia this afternoon ... Hello. What's this?'

The ever-busy fingers had been picking up and folding a shirt blouse but had frozen along a pleat. Under the garment lay the green code book. 'Emily?' Cordelia Quidenham directed the question more in the tone of an accusation.

Emily paled a little, then flushed a becoming pink.

'What is the meaning of this?' the captain quizzed severely, tapping the green code book with a long, stiff white forefinger. 'Well? I'm waiting for your answer.'

'I don't... I've never ...' Emily faltered, completely bewildered.

'This is a very grave matter, my girl. Very grave. Your curiosity I can understand. Your inquisitiveness I can appreciate. Your carelessness I can possibly overlook. Possibly. But your deliberate lying to me I ciin neither explain, excuse or in fact forgive.'

'But you don't understand ...' Emily began, suddenly remembering Penelope's late arrival at the lunch table and the malicious little smiles.

i have wasted hours worrying and searching for this. Hours. And I have had to divert Penelope from her duties to assist me. That girl has been of invaluable help, a great source of support. Looked everywhere ...'

Emily felt the cold finger of doom mark her out for imminent woe. Her only hope of escape had just been dashed. Penelope had played her dark game with finesse - and won.

'I might have overlooked your taking it had it been safely kept and promptly returned. But you not only took it without permission but then lost it carelessly and denied all knowledge and responsibility for having done so. Grave offences, girl. Very grave. And what do grave offences incur? Well? Answer me.' J

'P .. . p ... punishment,' Emily whispered huskily.

'No, Emily, not punishment,' Cordelia Quidenham replied swiftly. Emily looked up hopefully. A reprieve? 'Grave punishment. Severe, very severe punishment,' the captain barked.

Emily cast her eyes down at the pronouncement of sentence. Cane? Crop? Which was it to be. A bare-bottomed disciplining, of that she was certain. Involuntarily, she protected her bare cheeks with her hands. The captain saw the gesture, but merely smiled grimly.

'I am truly sorry. I cannot tell you how sorry I am .. Emily started.

'I can tell you how sorry you are going to be in twenty minutes time, my girl. Truly sorry. And truly sore. Now get up onto that bed. I want you face down. And put a pillow under your tummy. Bottom up, feet together, hands up by your face. At once.'

Trembling and confused by the fusillade of orders and commands, Emily mounted the bed and lay down at full stretch, a pillow under her hips. Her fingers fluttered nervously with her curls and her naked toes curled into the cool eiderdown. The heat weighed on her bare skin like a blanket. Despite the oppressive, milky heat, her .bare bottom shivered in troubled expectation.

'I'm going to my room to get a strap to punish your very naughty, very wicked bottom with, my girl. Stay exactly where you are. While I am away, I want you to think carefully about your dishonesty and bad behaviour. More importantly, I want you to consider the punishment, that is to say, the price, you will have to pay for your dishonesty. A heavy price, I fear.'

Emily trembled at the words as she lay face down on her bed of anguish. Her bosom, still tightly bound in the embrace of the taut brassiere, bulged as her weight pressed it down beneath her into the bed. She listened to the diminishing sound of the captain's brogues as they paced their retreat down along the polished wooden surface of the corridor leading to her room. The heavy tread faded to a light step. A door opened. She was at the entrance to her room now, Emily thought. A door closed firmly. She's gone in. Emily clenched her bottom. Squeezing her naked cheeks, she blotted out the imaginary swish of the supple strap. Cordelia Quidenham was rummaging about in a mothball-scented drawer, Emily supposed. Ah, yes. There it was. The three-foot leather strap. Emily shivered. The captain would pause briefly to examine the strap. Dangle it from a raised pincer of nipped finger and thumb. The short length of leather would hang down limply, perhaps curling slightly at the cruel tip. Emily shuddered.

Bunched or spread out slackly? Dry mouthed and breathless, Emily suddenly panicked. What was the best way to present one's bottom up for punishment? Which helped most to defray the pain? Bunched or relaxed? Tight or slack? She relaxed her buttock muscles, the cheeks wobbled and spread slightly. No. That was no good. She clenched her cheeks hard. They knotted like muscled oranges, firm and supple-fleshed. But how to avoid the pain?

The single strokes: each severe and cutting; each sharp and biting; individually swiping and striping the naked, exposed upturned bottom. A scarlet kiss, a crimson flash across the eyes. The pain melting into a liquid flame. The succession of strokes searing the scalding skin, leaving it ablaze with a spreading fire.

The door opened, squeaked softly and closed. Cordelia Quidenham was returning. Emily strained to count the brogues as they retraced their steps inexorably back down along the polished wooden surface of the corridor towards her bedroom. Closer: the captain walking steadily, a frown of concentration on her face. Louder: the captain moving nearer, the belt grasped firmly in her left hand. Nearer: the captain coming into the bedroom, a dark light gleaming in her eyes. A brooding light: a light to extinguish all hope of mercy.

Emily felt the captain's presence at the foot, then at the side of her bed. Strap in hand.

'Do not expect me to be lenient. I am very angry and very disappointed and your punishment will reflect this. I am going to beat your bottom with my strap, and beat it soundly. A dozen strokes. Dip your tummy, girl, and up with your behind. Come along. Give me your bottom.'

Emily heard the words she had longed to hear. In her arid aching, those words were welcome. Give me your bottom, from the thick, firm lips of Cordelia Quidenham, meant sweet surrender. Some tender spanking, a little gentle violence, some sweet and luscious dominance. Surrendering up her soft white bottom to be spanked, kissed, licked and bitten with fierce joy meant slipping wetly into a spinning abyss of utter pleasure, made the more piquant and poignant with lovingly administered pain.

'Give me your bottom, my girl. Get it big and round and get it up,' the curt command boomed out.

Startled out of her gentle reverie, Emily shivered and obeyed. Crack. The belt-strap snapped down harshly straight across Emily's naked bottom, lashing the bunched cheeks firmly and fiercely with a kiss of fire. Crack.

The captain, her brogues planted firmly apart, bent down into her task, her heavy breasts straining within her blouse. Crack. Crack. Two searing blows in rapid succession as the belt-strap - some two-inches wide and of a cruel stiff suppleness - scorched the skin, lingering to hug the soft contours of Emily's buttocks.

Crack. The bottom bounced in pain and the cheeks joggling redly. Crack. The sixth stroke hissed down and flattened the softly curved flesh. The perfectly-shaped bottom was now not only alight but fully ablaze. The blushing satin skin burned pink with pain and bright red with shame.

Crack. Crack. Emily pressed her mouth into the hard pillow. The scorching belt-strap bit deeply into her brain with each stroke of harsh punishment - almost as deeply as the knowledge that Captain Cordelia Quidenham was angry, yes, angry and worse - disappointed with her. This was almost as painful as the knowledge that the green-eyed Penelope had engineered all of this torment and pain.

Crack. The cheeks, absorbing the broad lick of hot leather, shivered and jerked. Emily hissed her pain through clenched teeth. Deep in her brain, a tiny part not yet illuminated by the crimson flashes of pain, Emily wrestled with the image of Penelope - biding her jealous time until the moment had come. The opportunity to have Emily not only thrashed but also to be cast out of Cordelia Quiden-ham's trust and affection into the cold exile of... Crack.

The captain was now kneeling on the bed, leaning into her warm work of administering the blistering chastisement. Her knee pressed down into the mattress to deliver the remaining blows. Crack.

A single tear squeezed its escape from Emily's tightly shut eye. Her bottom shimmered beneath a halo of invisible flames.

The captain breathed heavily as she whipped down the belt-strap. It exploded with a snap of fury across the bare buttocks. Emily yelped. Not a single inch of the perfectly rounded bottom had escaped the kiss of the belt. Not a single inch of the taut satin skin was not crackling with the hot fire of pain. Though the belt-strap lay still, the ravished rump continued to buck and squirm in its torment.

Then came the words which Emily feared as much as the leather.

'You have behaved wretchedly, girl, and have lost my trust and confidence in you. You have quite possibly forced me to consider your position here. Now get dressed and go down to assist Jane in the den. You have caused enough disruption for one day.'

With these stinging words of admonishment, the captain stalked out of the bedroom and Emily snuffled miserably into her hard pillow. From the open door she heard Penelope giggle.

'Serves you right, bitch,' came the malicious taunt.

Jane did not notice Emily's tear-stained face. She was busying herself with Sonia Eckhof, the last of the three

German Grey Mice. Sonia was a tall slim, silvery-blonde haired girl. Slightly more Nordic than the other Huns. She had slender, sloping shoulders and fluttering hands that betrayed her outward patina of calm. An interesting psychological type, Jane remarked to Ursula and Emily as she stripped Sonia naked for closer inspection. Examining the pear-shaped buttocks, Jane pointed to several faint pink stripes. A cane, possibly. A whip, perhaps. Clearly the last moments in the brothel pleasuring some Nazi swine had not been uneventful. From her gloomy corner, Ursula merely nodded her agreement as she gathered up her pad and pencil ready for the imminent debriefing.

Outside, the gathering storm snarled and grumbled. The air was heavy. Jane slowly unbuttoned her blouse and deftly rolled up her sleeves. Selecting a three-foot bamboo cane, she approached the quivering girl.

Sonia eyed the cane as Jane thrummed the air, twice, testing the supple whippiness. Emily saw the girl's little pink tongue dart out in greedy anticipation for her strokes. The breasts rose and fell rhythmically in a gentle swell. Emily spotted the pubic delta. It was shaved clean.

Jane snatched the dust sheet from the painted rocking horse. Tapping the red saddlecloth smartly with her cane, she ordered Sonia Eckhof to mount.

'Up,' she snapped curtly.

The slender girl straddled the rocking horse, her buttocks squashing down into the soft cloth. Jane placed her right foot down on the front of the curved rocker. The horse nodded in response, his head dipping gently. Startled by the movement, the naked girl jerked. Her pert breasts bounced deliciously as she leaned forward to clutch at the mane of black hair to maintain her precarious balance. Jane pressed down with her foot again. The horse bucked, dipping down then rearing up quickly. In her alarm, Sonia threw her arms around the thick neck, gripping it tightly to secure her perch up on the painted flanks. Her belly dipped, her breasts squashed into the wood and, as Jane had anticipated, her buttocks rose up behind her.

The glistening bamboo twinkled as it scythed the sunbeams and Sonia Eckhof hissed softly as her upturned cheeks absorbed the crisp slice of the cruel wood.

Swish. The second stroke curved in against her bunched cheeks, striping the taut skin with a thin, pink line across the domes of vulnerable flesh. Jane stabbed at the rocker with her jabbing foot. The horse bucked and reared, gathering momentum with each swooping plunge.

Swish. Swipe. Hugging onto the thick neck, her face buried in the mane, Sonia rose from her saddle presenting her naked cheeks up for punishment. The cane sliced into the twin orbs of defenceless, exposed flesh, biting deeply into their tender softness.

Swish. Swipe. Unerringly, Jane flicked the cane. Sonia moaned sweetly as the punishment progressed.

Swish. Swipe. A snarl of delight curdled with anguish, was torn from Sonia's tremulous lips then it died into a grunt of animal satisfaction. Swish. Swipe.

Ursula peered over her notebook, her eyes flickering like a lizard. Swish. Swipe.

Shivering with dark pleasure, Sonia squeezed her shuddering thighs into the firm flanks of painted wood. Emily saw the toes curl in exquisite pain. Sonia's pale blue eyes were now a deep violet shade of wanton joy. Swish. Swipe. A sharp cut kissed the crimson buttocks fiercely.

'Ahhhh ...' The primal scream split the air. Emily looked up, frowning. That cry had been one of desire, not dread. She scrutinised the blonde's face. No Sign of suffering but merely the mask of sweet surrender met her gaze. The liquid eyes melted in their delicious torment, the lips were slack as they melted into a slow smile of ecstasy.

Jane's cane paused, hovering in the air eight inches from the eagerly upturned buttocks. The cane drooped, slowly, down between the parted, splayed thighs. It tapped the red saddlecloth which was now wet with the glistening droplets of arousal squeezed from the shaven lips between the girl's thighs. Jane's eyes narrowed as she examined the evidence of Sonia's evident arousal.

This one enjoys it,' she murmured. 'We won't get very far like this. The more we stripe her, the happier she is ..

Emily nodded. Ursula merely gazed impassively down at her pad.

'I think I'd better tackle this differently,' Jane continued. 'Get down,' she instructed, tapping the floor with the tip of her passive cane.

Almost reluctantly, Sonia slipped down from her mount, her glistening inner thighs dragging voluptuously against the wooden flank. Her bottom proudly bore the faint pink stripes of her caning, and the flesh lips were sparkling wetly as they wept with joy.

'Kneel. Hands on your head,' Jane ordered.

Sonia obeyed, planting her knees slightly apart. Emily gazed down into the shaven pubic mound at the base of the white belly, fascinated by the partly opened petals of the awakened womanhood. Dark, velvety petals ... so soft to the inquisitive fingertip ... so submissive beneath the flickering tongue.

'You are Sonia Eckhof. Age twenty-two. Correct?' The girl agreed, nodding gently. 'Speak when required to answer,' Jane instructed.

Sonia gazed up at her inquisitor and smiled. Emily was amazed to find no trace of resentment in the clear blue eyes. After asking a few innocuous biographical details, Jane approached the meat of the matter.

'And what special services did you offer in Dortmund, Sonia?' The question was asked politely, in a neutral tone of voice. The response was generous and elaborate in detail.

'I play games with them and for them. Games,' Sonia continued. 'I am very good at these games. How do you say .. . versatile? Yes. Rebellion in the Harem - that is when I am punished for my insolence by the cruel sultan, before he takes his pleasure in a bed of satin cushions. It is with the same leather crop with which he urges on his wild arab steed that he beats the slave girl. I also do the Sinful Nun. For my penance I am tied up tightly and whipped on the bare bottom with little birch twigs. And in the Lazy Servant, I am punished severely by my master for burning his supper. I have to pretend to struggle so he ties my hands together so tight ... so very tight ...' Sonia's eyes sparkled brightly at the memory of her brothel games.

'Go on,' Jane whispered softly. 'What other games do you play?'

Sonia closed her eyes as if summoning up her memories.

'The Unwilling Schoolgirl. I wear a little skirt and a white blouse and long, black woollen stockings. I do not learn my poem well. I forget many words. The teacher is very cross. He is a strict teacher. When the lesson is over, I am told to stay behind. For punishment. The teacher spanks my bottom hard. And ..she continued, her excitement mounting, i also play the part of the thief who steals from her employer. He does not send for the police ...' Sonia's eyes sparkled happily as she conjured up details of her willing involvement in subjugation, punishment and bondage. 'He ties me to his desk as he counts his money. He counts slowly. I listen to the coins fall and clink. For every missing coin he stripes my naked bottom with his cane. He keeps a ledger and enters the punishment under my name. I cannot move hand or foot during the caning. Then he unties me. I have to read the ledger and count up the strokes. Then I sign my name underneath. He uses green blotting paper to dry the ink ...' Sonia lapsed into silence, lost in her recovered bliss.

'And which is your special game? The game you play for the colonel or perhaps the general?' Jane coaxed gently.

Ursula sat up straight, her pencil poised iri readiness to record the dark details of the pillow talk. Names, ranks, dates. Sonia supplied details.

'Yes,' she continued. 'For them I play the special game. The Spoiled Bride. That is where they take me to the bridal bed but soon discover I am not a virgin. Then they ...'

'Mete out their vengeance with a riding crop?' Jane asked drily.

'You know this game? You have played it?' Sonia gasped in surprise.

i can imagine it. So. Your specialism is whipping and bondage?' Jane continued politely.

'Of course. But it is I who is always the punished one. I do not give, but only take, the stripes and strokes. I am the punished, not the ... how do you say it? The punishment?'

'Punisher,' corrected Jane promptly.

'Ah, yes. That is it. The punisher. Yes. I am the punished one in these bed games,' Sonia whispered with burning relish.

Outside, a distant rumble of thunder boomed. Emily looked up at the window instinctively, but the blackouts firmly in place denied her a glimpse of the lightning. Forked and flickering, or sheet - that blinding flash of whiteness, she wondered. Late summer lightning was usually sheet, but it was going to be a tremendous storm. She imagined the dark clouds boiling. Out in the garden, perspiring freely in the oppressive heat, the new domestics would be scampering in with baskets heavy with blackberries. The minx would be inspecting them at the kitchen door, shaking her head sadly at the juice-stained vests where sticky hands had strayed to fondle softly rounded bosoms. Sadly shaking her head as she relieved them of their berry burdened baskets, shaking her head as she ordered them over her soft thighs, stretching them across her lap for punishment.

'You will never get me to talk,' Sonia suddenly announced defiantly.

Jane looked across to Ursula who silently held up a page of detailed notes.

'Beat me with your cane ... stripe my bottom red and hot ... I will never talk ...' Sonia tossed her head emphatically.

'I do not wish to cane you, Sonia,' Jane replied.

The naked girl looked up sharply, unable to completely disguise her frown of dismay and disappointment.

'No, I just want to have a quiet word with you. So relax. You may rest on your hands and knees,' Jane invited.

Sonia obeyed, puzzled. Emily noticed how the girl waggled her bottom invitingly as she crouched down on her hands and knees like a dog. Head bowed, bottom thrust out in a silent plea for punishment, she was once more the Sinful Nun, the Lazy Wench of her brothel games. Jane stood directly behind the crouched, hunched girl and gently lowered the tip of the quivering cane down into the dark shadow between the satin cheeks. Sonia thrust her bottom back in a carnal jerk, as if trying to capture the tip of the cane and trap it within her fleshy buttocks. Jane inched the cane away imperceptibly. The naked rump quivered and Sonia moaned a low, tuneless tune to lust. The tip of the cane returned to skim the surface of the cleft, gliding up and down within the shadowed valley. Sonia squealed thickly, jerking and bucking her buttocks in a gathering frenzy of desire and torment.

Outside, the approaching storm announced itself as the very heavens coughed and spluttered. Emily could feel the tiny hairs on her bare arm tingle and rise with static.

The silent tip of the inquisitive cane lightly swept along the silk ribbon of the taut cleft, brushing the tingling flesh as lightly as a butterfly's wingtip. Sonia buried her face into the rich carpet, snarling her welling frustration. Behind her, the clenched buttocks jerked and bounced in a fresh spasm of denied desire. Her skin dimpled impatiently in its eagerness for the kiss of the cruel wood. Emily watched as Jane withdrew the tip of the cane a mere fraction - dragging the yearning, writhing cheeks back as if with a magnet. By placing her firm foot against the naked soles of Sonia's feet, Jane quelled the inch-by-inch retreat towards the slowly receding cane tip - still only a breath away from the molten core of the hot sphincter. Sonia whimpered loudly. Only by stretching her eager buttocks out to their most painful limit could she now connect her hungry rump to the bamboo. Jane whisked away the quivering cane tip from the cleft and placed the yellow bamboo lengthways in against the stretched satin of the straining buttocks. The cool wood pressed into the outer curve of the twin domes. Sonia shuddered and groaned. Deeply.

'Yes,' she hissed. 'Stripe me. Stripe me hard .. . please

But Jane did not. The increasing tension slowly wound itself like a coiled spring in the fluttering depths of Emily's belly. Dry-mouthed and tight-throated, she sat spellbound. Hot blood raced through her burning veins, quickening and hammering in her ears.

'Do it. Cane me ... please . .Sonia begged in a broken whimper. 'Cane my bottom now ...'

Leisurely, almost maddeningly slowly, Jane paced around the kneeling, crouching nude and then stood, cane in hand, gazing down at Sonia's bowed head. Reaching down, she guided the tip of the yellow cane to the dark nipple of the freely spilling flesh of the pert left breast. The cane grazed the nipple, peaking it up painfully into a swollen response. Sonia writhed and tried to bite the bamboo. Jane flicked the cane away from the teeth, returning it dominantly to tame and control the naked girl at the exposed nape of her neck. Subdued, Sonia shivered expectantly. The tip of the cane stroked her face, caressing the taut line of her cheek and jaw. Soon, it was tilting back the chin - a touch of absolute domination. Face forced upwards, Sonia strove once more to lick and bite the cane. Jane forced down the thin, lower lip, peeling back the shiny flesh from the white teeth. Sonia snarled, licking and lapping at the tormenting cane.

Emily - now quite wet between her own thighs - saw the wetness ooze freely from Sonia's shaven labia. The girl's pleasure was now a molten lava flow that soaked her inner, splayed thighs. Jane flicked the cane tip down to tap and tease the other dark nipple. Sonia squealed. Jane steadied the juddering breast, firmly dominating the swollen nipple. Sonia rolled over onto her back, her raised knees hugging and squashing her breast tightly. The dark, split fig between her thighs wept openly in its sticky torment.

'Cane me,' Sonia pleaded, her voice slurred as if she was drunk with lust. 'Cane me hard ... I beg you.'

In the gloom, Emily heard Ursula's pencil suddenly snap under the pressure of the scribe's tense excitement.

Rolling back over on{o all fours, Sonia offered her bare bottom up to be caned, jerking and bouncing her supplicant cheeks as her buttocks begged - yes, Emily suddenly realised, begged - mutely for their pain. Jane stilled the proffered, quivering rump with a single, dominant tap of the cane. The springy, supple wood drew a sweet groan from Sonia's twisted lips.

'Now. Do it. Stripe my bottom ... please ...' she wailed imploringly.

The writhing buttocks undulated frantically and the wide cleft was stretched even wider apart by the girl's scrabbling hands.

Jane knelt down and, after running the length of the cane down the crouching girl's neck, spine and taut rump, whispered softly in Sonia's ear. The naked, kneeling girl grunted. A broken, dry sob of sweet and utter surrender. Jane stood up and thrummed the cane twice. At the sound of the soft double swish the bare bottom jerked expectantly.

'Tell me what I want to know and I promise to pleasure you with pain,' Jane whispered in a silken whisper.

'Yes .. . yes ... anything ..choked Sonia thickly.

Jane turned, shouldering her cane in triumph, and beamed at Emily. Emily smiled as she accepted the mock salute in tribute.

'Please ... quickly ... my name is Sonia Eckhof ... I was born in ...'

Sonia spilled her secrets more quickly than the silver from between her thighs. Over in her corner, Ursula licked her new pencil and started to write.

'But you didn't. You didn't punish her after all,' Emily cried when the two keepers had dragged the softly moaning Sonia away from the den back to her spartan cell.

'Of course not. Never reward the Hun, Emily. The enemy mistake kindness for weakness. Besides, that would be too easy. No. I'll keep her bubbling for a day or two. On edge and off guard. There are several details I want to check again.'

'Double check her statement?'

'Exactly. HQ insist on accuracy in these debriefings,' Jane nodded.

Ursula rose, made her excuses and left the den. Jane swished the cane. It hissed, cutting through the empty air with a slicing whisper of menace.

Time for tea, I think,' Jane murmured. 'But first, a little celebration.'

'Celebration?' squeaked Emily.

'Of course. A very difficult case, my dear Watson.'

'Which you solved quite easily, my dear Holmes.'

'Certainly. You know my methods, Watson. Apply them. Elementary. But I could not have done so without my faithful assistant. To the seesaw, girl.'

Emily immediately forgot her earlier sorrows and sufferings over the code book and Penelope's treachery. She bounded across to the seesaw, intent on pleasuring Jane. She paused, waiting for the blonde to mount the plank.

'No, not me. You. Up you get. There is a shadow of sadness in your eyes. I will dispel it. Get undressed and mount.'

Emily undressed in a twinkling and straddled the seesaw. Outside, the storm broke. The crashing thunderclaps booming and reverberating across the darkened sky. Giddy with delight at the prospect of being so soundly pleasured by Jane, Emily raised her soft bottom up a fraction to allow Jane to slip the twin-peaked rubber mat beneath her thighs. Easing herself down onto the fiercely dimpled mat, she gasped as the two firm rubber horns of devilish delight pierced her flesh. Gripping the sides of the plank between her thighs, Emily grasped the handle and squeezed her eyes shut. Astride the other end, Jane pressed her feet down into the carpet. The seesaw lurched, bringing Emily down with a juddering thump that sent the probing fingers of rubber deeper up within her warm wetness. She squealed. Jane grinned, her eyes flashing with delight, as she propelled the seesaw faster and faster, sending Emily up into heights of ecstasy and then down into the shuddering depths of carnal convulsions.

Two storms broke out: the thunder, which had sullied and bruised the sky all afternoon, finally exploded directly over Walnut Tree Farm. The lightning sizzled as it lanced its thick, golden bolts down from the boiling clouds. The grumbling echo of recent claps was drowned in the splintering crash which deafened those below.

in the den, up on her seesaw mount of joy, a more intimate storm was breaking deep down within Emily. Flickers of climactic release arrowed down in molten darts from her belly to her wide, weeping wounds. The flame seared her to the core of her being. Deafened by the pounding of her wild heart and the loud singing of the rushing blood within her ears, she surrendered to her inexorable orgasm.

A huge crash suddenly ripped the heavens open immediately above Walnut Tree Farm as the sky discharged its might. At the same time a crimson explosion ripped through the inner flesh folds of the naked girl astride the plank, as her climactic paroxysm discharged its orgasmic glory.

Chapter 7

Emily stirred in her sleep. Trembling just beneath the surface of wakefulness she half-heard the low growl of a lorry's engine. Doors slammed and wheels crunched into gravel. The engine slowly faded and Emily turned over in her narrow bed, her nakedness relishing the cool, firm embrace of the crisp sheets against her skin.

At her window, Emily smiled down at a robin who was obviously hoping for some bread and butter crumbs. There was just a hint of autumn in the late September air. It would be October soon, and the morning chill would be more pronounced; the smoke from garden fires would climb vertically up into the oyster afternoon skies and the scamper to the steamy bathroom along the lino floor would be that bit brisker.

In her softly scented bath which warmly lapped at her breasts, Emily thought of autumn. It was her favourite season: fires crackling well before teatime, the glowing logs perfuming the air with the pungency of beech and the sharpness of lime. Apple boughs had a special fragrance all of their own, conjuring up the sweet musk of forbidden pleasures as they softly smouldered and settled in a cascade of livid sparks. Soaping her shoulders, she thought of autumn suppers. Of toasted cheese, of rich game pies and of the tangy pickles in glazed jars. Soaping her shining breasts slowly and with a voluptuous sensuality, she thought of autumn's clothes. The thick, woolly stockings that tickled the creamy inner thigh flesh knd the tight vests that hugged and squashed one's bosom so deliciously. The mystery of a scarf swept across one's face. Autumn at her boarding school.

She remembered squeals in the changing room. The captain of the hockey team spanking the slowcoach. The brushing of naked thigh against naked thigh. All eyes sparkling with excitement. Feet being tightly laced into pumps. Hockey. The wind bowling across the playing field down by the spinney. Flicking up the short skirts, stinging the freshly scrubbed faces. The shivering girls with goosepimpled thighs, cold fingers tugging at the thigh-high hems of blue pleated skirts. White panties peeping as they bent forward, heads bowed in concentration.

The shrill whistle. Bully off. The click and clatter of crossed hockey sticks. Calcaria versus Dunstan. An important house match. Come on, Calcaria. Come on. The white flesh of thighs glimpsed briefly in a fierce tackle. Rumps rubbed ruefully, knees grazed but soon forgotten. Dunstan are playing deep. Come on, Calcaria. Thighs now mottled orange and blotched blue with cold. Stray fingers pulling the tight white cotton panties out of the deep clefts as unself-conscious, lissome girls limber up. Defenders prancing to keep warm, their breasts bouncing freely under tight vests of maroon and gold. Erect nipples peaking in the excitement of battle and the frosted chill of an autumn afternoon. Dunstan's winger cheating but the game is whistled on. How the girls would pinch and slap her naked body in the shower later on. Pin her to the white tiles and flick her buttocks with a wet towel. How she would writhe and squeal.

Now another flurry. Calcaria are pressing forward. A punishing collision of soft bodies - bottom to bottom, yielding, thigh to thigh, bruising. Emily dipped her soapy fingers down between her parted thighs. Autumn lapped at her memory. Her fingers teased and stroked. The match was almost over. Soon, the shrill, imperious blast of the final whistle. Then into the hot steaminess of the bath house. And in the steam, the shining pink bottoms of the agile athletic upper sixth. The collective glory of late girlhood. Long-legged, coltish and supple. Probably all still virgins. Probably. But not without imaginings and longings.

The heat of her bath rendered her body limp and supine. Daydreaming... Yes. She remembered now. Those autumn afternoons whiled away in daydreams .. . daydreams nursed and nourished secretly until the warm, dark intensity of those night time moments - and furtive movements - under the blankets in the silent, darkened dorm.

Emily skipped down to the kitchen, lured by the delicious aroma.

'Another few minutes,' the minx smiled, pouring out a cup of tea.

Emily sugared her tea, then kissed the minx and stole a slice of bread and butter.

'Spoil your appetite,' the minx warned with mock severity.

'For my robin. He adores the crumbs,' Emily laughed, as she left the warm, cosy kitchen.

Breakfast was delicious and Emily was glad that she had not spoiled her appetite. Firm, pink succulent trout, fresh from the pool, had been delicately grilled and was served with golden scrambled eggs. There was freshly baked bread, buttered and neatly quartered, fresh fruit and two stone jars of quince preserve. It had been at least five years since Emily had tasted the clean, subtle flavour of quince. A luxury in her boarding school, and unknown since the outbreak of war.

'The captain's gone,' the minx remarked as she put a fresh pot of tea down on the breakfast table. Emily looked up in amazement.

'A lorry took her off to HQ earlier on. It was still dark. I came down and made her some breakfast ...'

'That will do girl. Get back to your duties. And in future, less chatter. Idle talk costs lives.'

Emily almost dropped her forkful of trout in surprise. Before her stood the crisply uniformed Ursula. Ash blonde, narrow-waisted, supple-thighed and very, very stern. Of Jane's age and height, Emily suddenly realised, but with uncannily colourless eyes. No. Not colourless. She saw that they were grey. The colour of cold steel. Penelope was standing in the shadow of the stern-faced Intelligence captain, fawning deferentially as she showed Ursula to a chair at the table.

'Is it customary to commence before your seniors have arrived?' the crisp tone snapped.

Emily blushed. This was a fiercer, harder, more assertive Ursula. The trout ... I thought it might spoil if I didn't ...' she started.

'And in future,' the curt voice continued, completely ignoring Emily's reply and dismissing her apology out of hand, 'keep your dealings with the domestics to an absolute minimum. Do I make myself perfectly clear?'

'Yes,' Emily replied, unsure of how to react to Ursula as she wielded her newly acquired authority in Cordelia's sudden absence.

'Yes, ma'am,' snapped Ursula pettily.

'Yes, ma'am,' Emily echoed submissively.

Jane entered the kitchen, struggling to button her blouse.

'Ursula will replace Captain Quidenham who has been recalled to HQ,' Penelope said in a toadlike gush. 'She is in charge, now.' Jane merely nodded as she tackled the last button.

'This is cold. You, girl,' barked Ursula, forking in a mouthful of the pale-fleshed trout.

The minx skipped across the warm flagstones.

'You have served me with a cold breakfast, you fool.'

'Here. Have mine, Ursula,' Penelope simpered.

Emily shuddered. Horrible little toad. Have mine indeed. Nasty little bluebottle. As if reading her mind, Ursula glared at Emily. Emily lowered her eyes to her plate. In her mouth, the quince tasted quite sharp. Almost sour. She looked up, carefully, to study Ursula. She examined the pale, oval face; the thin, cruel lips; the lean, spare frame. A supple body. Supple and lithe. On the white tablecloth, slender, tapering fingers. Emily shivered, imagining the fingers curled around a cane. And the harsh eyes. Eyes that constantly flickered. Missing nothing. Emily shivered again.

In the past few days, Ursula had been seen but not heard. A shadow without substance. Reticent to the point of meekness. But now, with Cordelia suddenly recalled to HQ, Ursula had emerged from her former insignificance to become a figure to be reckoned with.

'Penelope. Give that wretched girl a sharp taste of discipline. I will not tolerate such slackness. Jane, when you are ready, the library. And you ...' Emily looked up as she was addressed, masking her resentment of the bullying tone. 'Come along with me, both of you. The time has come to take a closer look at our special prisoner. Quite a prize. Something of a challenge. I will supervise and direct the debriefing as I see fit.'

In the den, Ursula assumed her new command crisply and curtly.

'The prisoner may prove to be a difficult case for the unit. A British subject. Part of a small, but very dangerous ring. The debriefing must be as thorough as possible. The prisoner will have been trained to give several versions of the truth under questioning. It is like an onion getting to the truth. One has to peel away, slowly and patiently. I believe that the more obvious methods will fail. Agents are trained to withstand ..Ursula fingered a cane which lay passively on the top of her desk lingeringly, 'the usual methods of persuasion. This one needs to be cracked, but not smashed open like a crab to extract the sweet white meat

'But softly bruised like a grape to suck out the juice,' Jane said softly.

Emily felt her labial folds tremble as a prickling sensation tightened the feathers of flesh.

'Yes,' Ursula nodded. 'That is correct. Emily, you will be in here this morning, alone. The prisoner will be handcuffed at all times. No crop or cane to be used. No. Not yet. I want you to confuse and bewilder - not harshly chastise. You will play the part of a nanny. Intelligence sources indicate that our prisoner enjoyed the typical upbringing of a nanny in a nursery. The seeds are already sown. You will dominate, demoralise and disorientate. Get to work.'

Emily left the den and went upstairs. In a part of the old farm manor house sealed off at the outbreak of war, she found the nursery. The small room next door, she concluded, must have been nanny's bedroom. She was right. In the wardrobe, perhaps? Yes. She was right. The door creaked open and there it was, a crisp blue nanny's uniform complete with starched white collar and cuffs. She returned to the den to find the naked prisoner, handcuffed securely, sitting in a chair. The prisoner stood up and turned to face Emily. Both of them gasped in surprise. The sight of the beautiful young nanny sent the prisoner reeling back down the years of memory. The sight of the naked man made Emily blink.

A naked man! Recovering herself quickly, Emily stepped into the den and deeply into the character role of the part she had been instructed to play. She had seen many examples of the relationship between a nanny and an Englishman. Nothing quite matched the bossy intimacy she would exercise over him even twenty years or more after the nursery, and nothing quite matched the servile devotion he experienced for the woman who fed, washed, dressed and spanked him, daily, in the upstairs nursery among the sunbeams. She understood her purpose - to nanny, humiliate and dominate the prisoner. She was prepared - but she had not expected the prisoner to be a man.

'Say good morning to nanny,' she said brightly.

The prisoner looked at her sullenly.

'Good morning, nanny,' she said in a sing-song tone, on his behalf. 'I hope you are not going to be a rude little boy. Nanny can be very severe with rude little boys.'

The prisoner sat down heavily in his chair.

'Are we grumpy this morning? Mm?' Silence. 'Yes, we are. A smacked bottom should cure that, mm?'

He looked away.

'Look at nanny when she is talking to you, my boy, or I shall have to put you over my knee and we don't want tears before breakfast, do we?' The silence continued from the prisoner in the chair.

'Let me see. What do naughty little boys remember most about nanny? Hm? The rustle of her uniform? The rasp of her nylon stockings?' She trod the carpet towards him, flouncing prettily, the perfect picture of a fresh young woman. Bright, supple and briskly efficient. Pausing, she bent down suddenly and adjusted her stocking top, fingering the suspender with a delicate sensuality before smoothing the nylon down firmly between her squeezing palms and splayed fingers.

That's better. Nanny must be neat and trim in her pretty uniform, mustn't she. Nice crisp collar and cuffs and straight seams in her stockings, mm? Do you like the faint whiff of carbolic? So bracing, isn't it? And the touch of my hand on your face. The slap of my firm hand on your bare bottom. Hm? Is that what my little boy likes?'

The prisoner grimaced and remained completely impassive and aloof. Emily noticed that the potent manhood had, however, flickered and stirred in its flaccid sleepiness.

Break him: I must confuse, disorientate and dominate him. Soften him up for Ursula and Jane who will crack him later on. Emily knew her task. Emily knew her duty.

'Shall we kneel?' she said sweetly, gently tipping the prisoner out of his chair down onto his knees. Behind him, the handcuffed wrists bounced twice against his pale, bare rump. As he knelt, head bowed slightly, Emily adjusted her starched white cuffs, giving herself the opportunity to examine him at close quarters. Early thirties, no more. A healthily tanned face. Cruel mouth but strong jaw. A cricketer, Emily guessed. A proud, almost noble face. Deep, dark eyes that tormented Emily's memory suddenly. Where had she seen deep, dark eyes like that? The son of some minor aristocratic family or at least a sound Shire stock gone utterly to the bad. Poisoned by the hollow promises of Berlin. Dazzled by the glittering evil of the Nazi machine as it rolled across Europe. Treason and treachery. The words burned in Emily's brain. Treason and treachery. She repeated the words softly, crushing out the last remaining doubt \r\ her mind, extinguishing the final spark of absurdity - the sense of the ridiculous - she had harboured.

'Nanny must wash you, mustn't she?' she said, sauntering over to the fireplace. 'Mustn't she?' she repeated, tugging the bell push. 'You'll like that, won't you? Then we'll have breakfast. No peeping up nanny's skirt when she bends down to wash you. And no looking down nanny's front, mm?'

The door opened and the minx, freshly whipped by Penelope, pushed a trolley into the den.

'I've prepared all the things you... oooh,' she grinned, her eyes widening at the sight of the naked, kneeling prisoner.

Emily took the trolley and thanked the minx, gently patting her hot, caned bottom. The library door closed softly.

'We always wash before breakfast, don't we?' Without another word, she lifted the soap, flannel and basin of hot water supplied by the minx down onto the carpet next to her charge. Soaking, then soaping the flannel, she briskly washed his face. He struggled a little but nanny was very firm, grabbing a handful of his hair to tame and subdue his resistance. She washed his neck and paid particular attention to his ears. Nanny worked the flannel briskly and roughly, pressing her soft bosom against his shoulders and brushing her soft, nylon-sheathed knee against his taut, naked thigh. His response thickened at the base of his belly. When nanny accidently brushed the bulbous erection with the hot flannel, twice, it jerked and nodded in response. The prisoner blushed in his confusion.

'Stand up. Nanny wants to wash.you properly.'

He staggered to his feet, his potency lengthening out before him. Nanny plunged the dripping hot flannel down into the swinging scrotum, squeezing gently but firmly. His thick erection flickered up and quivered. Draping the hot flannel over it so that it weighed down on the pulsing shaft, nanny palmed the balls vigorously. Moments later the flannel twitched and danced as the prisoner came with a soft grunt. She wiped up the sticky ejaculation, rinsed the flannel and ordered him to bend over.

'Show nanny your bottom. Little boys must have a clean bottom.'

The hot flannel dragged against the sensitive cleft, as nanny wiped the bottom with firm upward sweeps. Soaping her index finger, she inserted it slowly into the tight, clenched sphincter.

'Be a sensible boy and let nanny wash you properly,' she cooed.

Bending over, hands bound in their steel bondage, utterly helpless, the naked prisoner clenched his eyes tightly. Nanny probed with her finger, twisting it slightly as she rotated its soapy length deep inside the warm muscle. He groaned.

'Nanny is here. Don't worry. She isn't going to hurt you. Yet,' she whispered.

He faltered on his feet, so sweet was his anguish. She steadied his naked buttocks with a gentle tap. The erection lengthened immediately. Nanny probed between the buttocks, taking up the flannel again.

'Nanny and soap and hot water and the naughty, naughty flannel. Such fun, mm?'

She wrapped the veined shaft and manipulated him vigorously, pausing teasingly only to renew her ruthless onslaught. She felt her thigh, pressed into his naked sinewy flank, shudder as his body jerked. The flannel took the hot, silver spurt of his release. Nanny opened it up and they both examined it.

'Naughty boy. Spanked bottom for naughty, naughty boy.'

Her hard palm slapped his bunched, bending buttocks. Smack. He grunted thickly. Smack. Smack.

She paused, gently tracing fingertip circles of soothing delight on the taut cheeks. He sighed, relaxing and loosening his tight sinews.

Smack. The cheeks reddened under her sharp hand. Smack. Another grunt.

Nanny dragged his head up by a handful of hair. 'Breakfast,' she announced briskly.

Sitting down helplessly in his chair of humiliation, the prisoner was forced to £at the soldiers of bread and butter dipped into a boiled egg. He resisted at first, turning his mouth away with an impatient frown. A look of contempt in his tired eyes. But a slim hand to the scrotum and a firm squeeze of his balls soon had him eating out of her hand. Literally.

That's better. Eat it all up for nanny. Then we will go for a little walk. It's too chilly to go out to the park today, but you do need your exercise. Did you go to the toilet this morning? Hm? Tell nanny. Have you done your big jobs? No? Maybe we should have an enema later on. We must be regular. Nanny insists.' He jerked his head away angrily and she squeezed her hand tightly. 'Don't be silly. Nanny knows best.' He closed his eyes shut.

'No sulking, now, young man, or nanny will have to be very, very firm. You wouldn't like that, would you? Or would you?'

Forcing the bewildered man down onto his knees, she pushed his head down onto the carpet with her foot. The domination was supreme.

'No peeking up my skirt as I punish you, you naughty boy,' she warned in tones of pure velvet.

She smacked his bare bottom severely, her fingers leaving their red imprint across the curve of his cheeks. The punishment lasted a full four minutes, the harsh spanks echoing in the den. Hot-palmed and perspiring slightly, she released him and rolled him over onto his back. The thick stem of his shaft sprang up erectly from the dark pubic nest to salute her. The hot, red bobbing length of his excitement twitched as it strained in its arch of painful glory. Their eyes met briefly. She saw and understood his agonized delight.

Treason and treachery, she told herself and had to discipline herself firmly to ignore the deep, dark imploring eyes.

'For God's sake . ..' he grunted thickly. The first words since their encounter. The voice, despite the rasping tones of anguished lust and bewilderment, was confident and assured. One honed by generations of certainty, privilege and arrogance. The authoratative tones of an English gentleman.

Treason and treachery. Treason and treachery. Bending down, her breasts loose and lovely within the crisp blue uniform, she gagged him tightly. Above the twist of linen that silenced him, the deep, dark eyes stared up at her, confused and pleading. Emily gently stroked his erection, running her thumb nail up the length of his twitching shaft from the hot, thick stem to the quivering, shining tip.

'Poor boy,' nanny murmured. 'Nanny must do something for that nasty little swelling.'

Flipping him over onto his face, and stretching him out at full length, she knelt down and spanked the clenched buttocks hard, knowing full well that the hot length was rubbing into the carpet as the spanked buttocks jerked and bucked under her firm palm. Twenty slaps should just about do it - nanny knew her stuff. Emily smiled grimly as she thrilled to her task. Sensing the sudden stiffening and arching of his body under her hot hand she deftly brought the handcuffed prisoner to the brink - and beyond - of his urgent release. Intrigued by her masterful control of his nakedness, like a manipulating puppeteer, she rolled his shuddering, writhing body over just in time to catch a glimpse of his ejaculation. Some of it spattered his thick, black chest hairs, some of it splashed his shoulder.

'Naughty boy. Look what a mess you've made. And you've made nanny's fingers all wet and sticky,' she admonished.

He groaned, spent and exhausted.

'Time for a little exercise, mm? A little trot,' she whispered.

Still dripping semen, the spy protested thickly through the tight gag. Emily slipped a knotted noose of thick cord around the loosely swinging balls.

'Come along. Walkies,' she chirruped, tugging at her lead.

He followed, scrambling along on his knees as she led him around the carpet as she would a dog.

'Faster,' she commanded, tugging at the thick cord which tightened slightly. He gasped and shuffled after her on his knees, red-faced and perspiring.

'Naughty boy, peeping at nanny's legs,' she wagged her finger at him. 'Such a wicked, wicked thing to do,' she chided severely.

He knelt upright in his harsh bondage, utterly at her mercy. She slowly raised her uniform skirt up to her knees. He glanced away, groaning.

'Look at nanny when she is talking to you,' she whispered, dragging his face back with her outstretched hand. His gaze rested steadily on the intimately revealed and displayed stocking tops, suspenders and tight cotton panties.

'Peeping at nanny, were we? Mm? Well, now. That is very, very naughty. And what did we see when we were peeping at nanny, mm?'

Sliding her fingers up from her knees, nails skimming her nylon stockings against the gleaming inner thighs, she fingered her suspender. It snapped wantonly and the nylon slithered down sensually. The second suspender snapped. The dark nylon shrivelled, exposing the sweet flesh of her white thigh. Pausing carefully and deliberately to roll down the two dark stocking tops between her palms to a point just above her knees, she inched closer to his perspiring face.

'Look at nanny,' she whispered.

She fingered her panties down into a tight, white, punishing stretch that imprisoned her quivering thighs then she inched closer still. Turning, she swept her rounded buttocks into his face.

'Nanny has a nice bottom, hasn't she,' she cooed. 'Hasn't she?' she insisted, dragging his face into her ripe softness and burying it in between her wobbling cheeks. She felt his thickening erection spring up and brush against the curve of her calf just below the knee.

'Those who peep at nanny must expect to be punished,' she remarked with sweet reason.

Slipping off her nylon stocking, she knelt down and scooping it up, wrapped it around his thickening shaft, binding the hot erection tightly. The cool, silken material clung lovingly to his still sticky flesh. Emily gripped the sheathed shaft and pumped her hand. Slowly and luxuriously at first.

'Nanny's stocking, nanny's stocking, nanny's stocking • she murmured. The grip tightened, the pumping quickened.

'Nanny's nylon stocking .. .'

The hot length of flesh pulsed and spasmed between her fingers. He slumped forward, gasping, his hips and buttocks thrusting and shuddering as he emptied his sweet agony into the hot nylon stocking. It caught his shower of silver as a net catches its sparkling fish. And as some fish escape the net, so a few tiny droplets squeezed through the stocking and spangled her fingertips.

'Good boy. Well done. Good little boy for nanny,' she praised him. 'But you still haven't really seen nanny properly, have you?'

Pulling him up swiftly by the hair, she buried his face in between her parted thighs, wriggling slightly as his aquiline nose probed her glistening labia.

'See nanny, smell nanny .. . taste nanny ...' she panted, rolling him over onto his back - his face still buried deep in her open pubic delta - and squatting down on him. Straddling his face with her slippery wetness, she rubbed herself vigorously, up and down his gagged face. Faster, faster and faster still until her weeping juices flooded him. His flaccid shaft, utterly spent, flickered and stirred. Emily quickly dismounted her charge and curled up on the carpet. With her bare bottom pressed into his flat stomach, she reached out behind and pulled him by his twitching erection into her rump. Guiding the hot, bulbous tip of his shaft against the soft curve of her squashed left buttock, she stroked the slippery penis firmly into her peachy cheek.

'Nanny's bottom, nanny's bottom, nanny's bottom ...' she whispered fiercely. 'Touch nanny, touch nanny, touch nanny's bottom .. .'

The jerking response of the bound and gagged man announced his approaching climax. Emily felt the warm, wet pitter-pat of his hot ejaculation as it rained down upon her crisp blue uniform between her shoulder blades. It reminded her of the large, first raindrops of a summer storm.

Emily knelt up, her heels pressed up into her buttocks, and gazed down at the naked prisoner. His face was pale and sweaty and had taken on a dull, waxy hue. He looked tired and confused. Bewildered. Excellent, she thought, pursing her lips. Treason and treachery. And she was breaking him, slowly but surely.

'Hungry? Is nanny's little boy hungry? A nice milky drink. Let nanny fix you a nice, milky drink.'

Emily gathered up the exhausted man who sank down into her soft embrace as she cradled his nakedness in her arms. The stiff cuff grazed his cheek.

Unbuttoning her blouse, she removed the tight gag and eased her left breast into his face. She buried the upturned face beneath the heavy ripeness of her creamy breast, dragging the pendulous swollen flesh down over his eyes, nose and lips.

'Nanny will feed you,' she murmured.

He tried to break free, but his futile resistance was checked by a firm squeeze of his balls.

'Take nanny,' she instructed, guiding the stiff little nipple between his tightly closed lips. He shook his head. She squeezed his balls.

'That's a good boy. Nanny knows best. Take nanny into your mouth.' She squeezed again.

Gasping, the spy closed his lips around the proffered nipple.

'Suck,' she commanded firmly.

He obeyed. She felt the nipple thicken and engorge within his firm lips as they sucked hard.

'Suck,' she repeated. She clenched her fingers between his open thighs. He sucked deeply, harder. 'That's better,' she murmured, seeking and finding his thickness once more between her wandering fingers. It took her all her ingenuity, all her concentrated energy and determination to nurse him to the point of explosion - but she did it. Breast feeding him dominantly as she cradled him with her left arm, she pumped, rubbed, tweaked and palmed him to the trembling brink of release once more.

'Nanny will say when ...' she cooed.

He twitched and writhed in her silken embrace. Pinching the foreskin tightly to seal and contain the liquid release, she gently insinuated her left hand to his broad chest and wickedly scratched his nipple. Her fingernail peaked the nipple up into a tense button of unexploded delight and she felt his warm nakedness heave as he suffered sweetly.

'No, not yet .. . nanny knows best ... I will say when

»

He arched upwards. She drew her fingernail down his spine and inserted it up into his tightly clenched buttocks. He spasmed in exquisite agony.

'Now,' she hissed, burying his face utterly beneath her soft-pillowed bosom.

The silver arc flew up and rained down onto her hair, matting the wanton curls deliciously. She felt his hot release dripping down her chin onto the upper slopes of her curved bosom. Bucking and lunging - still controlled by her squeezing hand at his hard balls - he pumped his sweet agony and painful ecstasy.

'There . ..' she purred. 'There, there, there

He groaned his suffering; a suffering bleached of any joy.

'Naughty boy,' she admonished him. 'Nasty sticky all over nanny. Roll over. Show me your bare bottom. Nanny is afraid she is going to have to spank you.'

Twenty minutes later, he was fast asleep. Utterly spent and exhausted. Emily gazed down at him. Three hours of her humiliating and dominating had broken him. He had been forced to discharge his excitement nine times. Twice willingly, twice reluctantly and five times resentfully. Avoiding the haunting memory of his deep, dark eyes, and the brief sound of his leathery, cricket captain's voice, she repeated the simple refrain. Treason and treachery. She had to remind herself more than once, during her control and domination of his nakedness, that he was in fact a vile specimen and her job, indeed her absolute duty, was to break down his spirit and erode his will. She had probably achieved it. She had prepared him for an afternoon with Jane, the cane and captain Ursula, the ash blonde with the pitiless eyes.

She fingered the upside-down watch stitched to her breast pocket. It had been a successful morning. She had not been entirely convinced of the plan but long hours in the Ministry in London, surrounded by the cream of young

English manhood had convinced her that if the English male did have a vulnerable chink in his armour; an Achilles heel, it was his abiding affection for the ghost from his nursery. Men who would otherwise behave with absolute decorum when partnering a sparkling deb would drool and snigger in whispering groups as they boasted or invented furtive tales about that fragrant, uniformed phantom that eternally haunted their libido. Nanny.

He slept on, curled up at her feet. She had teased and taunted and utterly exhausted him. Utterly and completely. Supremely and superbly. She tugged at the length of cord attached to his balls. In his sleep he stirred and moaned. She smiled a dark, wanton smile. Soon she would wake him up. Take him for another little stroll, perhaps. Yes, nanny would take her little boy for a stroll, and then they would play some games. And nanny would be strict and nanny would be stern. He would have to be punished, of course. Spanked. And other sweet torments. Then she would wipe up his sticky mess with a cloth and dry his wet tummy and her wet breasts. Horsey. Nanny would play horsey. Riding his face with her splayed buttocks and weeping, split fig. And he would groan. Nanny would make him groan and shudder as his twitching, pulsing shaft arched up, quivered and spurted.

Jane stepped into the den as the stableyard clock chimed one.

'Lunch,' she smiled. 'I'll get a couple of keepers to collect him,' she nodded to the naked body that was again deep in an exhausted sleep after nanny's boisterous little games.

Emily shook her head. 'Leave him. He's out.'

Jane studied the semen stains that blotched the uniform in at least a dozen places all over nanny's rumpled, dishevelled uniform.

'Busy morning?'

'Very. But none the wiser for it. Ursula gave,me strict instructions not to ask him any questions. So we played a few nursery games instead.'

'Can't beat the cane,' Jane grimaced.

'I suppose you're right. I expect you'll find out what he's made of this afternoon.'

'No. Ursula is keeping him all to herself.'

Jane bent down and stroked the white bottom gently. 'Pity,' she pouted. 'I would have liked the opportunity to get to know this one a little more intimately.'

'Ursula is going to deal with him?'

'Yes. Says it's all too hush hush. Top secret stuff. Come along.' Jane rose, patting the bare bottom farewell. 'Better get changed and ready for lunch. For heaven's sake don't be late.'

'No,' Emily nodded.

'Or early,' Jane grinned.

Emily poked her tongue out and they embraced slowly in a passionate kiss.

Emily peeled off the nanny uniform after scratching inquisitively at the crusted, dried semen stains. How strange and powerful, she reflected, to control, discipline and dominate a man. Tune him finely as one would tune a powerful engine. Ease out the choke, listen to the powerful, oiled pistons pumping. Feel the shivering vibrations. Slide into gear ... and then the sudden release of unstoppable energy.

Man, the controller - controlled. She folded the blue uniform over her arm. Man, the tamer of young women -tamed by a young woman. Emily pressed her face against the cool looking glass and closed her eyes tightly. She saw him once again, helpless in his handcuffed bondage. Writhing in his stubborn surrender. Suddenly she recognised how he mirrored her own frequent confusion since arriving at Walnut Tree Farm. The sweet confusion she experienced when being punished. Across Jane's warm lap, being spanked. Emily had slipped into that delicious uncertainty -when her hot bottom had cried enough but the crimson delight burning behind her eyes had begged for more. And that supreme moment, she remembered, when at some melting moment during' the discipline she became merely a molten stream of consciousness - being both punisher and punished. Sliding in and out of the identity, the experience, of being the spanker and the spanked. Such sweet confusion.

She closed the wardrobe door and with it her deep contemplations of the magical, mystical realms of discipline, the delightful dominion of pain, pleasure and punishment.

As she walked down the corridor towards her own room she heard a rippling peal of giggles. She ignored them but they grew louder, staying her progress. Who? she wondered. Jane? With Penelope? For it was unmistakably Penelope's catlike giggle. Surely not. Stabbed by a sudden insecurity and pang of possessiveness, she crept up to Penelope's bedroom door. It was ajar. Just. Leaning carefully closer to the narrow aperture, she listened intently before risking a brief glimpse. On her bed, in brassiere and panties only, Penelope sat cross-legged, her arms holding up the sheer length of a silk stocking. By the bed, fully attired in her crisp, captain's uniform, stood Ursula. Emily sighed a soft exhalation of relief and turned to tiptoe quietly away when she heard her own name being mentioned.

'She was caught red-handed with a missing code book. Actually tried to hide it. Cordelia Quidenham was furious, gave her such a whipping. Didn't you know? That girl's hopeless. Got such a whipping.'

'A well deserved one, no doubt,' Ursula nodded. 'And what else do you think I need to know about the unit now I'm in charge? I do value all your help, Penelope. Tell me all about the keepers ...'

Penelope explained how many keepers there were, their duty rotas and much, much more. Ursula smiled and nodded, rewarding Penelope with murmurs of appreciation and praise. Emily listened, amazed at how quickly the captain had woven a web within which Penelope had become enthralled. Emily frowned. Couldn't Penelope see? Didn't she realise what was going on?

Ursula was ambitious. She was using this unexpected opportunity to usurp and replace Cordelia Quidenham as commander of the unit. The operation here at Walnut Tree Farm was within her grasp and Ursula was going to make the post of command her own.

i am only a mere captain but you have helped me and I will remember all your help. Keep the stockings if you like them, Penelope. And I have some chocolate I think you might find agreeable.'

Thanks,' Penelope gushed.

Emily held her breath as she saw Ursula, now sitting next to Penelope on the bed, fleetingly run her firm palm down the softness of Penelope's thigh. The green-eyed girl responded, turning over invitingly face down into the bed. She parted her thighs a fraction, but the signal was strong. Bending, Ursula gently smoothed the naked shoulders, tracing her fingertips down the gently dimpled furrow of the soft spine to the promising swell of the tight cotton panties. Penelope bunched her cheeks and swayed her bottom seductively. But Ursula was not to be hurried. Slowly, deliberately, she sank her face down onto the rounded white shoulder and sucked at the firm flesh before parting her lips and giving the skin a slow, lascivious bite. Penelope mewed like a kitten and surrendered her body up to her sweet, strict tormentress. Strong, slim fingers slowly unclasped the tight cotton brassiere, then slipped in between the warm, soft breasts and the bedclothes beneath, to trap and tease the captive nipples. Emily watched as the green-eyed girl raised her bottom up in the air behind her and waggled it with delight.

Ursula's hands, having sought and found the breasts they had just bared, cupped and squeezed with a ruthless affection. On her bed, the naked toes of the supine girl curled up in mute ecstasy. The dominant tongue followed where the strong fingers had led - down between the shoulders along the length of the spine. It left a faint spindle of silver spittle.

Penelope clutched her pillow tightly, and Emily saw her knuckles whiten. The panties were peeled away from the taut rump in a single sweep coming to rest as they gently bound the ankles together. The green-eyed girl was now utterly naked and constrained, a willing prey to her hovering predator.

More questions. Searching questions which confirmed

Ursula's obvious intentions to usurp and supplant Cordelia as head of the unit, Emily thought. She listened as Penelope gave meticulous and detailed operational details, quickly providing Ursula with an almost instant intimate working knowledge of Walnut Tree Farm. How disloyal, Emily grimaced. Ursula rewarded the corporal. With her cupped palms, she smoothed the bare buttocks beneath her, working the pink cushions of satin flesh away from the inner cleft outwards to the ripe, rounded flanks. Beneath the firm fingers, Penelope's bottom trembled, shuddering in the sensual bliss it so willingly endured. Cheeks wobbling to their thrill, the bottom rose and fell rhythmically. Emily's fingers itched to grasp a cane.

She wanted to grasp and flex a cruel length of yellow bamboo, swishing it up and whipping it down, again, again and again on Penelope's upturned cheeks. Stroking and striping the jealous bitch who had brought such misery to her own naked buttocks. Swallowing softly to ease her tight, dry throat, Emily pressed her face against the cool wood of the doorframe. Revenge was a dish best served up cold, she half-smiled, as she remembered the dark proverb. As she stood gazing at the bare bottom, her imagination waxed warm.

Penelope's tummy dipped and her bottom was raised up in absolute submission to Ursula's firm tenderness. Ursula bent her face down, closer and closer as her tongue flickered out, probing and licking the soft, peachy buttocks. In the loose bondage of the cotton panties, the naked feet threshed. Emily saw tiny white teeth flash as the red lips parted an inch above the stretch of taut satin skin. The watching girl shuddered as she heard Penelope's thin wail of anguished delight. Her tormentor had briefly buried her ash blonde hair down over the creamy hillocks and had raised it up - taking a thin fold of buttock flesh away with her in her bite. The knuckles dug into the pillow as if about to tear it apart such was their frenzied fury. Penelope writhed and squirmed but Ursula steadied and quelled her torment with a firm, cool dominant hand. The tormentress gripped her firmly by the nape of her white neck, pinioning her completely. Then thick, swollen, glistening and protruding - the tongue disappeared down between the creamy slopes into the darkly shadowed depths of the cleft. Ursula probed, then licked and lapped the sensitive flesh within. Slowly, searchingly. The naked legs threshed in response. The dominant ash blonde pinned the legs down into passive submission by trapping them just below the hollows of the knees with her own strong thigh. Gripping the buttocks fiercely between her taloned fingers to spread the cheeks painfully wide apart and exposing the full depth of the cleft utterly to her quivering tongue, Ursula dipped down, and with liquid lappings drew sharp squeals of pleasure from the pale lips that gasped into the firm, white pillow. After a period of intense pleasuring, the sweet punishment of flesh upon flesh, will upon will, eased and ceased.

More questions followed. Penelope, clutching precariously onto her gibbet of lust, denied her inquisitor nothing. Answers were given fully and freely to questions about the daily routine at the unit. Questions about local military camps, area patrols and the night time activities of the Home Guard.

Emily was surprised at the range and scope of these questions, and by the detailed responses elicited so easily. She appreciatively grudged the skill of Ursula's trained military mind. Clearly, she thought, Cordelia Quidenham's successor sought to acquire an absolute working knowledge of the unit and the security protecting Walnut Tree Farm. The unit would certainly be secure in her command. Of that Emily was convinced. Ursula would no doubt make her temporary command a permanent one. Easing away from the door, Emily suddenly froze as a floorboard squeaked. Behind her, no sound of alarm came from the bedroom. Good, she thought.

On cautious tiptoe, Emily started to creep away, six inches at a time, down the corridor. She was going to get away, she realised with intense relief. Any awkwardness with Ursula could and wbuld prove very unpleasant. Very painful. Those strong arms. Those firm, slender fingers. Those watery, steel grey eyes ...

'Stay exactly where you are,' the harsh voice barked.

Emily froze immediately, stiffening in mid-stride. She flushed hotly and was almost deafened by the thumping of her heart in her ears.

'Come here, you little sneak,' curdled Ursula's unmistakable voice. It was an unfamiliar voice still, but already unforgettable.

Emily retraced her steps penitently, head bowed, eyes cast down.

'In here at once.'

'I was just ...'

'Get in,' Ursula hissed, slapping Emily sharply on the softest part of her upper thigh.

Emily scampered into the bedroom, emitting a little yelp of pain. The door shut firmly behind her, causing a flutter of fear to pulse at her throat.

'We've had a little sneak at the door, Penelope. An inquisitive little eavesdropper. What shall we do with her?'

'Punish her. She's been nothing but trouble since she came here. Discipline has broken down among the domestics ... only this morning you were served with a cold breakfast . ..' Ursula judiciously assented. '. .. And I told you all about that code book ...' Ursula's eyes widened and then narrowed sharply.

'.. .And now she's peeping into private quarters. Eavesdropping on an officer of the king.' Penelope knew that the final accusation had sealed Emily's fate. She almost clasped her hands in glee.

'I wasn't ...' Emily said hotly.

'Silence,' Ursula snapped. She turned to the green-eyed girl on the bed. 'You would make an excellent prosecutor, Penelope. I find the case you bring against this girl very persuasive. Quite conclusive. And now, as jury, what is your verdict. How stands this prisoner?'

'Guilty,' hissed the naked girl triumphantly.

'So be it. Guilty as charged. And now, Penelope, as judge in this case. What sentence do you pass? What shall her punishment be?'

Emily dug her toes into the carpet.

'A whipping. I sentence the offender to a sharp taste of discipline. A severe chastisement. Cane her, cane her hard ...' Penelope suddenly lost her composure and seemed to collapse into an ungovernable frenzy.

She spanked the innocent white pillow that nestled by her naked thigh. 'Stripe her bottom with the crop ... no, the cane ... no, a belt... hard.'

Ursula held up her hand for silence, smiling indulgently as Penelope squirted out her pent-up venom.

'Very well. You shall punish her now,' she soothed. 'Strip,' she almost snarled at Emily. 'Strip and get across that bed. At once.'

Emily edged back a fraction towards the door, feeling blindly for the handle with trembling fingers.

'There is no escape, you stupid girl. No escape whatsoever.'

Emily bowed her head.

'Strip for your punishment. Penelope is going to beat your bottom. I shall observe.'

Emily fumbled as she removed her clothing. Undressed, she shivered in her nakedness. It was a warm day but she shivered out of fearful dread. Reluctantly, she mounted the bed.

'Cane? Crop? What is it to be, my dear?' Ursula purred.

Penelope's green eyes sparkled with delight as she turned away from the open wardrobe in which she was rummaging.

'Three belts,' she grinned.

Across the bed, her bottom bare and waiting for its pain, Emily felt her heart flutter wildly. Squashed down beneath her bulging breasts, she felt her nipples twinge and tingle with anxious expectation.

'Three straps?' Ursula mused, her interest kindled.

Penelope emerged from the wardrobe bearing three leather belts aloft in triumph. Two brown and one slightly longer black length of supple hide. Bending, she placed the black leather belt across Emily's naked cheeks. It hugged the double domes fiercely, almost tenderly. Under the slight but menacing touch of the cold, potent leather, the twin peaches of soft, silky flesh only served to fire and inflame the anguished imaginings of the girl who was about to be whipped. She joggled her buttocks to dislodge the cruel reminder but it refused to leave the gently swollen hillocks of her bare bottom.

Kneeling down at the far side of the bed across which Emily's naked body was stretched, Penelope gathered the two pale arms and drew them together over the edge of the bed. The white, small hands pointed down.

This belt,' she bound it around the wrists tightly, 'I use here.'

Ursula nodded her approval.

To secure the wrists. But not behind the back. I prefer them out in front, then bound.'

'Yes,' Ursula smiled. 'For a bare-bottom punishment across a chair or table, so do I.'

Leaving Emily's arms stretched out, passive and helpless and fiercely bound at the wrists, Penelope walked around the bed and paused to kneel down at Emily's feet.

'And this belt, to tie the legs together.'

'By the ankles?' Ursula inclined her head.

'No. Here is better. For a very severe punishment. Here.'

Emily shuddered as she felt the length of leather being insinuated just beneath the sensitive area around her pubic fringe. Firm fingers found the tip of the belt and drew it out. Penelope pulled at it tightly and fastened it firmly around the flesh of the upper thighs just beneath the rising swell of the buttocks.

'Ah, very good indeed,' Ursula nodded. I shall remember that. I dispense so much discipline. So many punishments. That is very good.'

Emily's bottom was rendered bigger, rounder and more vulnerable by the taut leather bondage that almost welded her upper thighs together. She trembled slightly at the thought of the pain to come. The blistering pain that would sear and scorch her bare cheeks which were now immobile; trapped and tightly secured for the kiss of the hot leather only a few aching moments away.

'I shall not gag her. I want to hear her squeal,' Penelope said matter of factly.

'Mm/ Ursula's agreement betrayed her own liking for the moans of those suffering under her stern discipline.

Fear clawed at Emily's belly. Cold, raw fear. Very soon, the blazing leather strap would begin to stripe her bare bottom. She groaned into the soft eiderdown.

Tor the offence, six strokes,' Ursula purred.

Looking up awkwardly and painfully over her shoulder, Emily just caught the pout of disappointment on her pun-isher's face. Penelope saw her victim watching and her mouth twisted savagely. She bent down and caught a cruel handful of the dark, wanton curls. Raising Emily's face up close to her own, she presented the doubled-up strap to Emily's lips.

Taste it. It is cold, now. But when you kiss it next it will be hot enough to burn your lips, bitch.'

'Six strokes. Commence the punishment,' Ursula commanded.

Penelope slipped off the bed and took up her position slightly to the left of the upturned buttocks. Ursula drew up her chair and positioned it directly behind the naked cheeks that lay helpless and exposed before her.

'Strike her hard. Make her suffer,' she snapped.

Snap. Crack. Snap. Crack.

The belt whistled down and blistered the bunched cheeks, twice. Emily struggled but was unable to move a fraction. Her naked bottom took the full force of the searing double swipe. Snap. Crack. Snap. Crack. Twice more the harsh leather sang its cruel notes of pain, stroking the creamy hillocks of juddering flesh with faint pinkish red stripes.

Snap. Crack. Snap. Crack. Eyes squeezed tightly shut, buttocks squeezed even tighter, Emily gasped as her peaches trembled under the flickering flame ignited on her tight silken skin by the savage leather belt. A dull red light glowed deep inside her mind. Penelope paused, fingering her leather belt tenderly.

'And another six for the second offence,' Ursula smiled sweetly.

Penelope turned and grinned wickedly. She almost kissed the captain, but the cold grey eyes under the ash blonde hair were too forbidding. She mounted the bed and knelt at right angles to the bare, reddened bottom. Ursula inched her chair closer to the naked buttocks of the bound girl on the bed. She leaned her face in closer to the scalded cheeks.

'Commence,' she hissed.

Crack. The doubled belt hissed as it kissed the hot domes of juddering flesh. Crack. Crack. The cruel double blows flattened the curves of shining silk, scorching and searing them mercilessly. Crack. Emily hissed her pain out in a liquid, fierce moan.

Crack. Crack. The crimson light grew brighter behind Emily's eyes. Burying her dark curls into the bed, she barely managed to choke her squeal of protest. Her buttocks danced with livid fire that spread its searing heat between her thighs.

'And a final six to complete the punishment,' Ursula whispered thickly.

Emily stiffened and then surrendered to a shudder of trembling fear. Her bottom was now a scalding ball of molten fury as it burned in beneath the scarlet stripes. Penelope mounted her victim, squatting down and spreading her hot thighs astride Emily's back. Facing her target, she pressed her knees tightly into Emily, controlling her completely.

'No, no ...' protested Emily. She attempted to buck and writhe but was stilled by her severe bondage.

Penelope bent down, her bare breasts squashing into Emily's hot buttocks. Clutching the left cheek, she squeezed a fold of the hot, crimson flesh between her taloned fingers. Emily squeaked her pain.

'Make as much noise as you like, bitch. I am deaf to your pleading.'

Ursula rose up from her chair and sank down on her knees. She clasped her arms around Emily's bound thighs and pressed her face just below the hot bottom.

'Commence,' she ordered hoarsely.

Crack.

Emily gasped. The flash of hot pain across her bottom made her blink. She shrunk away as she felt the hot trickle of excitement ooze from between Penelope's spreading thighs. She shuddered as she felt Ursula's hot breath against her bound flesh. She felt the mattress beneath her move as Penelope swung the strap up over her shoulder. Soon it would snap down again, again and yet again.

Chapter 8

The heavy saucepans bubbled softly on the Aga, filling the large kitchen of Walnut Tree Farm with the delicious aroma of sugared fruit being boiled for jam. On the scrubbed wooden table, a dozen or more winking glass jars waited patiently for the moment when they would be carefully filled to the brim with the gelatinous blackcurrants and the sharper, thicker syrup of raspberries.

In silence, still slightly stunned by the severity of her earlier chastisement, Emily weighed out little mountains of white sugar in a pair of brass scales. The minx, in between brisk bouts of strictly supervising her two new domestics, inspected the progress of the bubbling saucepans. The Cockney girl worked happily as she prepared the waxed paper discs and thick rubber bands to seal the warm jam. The blonde from Basingstoke sulked and sighed heavily as she laboriously wrote out labels for the jars, head bent over her task, breasts pressed into the table.

The sweet smell drew late summer wasps into the kitchen. From time to time, the minx would flick at them with her wet tea towel. Emily smiled as she saw the lithe, balletic figure leap, legs stretched, bosom bouncing, to repel the inquisitive invaders.

'Careful,' the minx warned the sullen blonde domestic who had just swept a wasp away, almost upsetting the line of shining glass jars with her angry, petulant gesture.

The little Cockney giggled, rubbed her nose with the back of her hand and suddenly launched in to a frantic dance - squealing as she flapped her hands around her hair.

'Don't excite it," the minx cautioned. 'Leave him to me.'

Approaching with her wet towel poised, she flicked at the wasp - missed - and clipped two of the empty glass jam jars as the towel snapped down. They smashed into splinters on the flagstone floor.

The sullen blonde looked up from her labels, a sardonic smile playing on her lips. The Cockney girl scampered away, returning with a dustpan and brush. She warned the minx not to step onto any of the glass slivers.

Emily and the minx looked down at the girl with the dustpan and brush. In their fond exchange of glances, memories of the other night were kindled. Both young women tingled with pleasure as images of their mutual secret flickered behind their eyes - the minx pleasuring Cordelia Quidenham, while from her hiding place, Emily pleasured the minx.

The last of the glittering shards were safely winking in the dustpan.

'Thank you,' the minx murmured.

The little Cockney smiled up at her in devotion. The sulky blonde scowled. Catching the scowl, the minx picked up a long-handled wooden spoon and tapped the upturned palm of her left hand menacingly. She stood beside the seated blonde.

'Let me see those labels,' she ordered. The blonde pouted and pushed her handiwork across the table.

'Blackcurrant, not blackberry. I told you. Quite clearly. You never pay attention, do you? Perhaps you need a sharp reminder to help you concentrate. Come here.'

The minx stepped into a clear space, settling a stool down before her. The sullen blonde scraped her stool noisily as she stood up to walk over to the minx for her punishment.

'Shorts down, girl.' The blonde obeyed. 'Bend over that stool,' the minx commanded, drawing the stool six inches closer with her foot. 4

The blonde hesitated, hastening only when the minx sharply tapped the surface of the wooden stool with her spoon.

Emily gazed out of the window. Rooks were wheeling high above the elms. They cartwheeled down in spinning circles, their ragged black wings flapping silently in the warm, heavy air.

Splat. Splat. Splat.

She heard, but did not see, the six strokes of the wooden spoon as it slapped the taut cheeks bared for their punishment.

Splat. Splat. The sharp sound told her that already the soft, creamy cheeks would be scalding under the satin sheath of reddening skin. Splat.

Reaching the limit of its power, the lone rook dropped to join the others that mobbed the tips of the shivering elms.

'Shorts up.'

Emily heard the crisp order as she continued to gaze out through the window, knowing full well how painful each swipe had been as the rounded curve of the wooden spoon had swept against the domes of upturned flesh, dimpling and flattening them severely with each firm stroke. She did not need to look - she was well versed in discipline, punishment and pain.

The blonde from Basingstoke snivelled as she rubbed her scalded bottom.

'Pull your shorts up - and your socks, my girl,' the minx commanded with all the authority of a veteran discipliner. 'Rewrite those labels and do them properly/

Through her window, Emily saw another rook circling up skywards. She wondered what it hoped to find up there at the end of its dizzying climb. When she turned and looked across the table, she noticed that the punished girl no longer sat down to her task.

Teatime. The table, cleared of the evidence of the afternoon's jam making, now bore large dishes full of beetroot, cucumber, hard-boiled eggs (precisely sliced), ruby tomatoes in neat quarters, sparkling lettuce and dark luscious cress. To complete the preparations, platefuls of moist tongue and golden breaded ham were arrayed along with heaped up crumble-crumb scones and a large, tempting sponge cake, thickly jammed. But the meal, delicious enough in peacetime, a feast in wartime, was a desultory affair - taken in oppressive silence. Ursula reported curtly that she had been unable to make any headway with their English spy.

'Stubborn as a mule,* she remarked waspishly. 'You obviously did more harm than good this morning,' she said accusingly to Emily, heaping salads on to her plate with a gleaming spoon.

Jane, dabbing mustard onto her moist, pink ham, paused and looked up in evident surprise and was about to remonstrate when Penelope entered the kitchen and sat down at the table.

'All done upstairs?' Ursula asked.

Penelope nodded, slipping what looked like a key into the hand of the new captain. The key was pocketed. Jane frowned but held her peace.

Smarting uncomfortably in Penelope's presence, Emily left the table and went up to her room. To her annoyance she found the door locked. Turning around, she came face to face with Ursula, who unpocketed the key. At her side, a sly smile of triumph on her face, stood Penelope.

'Your bags have been packed. They are downstairs in the hall. I have arranged for a lorry to collect you at five to take you back to London. It was a mistake, your being posted here. You have failed miserably in your duties. I shall be forwarding a full report later.'

Ursula turned and walked away briskly before Emily could voice her protest. Penelope produced a riding crop from where she had been hiding it behind her back. She pressed the tip of the crop up under Emily's chin.

'Silence,' she hissed. 'The lorry comes at five. Good riddance,' she sneered.

Slowly, she removed the riding crop. Emily dropped her head down onto her ch^st. Hot tears of anger and shame welled up in her eyes.

'Have a pleasant trip,' Penelope smirked as she departed, leaving Emily in her misery.

Trembling with anger and disappointment, Emily ran downstrairs and out into the garden. In the slowly setting sun, the fruit bushes at the end of the cinder path cast long shadows. Jane's voice called out to her. Blinded with her tears, she saw the lithe girl bounding towards her. They stood together, bodies pressed closely, under the sombre lilacs.

i've just heard. I'm so sorry. And there's nothing I can do.'

it's so unfair,' Emily wailed, allowing Jane to cradle her gently. They kissed.

i'll write,' Jane soothed.

'Come and see me if you ever get up to London. Promise?'

'Promise.'

The blonde hair mingled with the dark, as both heads entwined once more. Emily offered up her white throat to Jane's hot, wet lips. She shivered as they brushed her skin. They sank down onto the sweet, soft grass. Jane slowly eased Emily down onto her back and lay alongside her. Their lips brushed again. And again. The kisses fiercer, hotter, harder. Emily felt Jane's hand cup and squeeze her left breast and felt her nipple stiffen in sweet response. Soon the eager, hungry fingers peeled away the cotton, exposed the swollen breast to the warm evening air. They kissed again.

The cupping hand squeezed gently, then palmed the quivering breast in rhythmically slow, sweeping circles. Their tongues touched, the wet pink tips kissing fleetingly. They touched again: flesh against flesh. The palm pressed down more firmly on the dominated breast and Emily felt a hot trickle of liquid delight dampen her tight white panties just at the point where they hugged her inner thighs. She moaned softly and sweetly, eager to signal her surrender. Beneath the firm palm, the tormented nipple was a tiny bud of tingling desire. Jane closed her mouth down completely over Emily's. They were locked in liquid fusion. Cradling the girl she was mastering, Jane swept her right hand down over the flat, firm belly and into the tight band of the panties. Emily raised her clenched buttocks up off the soft cushion of grass, offering herself up urgently to the dabbling fingertips that were already drawing hot honey from her sweet hive. Jane extended her forefinger and the wet pubic fringe parted like a velvet curtain to accept it. Probing, searching blindly, the single fingertip sought out and found the tiny little firm button between the labial flesh folds. Jane felt Emily stiffen and shudder as she stroked the tiny sliver of flesh firmly with downwards strokes, and had to clasp the imprisoned girl to steady her heaving, jerking body as she began to rapidly rotate her fingertip.

Emily groaned her heaving ecstasy, pounding the grass, bruising it softly with her tight cheeks. Faster and faster still moved Jane's fingertip, trapped beneath the tight cotton panties. It worried the button of secret flesh with a blur of sweeping circles and Emily pressed her thighs together tightly. Almost ... almost ... nearly ...

Wriggling, but failing, to get free, Emily gazed up imploringly. 'Undress me,' she whimpered.

Jane smiled down at her shivering captive and shook her head. 'No need. Trust me,' she whispered softly, her lips brushing Emily's hot, flushed face. 'Trust me.'

Despite the tight constraint of the waistband and the taut cotton panties, Jane worked her slim finger deliberately, delicately and determinedly. Emily felt its firm, probing length enter her completely. She gasped. A crimson light exploded behind her tightly shut eyes. The finger was joined by another then the double delight twisted a half circle, eased out a little then pumped firmly to their limit. The light behind her eyes turned into burning gold as Emily shuddered her quivering pleasure. Moaning softly, she bit Jane's breast then buried her hot face into the rounded bosom, squeezing her thighs together, eager to hug and hold the flesh darts that pierced and wounded her so sweet-

iy.

The liquid ripple of sensuous delight became an urgent spate. Yes. It was coming. Yes. She braced her taut limbs for the hot, sweet lava flow. Yes. She trembled on the very edge of drowning .. .

'Ursula wants to see you/

Penelope's whining voice smashed the mirror which held the fragile web of magic woven by Jane's silvered fingers.

Emily groaned. Her disappointment and frustration exhaled in a sad curdling moan.

'I said Ursula wants ...' Penelope insisted, stamping her foot.

Without turning to look at the corporal, Jane hissed a savage reply.

'Cordelia Quidenham is returning tomorrow. Ursula wants you now.'

'I said I will be there when I am ready. Tell her I'm on my way,' Jane replied coldly.

Penelope stamped off down along the cinder path.

'You'd better go. I don't want you to be in any trouble. Ursula can be very harsh,' Emily sighed.

Jane gazed down tenderly at Emily and stroked her upturned face. 'Yes,' she said, 'I know. I know what happened to you earlier on. I will get even with Penelope. Somehow. Mark my words.'

'Keep in touch. Promise me you will write ...' Emily whispered huskily.

'Promise,' echoed Jane.

Walnut Tree Farm seemed to be deserted. The lorry would be coming in half an hour. With nobody to talk to, and a few she would rather avoid, Emily wandered^ into the den. She did not switch on the electric lights, prefering the tranquility of the perpetual gloom in the library, whose windows had been blinded with blackouts since the outset of the war. In the cool gloom, memories flooded back to her: memories of her first encounters with the pleasures of pain; her first acquaintance with the delights of discipline; the magnificent Cordelia Quidenham, crop aquiver, conducting a debriefing. The crack of the crop across a bare bottom; the faint cry; the fainter stripe of red. Naked little ankles threshing in a reflex of pain. German girls - bared and bending. Gretchen in her tight bondage, and the other Grey Mice. Eva, naked astride her seesaw, wriggling in joy,

Sonia, bound across her rocking horse, buttocks poised for the cane and strap, exuberant in her bliss of suffering. The sweet echoes of their delicious anguish rang loud in Emily's ears. Her own cries of abandon as Jane had pleasured her in turn on the seesaw. Up to the sweet, sharp climax. Down to the shuddering swoon of liquid delight. She shivered with a forlorn tingling as her body tingled and remembered.

She walked towards the seesaw and smoothed her palm along the wooden plank. She gently stroked the rocking horse's nose, shrouded under the ghostly dust sheet. On the table, nothing. Nothing to suggest the darker purpose it had served. Nothing to give testimony to the canings and punishments it had witnessed. Over there, on the side table, the battered typewriter. On the larger desk, the row of neatly arranged pencils which Cordelia Quidenham's restless fingers were continuously tidying and chivvying into neat ranks.

That is for me to decide when I think it appropriate ...' Ursula's harsh tones crackled on the other side of the closed door.

Anxious not to encounter the captain, and suspecting that her presence in the den might well occasion further punishment, Emily instinctively sought a hiding place.

The handle turned. Under the table? No. Too exposed. The door creaked. Under the desk? No. Too small.

The door opened and closed as Ursula stepped into the den, not noticing the slight ripple of cloth as the dust sheet over the rocking horse settled to close over and cover Emily as she crouched underneath. Emily held her breath. At the desk, Ursula was rustling through some papers, picking them up, scanning them and then tossing them down impatiently. Emily heard the neat row of pencils scatter across the polished surface of the desk. Ursula fumed and bent down to pick up a blue pencil from the carpet. Retrieving it, she cracked her elbow sharply.

Emily froze. The shacp crack had been immediately followed - almost drowned - by a savage curse. It was not the coarse word that chilled Emily to the spine. It was because the sudden oath of surprised pain was uttered in

German. An ugly, unbecoming tongue. An alien tongue. An enemy tongue.

The lorry bounced along the winding lane that stretched between Steeple Parva and Steeple Magna. Sitting alongside her cases, alone in the back beneath the madly flapping canvas, Emily's brain was crowded with suspicions and fears. Her mind was spinning as wildly as the loose chippings spat up by the thundering lorry's rear wheels.

Her exit and departure from Walnut Tree Farm had been unceremonious and rushed. Emerging undetected from the den after Ursula had departed, Emily had sought Jane to alert her to the alarming discovery. But the lorry had arrived early, and the driver had been anxious to depart to avoid the blackout. Her cases had been swung up over the tailboard. The lorry had crashed its snarling gears and revved its engine. No sign of Jane. Emily had climbed aboard. Still no sign of Jane. The lorry had pulled away and for the last three miles Emily marshalled her reeling thoughts.

Ursula had sworn in German. Caught off guard, when alone, the ungoverned curse had slipped out. Emily suddenly remembered, in vivid detail, Ursula's close questioning of Penelope. Questions an efficient and ambitious captain taking command might well ask. Questions a German agent in disguise would most certainly ask!

But why? What could Ursula be doing at Walnut Tree Farm? Of course. The lorry bounced over a pothole, jogging Emily into a sudden realisation. The English spy. Her heart missed a beat. The English spy. She was there to free him. Tonight. With Cordelia Quidenham's return tomorrow, it would have to be tonight. She would release the spy in order to preserve his neck, his secrets and the fifth column network he operated within.

The lorry bucked again and Emily clung onto a wooden strut, her soft rump absorbing the bruising jolt. Another lurch threw her kneeling up against the tailboard, her breasts pressing into the hard wood as her knuckles gripped whitely. She must get back to the unit. She knew her only hope was the crossroads at Steeple Magna. Yes. She would jump out at Steeple Magna and hope for a soft landing among the dock leaves and sorrel in the ditch. She heard the gear change and felt the lorry slowing down.

The red brick wall was impossible to scale. It was as effective in keeping intruders out as it was intended to keep escapees in. Walnut Tree Farm seemed impregnable.

Emily, dusty, tired and still bruised after her leap to freedom from the lorry and the dreary three mile walk back, stood at the foot of the towering wall. Turning her back towards the distant gates, she followed the red bricks as they threaded their way in the twilight towards a clump of beech trees. Under the sweep of the broad, proud beeches, she paused. Looking up, her eye was caught by a small red squirrel. It looked timidly down at her as it washed its whiskers. With a sudden flick of its tail, the squirrel scuttled along a branch and skipped down over the wall into the grounds beyond. Emily almost squeaked with joy as she saw the solution to her problem. It was not easy, but she managed. The rough bark grazed her nipples sorely as she climbed the sturdy beech, and her thighs were chafed as she eased herself along the strong limb that thrust out over the wall. She inched along painfully and dropped down silently into the secluded spot of the estate.

Crouching, she headed towards the farmhouse. She had no clear plan in mind. Through the spinney and across the meadow, along the edge of the coppice, skirting the dense silver birch trees, she reached and then melted into a thicket of rhododendron bushes. The thick waxy leaves trembled as she sank down into their cool embrace. A twig caught in a tear in her blouse, ripping it harshly from shoulder to waist. Emily quickly unbuttoned her blouse and shrugged it off. She examined her torn skirt and snagged nylons: victims, of the leap from the lorry into the ditch and her painful ascent of the beech tree. They were peeled off in seconds, leaving her lithe and lovely in her brassiere and panties, unencumbered by the tight restraint of her uniform. With most of her bare skin exposed to the soft night air, Emily felt alert, excited and ready for the challenges of the night ahead.

A splash, followed by silvery laughter, broke the stillness of the gathering dusk. Emily suddenly remembered that the rhododendrons were close to the trout pool. But whose splash had she heard? Who had laughed? From the protective screen of the leaves, Emily peered down the slight slope into the pool. A sudden stab of memory wounded her heart warmly. Where she and Jane had sported, naked and unashamed, now the minx and her little Cockney domestic splashed happily in their gleaming nudity. Emily watched as the two girls scrambled out of the water and tumbled down onto the bank. Rubbing one another vigorously with towels, they paused to kiss and cuddle. The minx slowly pushed the Cockney down onto the thick grass and tipped over a small basket. Cake, apples, a piece of chocolate still wrapped in its silver paper and two carrots spilled out. Emily groaned inwardly. It was too dangerous to involve these two, willing and loyal though they might be. No. She must get to Jane. Jane would know what to do. But her way was now blocked by the two girls who appeared to be starting to picnic. Emily sighed and resigned herself to an unexpected delay, but her interest was kindled when she saw the minx select a thick, stubby carrot, wipe it tenderly with the towel and tease the end of it against and then between the splayed thighs of the little Cockney she was straddling. Beneath her, the thighs widened eagerly. A squeal of pleasure greeted the carrot as it slipped inside the glistening labia. Half an inch. Then another half inch. The Cockney gasped as she struggled to draw her thighs together. The minx flexed her wrist, twisting the length of thick carrot, then inserted it more with a firm, probing gesture. Emily could just see it as it went in deeper and still deeper. The Cockney rolled over, squealed and struggled up to her hands and knees, offering herself up completely to the minx. Emily saw the loose breasts brush the soft grass and the whitened points of her elbows as they bore her weight. Snuggling her shoulder into the naked thigh before her, and resting her face against the bare bottom, the minx worked at close quarters, pumping the carrot rapidly into the eager, oozing girl. Spellbound, Emily watched the Cockney dip her back and arch her head up as she approached her climax. Screaming softly, her loose breasts swinging freely, she jerked her buttocks twice before collapsing on her face in a sweet, tortured paroxysm. The minx knelt, nibbling at her four squares of chocolate as the Cockney writhed and rolled on the grass beside her, her hands clasped down between the warm, wet flesh of her clamped thighs. With a low, soft moan, the writhing girl spreadeagled herself, face down, fingers and toes digging into the sweet soil.

The Cockney approached the minx lynxlike on all fours. Bending her head, she picked up her carrot between her even, white teeth. She held the carrot delicately and licked it with her thick tongue from base to tip, repeatedly. The minx watched, spellbound, then whimpered, swaying her rump impatiently. Taking the minx by the nape of her neck, the Cockney pinned her down across her naked thighs. The minx wriggled but the Cockney was firm. A soft squeak of delight escaped from the lips that pressed down to bruise the grass beneath as the Cockney rubbed the stubby carrot in between the rounded buttocks, stroking the inner flesh with strict, searching sweeps. Emily, still unfulfilled since her interrupted moments with Jane at the end of the cinder path, touched her left nipple with her thumbnail. The nipple thickened beneath the tight sheath of cotton which cupped and suspended it. The thumbnail scratched absently but firmly. The nipple rose and peaked, solidifying angrily.

The carrot trembled between the clenched cheeks as the Cockney woodpeckered the tight rosebud whorl with the short length of firm orange flesh. Emily saw the minx spread her legs apart as she lay across the soft thighs, thrusting her bottom up eagerly. A full inch of the firm carrot disappeared into tlje juddering flesh of the creamy buttocks. The minx gasped out aloud - a low, animal grunt - another inch of carrot entered into her.

Emily caught her hot, hard nipple between her finger and thumb, and squeezed, then squeezed again soon squeezing in time to the punishing pumping of the carrot.

Out in the rustling hedgerows, where sparrows shivered in winter's frost, two vixens met in a flurry of delighted yelps and shrill yapping.

Emily fingered herself between her thighs, rekindling the flame that Jane had lit and had not been able to extinguish. The minx, breasts squashed hotly into her loving punish-er's thigh, bounced and writhed as she orgasmed massively, the carrot buried deep inside her warmth, the Cockney intently dominating and controlling the upturned buttocks, moulding and shaping the pliant cheeks of the bare bottom between adept, expert little hands.

An invisible spark of potent lust sprang from the observed to the observer. It ignited deep inside Emily's belly: fluttering and rippling downwards as her own orgasm began. Slowly, the powerful pulsations spread out in warm waves of exquisite delight.

A furlong and a half away, the two vixens wrestled amorously among the primroses and folded buttercups, growling softly as their teeth sought and found each other's necks.

The minx and the Cockney lay nose to nose, nipple to nipple. Each steadily guided a carrot up inside the other, pushing the root up slowly and gently until both girls felt the bottom of their bellies quiver.

Emily buckled as she came: wave after wave of molten gold washing over her. Down by the trout pool, the two naked girls, nose to nose, nipple to nipple, shuddered and spasmed in their mutual joy. In the meadow, the vixens tumbled under the nodding stalks of frothy cow parsley. Suddenly, they froze as a kestrel, which had been hovering unseen in the deep violet of the night, swooped down to investigate their amorous sport.

Back at the trout pool, Emily froze as she saw Penelope approaching.

'You two. Get back inside the farmhouse. You know the rules and the curfew times. Hurry up. Ursula sent me out to find you.'

The two startled girls sprang up.

'You,' Penelope rasped at the Cockney, 'pick up your things and get back indoors at once. Ursula is waiting in the kitchen. She will thrash you soundly. You,' she hissed at the minx. 'Bend over this instant. Come along. Touch your toes and get your bottom up.'

Emily trembled as she watched, not seven yards away, as the shivering minx bent over. Penelope unbuckled her leather belt.

'Feet together. Touch your toes.'

The minx obeyed, unable to suppress a little whimper.

'You are mine, now. Your protector has been sent away. I will give you a taste of real discipline.'

Penelope slid the belt from her hips and doubled it up, smoothing its supple length between her finger and thumb. She paused at the loop, squeezing it firmly.

The leather belt swished in against the naked, trembling buttocks, kissing the curve to the cheeks harshly.

Crack: another searching lash of leather against the naked peaches. Crack.

Emily dug her nails into her palms. Each stroke hurt as if the bare bottom was her own. She must remain silent. She must not interfere.

The minx yelped and Emily bit her lip. Crack.

The minx stumbled forward, down on one knee, bunching up the exposed cheek of her bare bottom into a tightly rounded sphere. Crack - the leather leapt hungrily - flicking the delicate skin and cracking loudly against the tightly stretched cheek. The minx squealed.

'There,' Penelope whispered, allowing the limp leather to dangle against the punished cheeks of the upturned bottom. 'That is a taste of correction I think you will remember. And if you don't, there's plenty more to come. You will sample my discipline regularly during the next few weeks or so. Now get dressed and get inside the house. There are pans to be scrubbed, washing to be done and floors to be swept before bedtime. And you go to bed sup-perless tonight, my girl.^

The minx, clutching her clothes to her soft, rounded bosom, shuffled back towards Walnut Tree Farm. It was now almost too dark for Emily to see if the girl's bare bottom was striped red. She sighed. It did not matter that it was not nightfall. She knew in her heart that the bottom would already bear faint pink marks of retribution across its soft cheeks. No leather belt could leave pale, creamy flesh unkissed with the burning mark of pain. Certainly no leather belt from the slender waist, and in the ruthless hands, of the green-eyed Penelope.

Nightfall. An owl hooted mournfully above. Concealed down among the waxy rhododendrons, Emily shivered. The moon gazed up from the unbroken surface of the trout pool, enraptured with the reflection that hung heavy in the dark velvet of night. A dragonfly prinked the water's glass surface. The moon dimpled and smiled for a few fleeting seconds. Up above, the reflection remained unmoved.

Emily calculated that it was probably gone ten. More like eleven. She sensed that Ursula wouldn't make a move until the early hours. At two, or three perhaps. What that move would be she had no idea, but she intended to remain alert all night. Watching and waiting to make her own move to thwart Ursula in her dark deceptions.

Emily was painfully hungry. She was almost weak and faint with lack of food, having had a brief breakfast, no lunch and a hurried, unfinished tea. She decided to crawl closer and get into the kitchen garden to find some soft fruit. Late gooseberries or some raspberries perhaps. Maybe some damsons or some early plums. Keeping her head and shoulders tucked down, Emily neared the farmhouse and its outbuildings. Soon she was crouching behind the bushes that hedged and sheltered the kitchen garden. But she had no luck. It was too difficult to forage in the dark, the moon having chosen that moment to be bashful and draw a cloud across her face. Prompted by her hunger, Emily crept towards the farmhouse, avoiding stepping on the crunchy cinder path. At the back door, she hesitated, quivering with tense expectation. At the slightest sound, she was prepared to run. Shivering in her cotton underwear, she held her breath and listened. Everything around her: the dairy, the stableyard, was still. The keepers were probably sleeping now, as would be their charges.

The back door opened silently a quarter of an inch. Silence. Emily slipped into the warm, dark kitchen. All remained quiet and still. Even the hot ashes in the Aga settled softly and Emily decided to risk it. Dashing silently into the pantry, her little bare feet hopping across the cold flagstones, she quickly grabbed and clutched an apple, two scones, a wedge of cheddar cheese, a slice of veal and ham pie and a half pint of beer.

Upstairs, a door opened and closed. Emily's first reaction was to hide somewhere inside the house - anywhere -but her instinct told her to get out. Outside, she would be invisible and safer. From there, she would be able to survey the farmhouse, better placed to observe Ursula when she made her treacherous move.

Back among the dense rhododendrons, Emily made short work of the veal and ham pie. She ate the apple with her wedge of cheese, and finished off with the soft, crumbling scones. The small bottle of beer defeated her as she could not manage to open it. The moon reappeared, bathing Walnut Tree Farm in a pale, silvery light. Emily counted the tall, dark Tudor chimneys. There were twelve in all. Slowly, the minutes congealed into hours. Emily nodded and soon, despite her struggle to resist the seduction, she dozed. Around her, the night slipped silently by.

Cries of alarm awoke her. Emily sat bolt upright. Down at the farmhouse, shouts were puncturing the silence of the dark night, but it was not the muffled shouting that made Emily stare, wide-eyed. It was the dancing yellow flames: flickering sheets of fire that almost engulfed the deserted dairy. It was ablaze. Emily squinted at the figures that ran back and forth between the farmhouse and the burning dairy. Stirrup pumps, she thought. Soon there would be a human chain to swing buckets sloshing with water.

Two figures suddenly broke free from a line of bushes a hundred yards away. It was, as Emily expected, Ursula and the Englishman. The spy. They dashed another thirty yards towards where Emily was crouched, then stopped, huddled in urgent conversation. She seemed to press a small bundle into his hands, then turned and ran back towards Walnut Tree Farm. Several figures were running towards her. She ran up to them, pointing in the opposite direction. Leading them off the scent, Emily nodded grimly.

To her surprise, the fugitive spy seemed to be in no hurry to make good his escape. Probably secure in the knowledge that Ursula would skilfully keep his pursuers well away from his trail. He sauntered straight towards her, with only the trout pool between them.

Emily's heart was pounding wildly behind her tremulous breasts that shuddered in their cups. He was now only ten yards away. Less. She drew a deep, steadying breath. He paused, looking down to admire the beauty of the trout pool then, to Emily's amazement, he uttered a few lines from Shakespeare - she suddenly remembered them from her dreary lessons at her boarding school. She felt her fingertips brush against the cold glass of the half-pint bottle of beer. It was all she had, she realised. That, and the element of surpise.

He sauntered past the rhododendrons, whistling softly. She sprang out behind him and levelled the blunt end of the bottle in between his shoulders.

'Stay exactly where you are," she commanded.

Completely unperturbed, he stopped. Without turning around, he spoke pleasantly.

'Hello? It's nanny, isn't it?'

'Silence. Hands on your head, and kneel. Or I will shoot you,' she warned, her voice thin with tense excitement.

'My dear nanny, I shall kneel if you so require it but I simply cannot put my hands up.'

'Why not ...?' Emily faltered, puzzled by his nonchalance.

'Because dear old Ursula forgot the key to these.' From his gesture, Emily understood. He was still handcuffed.

'Just kneel. Careful, or I will use this.' She jabbed the bottle top into him fiercely.

'My dear nanny, I have a far better idea.' Emily remained silent. 'Why don't you give me that bottle of beer and let me open it, hm?'

'Be quiet. I can still hit you on the head with it,' she warned.

'Just get me a small, flat stone and I will open that bottle for you. Being brave makes one so thirsty, don't you think?'

Emily bit her lip. He was toying with her. She was confused, uncertain and afraid. But he was handcuffed!

'Get down,' he suddenly hissed.

Such was his stern authority that she obeyed him instantly.

'Sorry if I startled you, but they may be using field glasses.'

'And why not ...' Emily blurted. She was feeling rather cross that her superiority and authority were being so easily eroded away by his cool charm.

if they spot you, the whole game's up.'

Emily knelt down beside him, watching his face. Gazing at the deep, dark eyes.

'Don't worry, little nanny. Cordelia will be back in the morning. She will sort everything out.'

'Cordelia?' Emily echoed. 'What do you know ...'

'My cousin,' he interrupted.

And she suddenly saw the truth in his deep, dark eyes. They were Cordelia's eyes exactly. Deep pools that inspired her and unsettled her. Eyes she had often dreamed of surrendering to and his eyes were the same, and had the same effect.

'I don't understand,' she said huskily.

'Let's open that beer, first,' he coughed. 'My throat is dry after all that smoke.' He opened the bottle deftly and they drank it between them.

'So you see,' he concluded, after explaining everything to Emily. 'I am not a spy after all. Just on special operations' duties like yourself. Top marks for spotting Ursula. Well done.'

She looked up at his face. His eyes danced in the moonlight. The Quidenham eyes. He glanced at her brassiere and tight panties appreciatively and she saw his hard Adam's apple rise and fall swiftly.

'So you are just bait?' she murmured.

'A sprat to catch a ... Nazi. Yes. Cordelia and HQ set the whole thing up. She was suspected weeks ago. By luring her down to the unit (all bogus of course), she took the bait and now we've got her, and these.'

He held up a wad of tightly folded papers. Emily guessed their importance.

'But the Grey Mice. The debriefings ...?'

'All a sham. Gallant volunteers from some colonial outfit training over here. Brave girls. Enjoyed it all immensely.*

Emily gasped, suddenly grasping the truth behind the debriefing charades.

'You did very well this morning, nanny. Highly commendable. No medal in it for you, though. Top brass wouldn't quite know what to put on the citation.'

Emily blushed, then suddenly giggled. She gazed into his open, honest face. He was Cordelia's cousin, she repeated softly to herself.

'Nanny,' he whispered.

'Hm?' she murmured.

'We don't really need an introduction. Not after this morning ..He left the tantalising words dancing in the darkness between them.

'I... I... I was only ...' she blurted. 'I didn't know . . .*

'Come here,* he ordered, his affectionate tone charged with lust. She obeyed.

Their mouths met hungrily, his unshaven face scratching her softness deliciously; an urgency between them was ignited. The warm, night air was suffused with the pungent fragrance of her arousal and excitement. She felt the sticky trickle dampen her tight panties which snuggled the warmth between her thighs. A spider of expectation scuttled down along the length of her taut spine, shimmered across her buttocks and tickled her silken, quivering thighs.

'I can't... these handcuffs,* he muttered. 'I want to hold you. Touch you.*

'Sh ..Emily soothed his eagerness. There is a way.'

She eased him down onto his back and tugged his trousers down. As he raised his hips and bottom up to help her, his hot, thick member flickered up and slowly lengthened. She paused, bent down, and kissed the swelling tip. He groaned. On his white belly, his handcuffed hands fretted, the fingers twisting frantically. Emily slowly peeled off her panties and straddled him, waiting to remove her brassiere until her breasts could spill freely down to his waiting lips. He sucked hard. She felt his erection hammering against her own soft belly. Moments later, her bobbing breasts wet and shining from his mouth, they gazed fiercely into each other's eyes as she knelt upwards and lowered herself down onto his quivering spear. He gasped as she guided his hot length up inside her then moaned as he twitched and throbbed in response. Gently but firmly, his shaft speared her deeply.

Wriggling her soft bottom slightly - making him gasp and grunt - she took his ever thickening member into her open wetness completely. Bending forward, her nipples grazing his, she clasped his firm shoulders, and squeezed. Their faces were now merely inches apart. Slowly, carefully - so as not to lose him - she raised her hips up a fraction, then a fraction more. She worked her thighs cunningly to keep him tight inside her and lowered her hips and buttocks down. Up, and gently down. Up, and gently down. Again, and again. Gathering him tightly up inside her, she pumped her hips and buttocks faster and faster. He cursed softly, and blessed her with a blasphemy. Faster, faster, she rode him like a frenzied witch. He moaned, then his body stiffened and arched. She leaned into the full stretch of his taut, muscled body. She felt his stomach shiver, his heart pound. A fierce, hot joy burned straight up inside her with a clean, bright flame. Faster ... she bounced her bare bottom up and down against his sweating thighs, pounding the taut flesh with her clenched cheeks. Their sweat mingled. Their sobbing joy sang loud. Suddenly, she felt him burgeon and quiver intensely within her. His sweet groan broke the silence of the night around them. But her delight had not yet reached melting point. In his sweet suffering, he was already tumbling headlong into the vortex.

Eager to catch up, her soft cheeks slapped down into his hard thighs. She had to cover his mouth to smother his scream of pleasure as his entire body tensed and he arched his rump and broad hips, spearing her deeply as he ejaculated. She dug her fingernails into his shoulders and hissed her delight, pounding herself down into him. He threshed, shuddering as he emptied himself completely into her warmth. Her climax trembled, fluttered and died, ebbing away into a sweet torment of tantalising promise unfulfilled.

They lay, panting and exhausted, on top of each other.

'Wonderful. You are wonderful/ he murmured.

'Mm,* she whispered. 'Again?'

'What? Now?'

'I need you ... you know ... to complete me ...'

'Oh/ he nodded.

'We've got a couple of hours .. / she cooed.

'Oh, God/

'Come on. Nanny knows best .. .*

The owl on the uppermost branch of a nearby sycamore hooted nine times before dawn fingered the horizon with her scarlet streaks. He was answered by the entwined couple on the ground beneath him - with nine soft, sweet moans. The last five of which were deep, more harmonised, as two mouths sighed as one.

Chapter 9

It was an autumnal dawn. A pale egg-yolk sun set in a paler eggshell sky. The air was bracingly crisp. Emily stirred, opened her eyes and shivered. Her naked body felt damp and cold. Curling up her toes she snuggled into the warmth of the sleeping man. She reached up and gently stroked his face with her outstretched fingertip, waking him softly. He yawned and blinked, then sat up immediately, drinking in her naked display of jiggling breasts and buttocks.

Tm cold,' she whimpered.

'Get dressed,' he taunted.

Bending down, her breasts spilling in their rounded, heavy splendour, she snatched up her underwear and snapped them on. Their thin protection only seemed to serve to remind her how cold she really was. She knelt down beside him, pressing against his animal heat. Snuggled together closely, they discussed their plans.

'I'd best get away. There's a fighter station a couple of miles to the south of here. Probably requisition a bike in Steeple Magna. There will be a secure phone line. I'll get HQ to throw a net around these,' he indicated the papers Ursula had pressed into his pocket last night. 'I'll be glad when they've stopped up the holes in this rat run.'

'I hope Cordelia returns soon,' Emily said.

'Back by noon. Punctuality is one of my cousin's virtues. But you stay here. Just lie low until Ursula is safely behind bars or whatever they do to Nazi spymasters. It's far too dangerous for you down there now.'

He rose. Emily looked up at him. Take care,' she whispered huskily.

'Stay put,' he said solicitously.

She watched him go, melting into the spinney. Three minutes later, the silent applause of startled, flapping pigeons marked his progress through the distant beech trees. She shivered. Alone, and all but naked, she felt vulnerable and frightened. Down in the farmhouse, Jane was also in danger. If she came to suspect Ursula, or doubted the no doubt smooth, plausible account of his escape last night during the fire, her life could be at risk. Ursula was both dedicated and ruthless, and would not hesitate to shoot Jane. Of that, Emily was suddenly convinced. And Cordelia would not be back until noon, at least five hours away.

Disregarding his departing instructions, Emily resolved to sneak down to the farmhouse and make contact with Jane. Jane would know what to do. Emily's blood sang in her ears and her heart pounded as she approached Walnut Tree Farm. The sudden clucking of hens as they scattered across the stableyard almost froze her heartbeats. Cautiously, she slipped past the charred and blackened dairy. All was quiet and deserted. At the kitchen door, she crouched, listening. The minx was alone, frying bacon in the large iron pans and eggs in the smaller skillets. The delicious smell made Emily's mouth water and stabbed at her empty stomach. The little minx, bright-eyed "and fresh in a crisp, clean uniform of vest and shorts, hugged Emily delightedly. Her arms bore the faint whiff of carbolic from her early morning bath. Another warm kiss and then a barrage of questions. Obeying Emily's mime for silence, she skipped to the table to prepare an ungainly but satisfying bacon sandwich' for the shivering girl in her underwear who warmed her bottom at the Aga.

Footsteps clattered down along the passage, causing Emily to abandon her half-eaten sandwich and scuttle silently into the tiny, dark safety of the broom cupboard. A bunch of stiff bristles pricked her exposed cheeks. Emily clenched them but was too terrified to move.

'Who were you talking to?' Penelope demanded briskly as she entered the kitchen.

The minx looked up in innocent surprise.

'I suppose you were listening to the wireless instead of working, eh?' Penelope laid down her subtle trap.

'Yes .. .' the minx plunged in with both feet.

'Liar. The valve burned out two days ago,' Penelope said triumphantly.

In the oppressive darkness of the cramped broom cupboard, Emily silently groaned. Silly little minx.

'And I suppose you were eating this?'

Emily realised that her abandoned bacon sandwich had been spotted.

'While you were listening to the broken wireless,' Penelope added silkily but with devastating menace.

'No ... yes ... I mean ..the minx stammered.

Emily held her breath.

'Shorts down,' the green-eyed girl snapped severely.

'But breakfast ...'

'If it spoils, you will just have to cook some more, won't you?'

Crushed by the cool corporal, the minx slipped out of her tight shorts and trembled.

'Now bend over.'

Emily closed her eyes instinctively despite the cupboard's blackness. In her mind's eye, she saw the bending minx flinching as Penelope spanked her bare bottom hard.

Smack. Smack.

The minx squealed.

'Who were you talking to? Tell me.' Smack. 'I will punish your bottom severely until you tell me,' Penelope warned. Smack. Smack.

The firm palm cracked down against the juddering cheeks, reddening their soft curves. Smack. The minx whimpered but gritted her teeth.

In the broom cupboard, Emily perspired freely. If the minx broke down under the cruel spanking, she knew that her own fate would be sealed. Smack. Smack.

'One of the keepers. I was talking to one of the keepers.

She was hungry and I gave her the sandwich . ..' the minx blurted out.

'You know the rules. Domestics...' Smack. '.. . are not allowed to ..Smack. Smack. '.. . associate with others in the . ..' Smack. \ .. unit. Understand?'

The minx mumbled thickly.

'Do you understand?'

'Yes ...' wailed the minx distinctly, swaying her scarlet buttocks.

Emily sighed her relief, then sniffed inquisitively. On the Aga, the bacon was burning beneath a haze of acrid smoke.

'That's better,' hissed Penelope, palming the hot bottom firmly. 'Up you get. Shorts on. The bacon has spoiled. Better get some more cooked. Any trouble from you my girl and it'll mean a sound whipping.'

With a harsh, mocking laugh, Penelope strode out into the fresh air. Emily emerged cautiously from her hiding place. The minx pointed to the back door, jerking at it with her thumb. Emily saw her pull the elastic waistband of her shorts down over the swell of her buttocks. The exposed cheeks glowed scarlet with harsh palm prints.

'I've got to see Jane,' Emily whispered, kissing a tiny salt tear away from the minx's pale cheek.

Upstairs, Jane's bedroom was empty. She would be in her early morning bath, Emily supposed. On tiptoe, she sped along the landing and crept into the bathroom. The end bath was occupied. A cloud of steam hovered beneath the whitewashed ceiling. Emily slipped quickly into the adjacent cubicle.

'Jane .. . it's me,' she whispered fiercely. I'll see you in your room. Come quickly . .. it's Ursula . .. she's been plotting .. .'

The water splashed suddenly on the other side of the partition. Emily grinned. Bet that surprised you, she thought. Bursting with joy at the thought of seeing Jane, she turned and padded towards the bathroom door. Opening it, her heart smashed into her teeth. Descending the stairs at the end of the landing was Jane, her head of cropped blonde hair unmistakable. Emily gasped. Spinning round, she found herself staring into three cold eyes. Two belonged to Ursula, the third to her small, lethal pistol.

'So, the little bird has flown back to her nest. Time you had your wings clipped ... or torn off completely. Kneel.'

Ursula was utterly naked. Little diamonds of water droplets winked in the coiled thickets of her pubic fuzz. The heavy breasts were firm and even in her state of shock Emily noted the large, dark circles around each peaked, quivering nipple. Emily sank down on her heels, watching in fascinated horror as Ursula's toes silently trod the tiny, shining puddles gathering on the lino at her feet.

'Stay exactly where you are and remain silent. If you move, or speak, I shall shoot.'

Emily obeyed. Every gesture, every word was now proclaiming Ursula's treacherous guilt. But Emily had an ace up her sleeve. And that ace was hopefully at that very moment comandeering a bicycle in the sleepy hamlet of Steeple Parva. She prayed that he had managed to unlock the handcuffs.

'Answer me quickly. When did you return?'

'Ten minutes ago,' Emily answered candidly, relieved to be able to tell partial truths.

'Why did you return?' snapped Ursula.

'To be with Jane.'

To be with Jane: the words sounded more direct; more compelling. To speak with Jane. If she had said that she would have alerted the Nazi.

'What am I supposed to have plotted?' Ursula whispered savagely.

Emily swallowed. Her throat dried and thickened up tightly. She had forgotten using those words. Thinking quickly, she referred to Ursula's taking command.

'I thought you wanted to usurp and replace Cordelia Quidenham.'

Ursula immediately relaxed, suddenly appearing to notice the pistol in her hand and attempted a weak, unconvincing smile. The weapon drooped. 'You startled me. I was not expecting you. We are all a bit tense here. A few difficulties last night,' she whispered. Suddenly her tone became crisp. 'You are in breach of military orders. You must be dealt with.'

I'm safe. I'm safe, thought Emily. She thinks I came back here to be with Jane and protect Cordelia Quiden-ham's post. Emily sensed she still had a slight advantage. But Ursula had the gun.

'I'm taking no chances .. .' Ursula said, firmly gagging Emily, using a silk stocking which she wound tightly as she bound her captive's mouth. The second shimmering stocking was entwined tightly around her wrists, binding them together fiercely as they lay impassively in her lap.

'Up on your feet. Down to the library. Move. You are technically a deserter. A disgrace to the unit. You are now under close arrest,' her captor snarled.

Emily struggled up onto her feet. As she turned to walk through the bathroom door she felt the cool brush of slim fingers sweep up between her thighs. The loose skein of stocking fluttering down from her bound wrists was snatched and pulled back between the shivering thighs, then jerked upwards, cutting intimately into her panties above.

'Walk,' commanded Ursula, giving the taut stocking a severe, jerking twitch.

Emily felt the burning rasp between her thigh flesh and the searing scald at her soft, secret folds. She stumbled forward along the landing as a pony would under the strictures of a very tight rein. The descent down the staircase was painful and difficult for her, as Ursula jerked and controlled the taut length of stocking. Downstairs, Emily caught the faintest aroma of breakfast in the cool passageway. Jane would be seated at the large, scrubbed table, tucking into crisp bacon and delicately fried eggs. The big, brown teapot would be sitting patiently by the marmalade jar. Emily suddenly felt lonely and forlorn. But so far, she had not made any fatal slip; not roused Ursula's suspicions. She was playing the part of a wilful, unruly girl -and would continue to do so until Cordelia Quidenham arrived, no matter how painful the price for her performance.

As they entered the library - Ursula refused to call it the den in keeping with the tradition at Walnut Tree Farm -Emily shivered. The gloom of the room was dispelled by the harsh glare of the electric lights. She blinked. Ursula swept past her and tore off the dust sheet from the rocking horse.

'Up,' she barked.

Hampered by her bound wrists, Emily eventually managed to mount the mute steed. She was briskly stripped bare of her brassiere and panties. The stocking at her wrists was untied, the wrists drawn around the neck of the rocking horse, and the stocking retied tightly to bind them together once more. Ursula roughly guided her captive's naked feet into the toy stirrups. Her heart hammered with fearful apprehension as Emily clung on to the hard, cool neck which smelt of varnish. In the highly polished surface of the shining wood, she was startled by the reflection of her own fear-filled eyes.

Ursula stepped over to the debriefing table and picked up the long, yellow bamboo cane. She thrummed the air with it twice. It whistled as it cut down in a fierce arc, an eerie, flesh-tingling note, played only for the music of fear. Emily turned with difficulty, and looked over her shoulder with large, worried eyes at the dreadful sound. How cruel it was when the cane kissed the empty air. How much crueller it would be, when the cane kissed her cheeks, bunched and bare. As if for emphasis, Ursula swished the supple length of cane once more. Emily swallowed, her mouth horribly dry.

'As commander of this unit, I charge you with gross misconduct, being absent without leave ... and desertion. This is a difficult time for me. We experienced an unfortunate lapse in security last night. You are a nuisance and a distraction, but I know my duty. I am going to discipline you for your offences.'

Emily clung on tightly* to the rocking horse's neck and trembled. Her face was buried in the thick black mane of hair. She clenched her buttocks expectantly and her heart hammered, fearful of the cruel cane. The tip of the bamboo sharply tapped the wooden flanks of the horse and then tapped the painted yellow and black saddle. Emily's buttocks, shivering as they hovered three inches above, flinched in a reflexive clench. The tip of the cane prodded the outer curve of the tightly rounded left cheek.

'I want your bottom up higher,' Ursula commanded crisply. The twin peaches rose a fraction. 'Higher,' snapped the Nazi curtly. She tapped the taut rump.

Straining as she dipped her belly and clung on to the stiff neck, Emily rose up in the stirrups and offered her bare bottom up to its doom. The cane rested against the underside of her gently swelling cheeks, forcing them up another inch until Ursula seemed completely satisfied with her pre-punishment preparations. She stroked Emily's naked thigh, grazing it from hip to knee with the tip of the cane as she took two paces back, then a third, to position herself in readiness for the chastisement.

Emily shuddered and closed her eyes, squeezing them tight until a mist clouded her brain. Any moment now, she thought, her anguish would begin. It would begin almost innocently, with a slight flick of her punisher's wrist.

Swish. Whumm.

Emily's shadowy fears took on the firm substance of reality as her imagined pain became real. The cane spoke, the first stroke slicing down at a severe angle, cutting straight into her upturned buttocks. Swish. Whumm.

Before Emily had time to complete her gasp of anguish from the first scalding lash the second stroke caressed her taut satin cheeks savagely. Swish. Crack. The third came in against the bunched cheeks at a right angle, leaving a thin red stripe across the creamy hillocks as a memento.

Swish. Whompp. The fourth gave a scarlet kiss.

The door opened while the cane quivered aloft.

'Breakfast is ...' Penelope began, then gasped. 'Emily!' Even in her moment of surprise, the green-eyed girl could not conceal the note of resentment.

'Breakfast must wait. I have a visitor to entertain .. Ursula said grimly, twitching the length of yellow bamboo.

Emily tensed, bracing herself for the imminent ravishing stroke across her raised, naked cheeks. She clenched her buttocks and shuddered. Swish. Crack. The cane glittered in the electric light as it swept down across her bare bottom. The wood hugged the soft, creamy cheeks, splatting into their taut curvature. Emily grunted into her tight, wet gag that bruised her trembling lips.

'Breakfast,' Ursula murmured. 'I suppose we had better adjourn. Say hello to our visitor,' she smiled darkly, her cold grey eyes glittering. She handed the warm wood to Penelope. 'Make it a brief but warm welcome,' she admonished.

Penelope did. Gleefully. Grabbing the cane hungrily, she positioned herself, feet planted slightly apart, just behind Emily's hovering bottom. The tip of the whippy cane touched the curving left buttock, skimming the flesh fleet-ingly, then dimpling it deliciously.

Pressing her trembling thighs against the firm flanks of the rocking horse, Emily squeezed her mount hard. To sit on the painted saddle would risk igniting the scalding cheeks into a blazing inferno - but to remain astride, buttocks raised, begged for more from the stinging bamboo. Suspended between these two agonies, Emily strained to balance up on her silent steed.

Swish. Swipe. Swish. Swipe. Swish. Swipe. Three times in mercilessly rapid succession the cane sliced into the underside of the soft cheeks, striping red the creamy curves that had so far escaped the searching strokes. Emily gasped, mouthing her torment again into the gag. Her hot bottom bounced and the scorched cheeks wobbled, as her trembling thighs supported her astride the silent beast.

'That is just a taste of what awaits you. I promise you a feast when I return,' Ursula hissed as she took the cane from Penelope's tight grasp and rested it lengthways along the horse's back. Pressing hard on Emily's naked shoulder, she forced the bare-bottomed girl down onto the cane. Emily squirmed as the bamboo snuggled into her splayed cleft. She squirmed in discomfort as her punished bottom sank down over the thin yellow cane. Sinking her hot cheeks into the supple wood, she felt again the pain of her recent strokes and with the constant reminder of the instrument of pain, feared the future strokes to come.

They returned within the hour. Ursula entered bearing two riding crops, Penelope with just a malicious smile. They took a crop each and then thrummed the air, expertly testing and judging the short lengths of leather-sheathed willow for whippiness and bite.

'Up,' snarled Ursula. 'You have chosen a particularly bad time to test my patience. I am going to whip your bottom soundly. Later, I will arrange some transport which will take you back to HQ under close arrest.'

Penelope hugged herself. Those long hours in the back of the lorry, she suddenly thought. Just herself, Emily her prisoner, and a leather belt.

'HQ will hold an inquiry into the charge of desertion. My full report will secure the desired outcome,' Ursula rasped. 'Arrange the prisoner for her punishment,' she ordered.

Penelope obeyed, eagerly placing the palm of her hand under Emily's bottom and pushing upwards. Emily tipped forward on the swaying rocking horse, clutching hastily onto the arched, stiff neck to keep her balance and maintain her poise.

'Excellent,' murmured Ursula, her cold grey eyes dwelling malevolently on the twin cheeks as they rose up in a display of utter submission for the imminent whipping. 'To save time on this busy morning, we will Administer the punishment jointly.'

Emily's eyes widened in horror at the cold instruction. Clenching her fingers as she gripped onto the nodding horse, her legs trembled as they strained straight down into the stirrups. Penelope pushed the rocker with her foot, launching the horse into the momentum of a steady, rhythmical motion. Down dipped the head - up rose the bare bottom.

Whip. Snap. Whip. Crack.

On either side of the accused, the punishers applied their cruel crops almost in unison. As the front of the wooden horse dipped down, Emily's buttocks rose up, shining and smooth. Bare, bunched buttocks; vulnerable and completely defenceless. The double strokes snapped harshly down across the rounded cheeks. Emily squeaked her muted cry of anguish.

Whip. Crack. Whip. Snap.

The searing, slicing cuts striped the bottom efficiently and effectively, cracking down again and again. In her hot agony, Emily strained and struggled to escape the stinging pain, but bound tightly to the horse, and forced to cling on perilously, she was powerless in her attempts to avoid and avert the rain of stinging strokes. Her punishment was implacable.

The two crops flickered and spoke angrily, barking sharply as they lashed down across the shivering buttocks. Slowly, a warm tear trickled down Emily's flushed cheek. The molten heat spread across her blazing buttocks, oozing down the length of her tight cleft to burn between her straddling thighs. Whip. Snap. Whip. Snap.

The tightly controlled punishment ignited and illumined every secret corner of Emily's conscious being. Deep down in the abyss of her anguish, a tiny flame struggled into life and flickered faintly. Confused, she shut her eyes tightly, trying to desperately ignore the tremulous flame that danced a fascinating dance in its fragile infancy. She suddenly noticed that the bonds that tightly bound her wrists and ankles burned her with a somewhat sweeter pain. Immobile, unable to move a single muscle, her bottom was offered up in absolute obedience to the whim and will of the crops - and Emily knew that this was how it should be. Through her mist of misery, she saw with a chilling certainty that it was exactly right for her to be bared and trussed for her suffering. Where had that thought come from? From which dark corner of her spinning brain had this acceptance crawled out into the light of realisation?

Whip. Crack. Whip. Snap. A warm trickle of animal response treacled between the glistening folds of her parted labia. The agony was absolute, but Emily glimpsed, and half understood, the remote, undreamed of but dormant and stirring possibility of ecstasy.

Whip. Crack. Whip. Snap. Yes. Tied tightly, her back arched painfully, her thighs straining, she dwelt in the very epicentre of the absoluteness of her punishment. She was utterly subjugated. Her bare bottom could neither sway nor weave to escape the scorching pain. It was totally transfixed as it hovered up above the painted saddle, cheeks upturned for the fiery beating.

And yet ... a golden flame soared within her, bathing her inner being with a slow rapture. Yes. The droplets of hot lava dripped down from her soaking pubic fringe into a little puddle of liquid lust on the painted saddle. Yes. The scalded rump suffered the stripes - but defied her brain. As logic bade them clench and shrink from the crops, a darker, deeper wisdom bade them to inch up and thrust back outwards to submit and embrace the pain. Was she losing her mind? Her buttocks seemed to strain up for more. The crackling fire of pure gold leaped up within her, blazing forth new feelings and fresh emotions.

The horse rocked, faster. Emily seemed to be caught up in the gathering momentum: punishment and pain; pain and pleasure; pleasure and punishment. It was a fluid, seamless circle of dark delight. She shuddered as she saw the maggot of joy wriggling within the sweet blossom of her agony.

Whip. Snap. Whip. Crack. Emily threw her head back, tossing her dark, wanton curls down over her gleaming white shoulders. Eyes wide open, she gasped* her pleasure through the tight wet gag of silk stocking. Quivering, her scalded buttocks rose and fell with the motion of the horse to which she clung. But she fought to deny and defy her unwelcome delight. She struggled to drown her welling joy as it bubbled up from within.

Whip. Crack. Whip. Crack. Yes. The hot floods seemed to stem from the very depths of her belly. She shuddered, aching to reject the insistent delight that threatened to enrapture and engulf her trembling body.

No. No. Not with them. No. It was a tainted pleasure. No.

Willing herself, sternly commanding her unfolding petals to refurl, she clenched her teeth and shut her eyes tightly. No. She would not drink from the well of ecstasy when the waters were stale and fetid.

'Who on earth ...? Emily,' Jane cried out in surprise as she entered the former library. 'What the hell is going on?' she demanded.

Penelope flashed a resentful, dangerous glance at the blonde NCO. Ursula remained completely unperturbed.

'She is being disciplined for gross misconduct. The charges are very grave. Desertion is serious, is it not?'

'Very,' Jane echoed mechanically. 'But what has she to say? Emily?'

Emily turned her gagged mouth to face Jane.

'Ungag her,' Ursula nodded.

Jane stepped forward and bending down, unwound the fiercely tied stocking. Emily licked her dry, aching lips.

'Speak. Explain your actions,' Ursula snapped impatiently. She is a Nazi. She set fire to the dairy as a diversion, then helped the spy escape. I saw her. He is not a spy, but Cordelia's cousin. Be careful, she's got a pistol

The wild, whirling words tumbled about in Emily's brain. To utter half of them would bring an end to her scalding torment but Emily knew that Jane's life - even Penelope's - would instantly be in grave peril.

Emily saw her duty. The pistol alone quelled any thought of exposing Ursula there and then in the library. She resigned herself to the sacrifice she would have to make and to the suffering she would have to endure.

i'm sorry,' she blurted. 'I came back. Came back, to be with you.' She whimpered her excuse earnestly in order to placate and convince the listening Nazi. Penelope's face was a savage study in jealousy. Of twisted, resentful hate.

'That was a very foolish thing to do,' Jane sighed. Her tone indicated that she was not really angry with Emily, just dismayed and disappointed. The words burned deeply in Emily's heart.

'Last night, we had an incident,' Jane said softly. 'The unit will not come out of it very well. Your behaviour will only heap more discredit and shame on us, despite our success with the Grey Mice.'

'Jane,' Ursula said in a neutral tone, her cold grey eyes never leaving Penelope's mask of jealousy for a second.

'Yes?' Jane replied.

'I think it fitting for you to continue with the punishment.'

Penelope flashed her broad smile of delight and Jane nodded slowly in agreement.

'More in sorrow than in anger,' she murmured, taking the smooth crop from Penelope's trembling fingers.

Swish. Crack. The swift, sure stroke immediately awakened and rekindled the latent, fierce pain of the previous stripes. Emily's bottom blazed.

Swish. Crack. Down beneath her belly, the tiny daisy of dark desire opened up its petals slowly to the burning sun of her punishment. A sticky ooze gathered at her fringe. Yes. The strokes were cruel but her suffering was sweet.

Triumphant in her sacrifice, Emily hugged the horse. Swish. Crack. Now it was Jane swiping the crop, Emily thought. Jane. The lissome, cropped blonde with the fierce lips that burned as they lingered. Swish. Crack. Jane, her slim shoulders rising as her pale arm arched the quivering crop up. Swish. Crack. Jane. Her soft bottom bulging as her left leg took her weight in the exertion of administering the punishment. Emily shivered with crimson delight.

Swish. Crack. Emily thrust her bottom up in a joyful offering to Jane. This, she knew, was not a tainted pleasure. With Jane, it was not a disturbing delight.

Swish. Crack. Emily gasped aloud as the supple length of lithe willow striped her bunched, creamy cheeks with another hot, red line.

Yes. This is what she had desired, without fully realising it, ever since the browsing Dornier had bombed their lorry and Jane had protectively dominated Emily's body beneath her firm flesh in the evening orchard.

Emily's climax rippled downwards, the sweet spasms jerking her hips and glistening thighs. Penelope narrowed her eyes, sensing the approach of the velvet volcano - disbelieving at first, and then bitterly resenting the disturbing evidence of the threshing girl's imminent joy.

Swish. Crack. Emily cried like a gull in the wind as pure honey spindled down from her dark hive.

'Stop,' screamed Penelope as she stamped her foot.

Too late. Emily groaned a long, soft sweet moan. Her bucking, jerking rump slumped down into the cold, hard, painted saddle. Fresh ripples of the exquisite agony exploded across her taut, ravished cheeks. She parted her quivering lips and a pure scream of delight was torn from her throat.

'Stop, stop .. .' Penelope wailed. 'The bitch is loving it. Loving every minute of it ...'

The severely punished girl buckled and collapsed down into her rocking horse, her body's entire length swept with the climactic orgasm. Clasping her thighs around the horse, it seemed to come alive within their pumping, urging shudders. Rider and ridden fused into one molten motion as Emily clung onto the arched wooden neck with her arms, straddling the saddle with her wet thighs and squeezing the flanks with her knees - riding her steed over the brink of her swirling abyss.

Penelope snatched the crop and was about to beat the crimson buttocks savagely when a voice from the doorway froze her in mid swipe.

'A little early in the season for point-to-point, isn't it?'

Cordelia Quidenham stepped into the room. All eyes, including the clouded, unfocused vacancy in Emily's, turned.

'I hear that you have been having problems. An escape. But what is going on here?'

Ursula gave a brief account of the escape of the spy, stressing her own efforts to find him in the dark and deal with the blaze in the dairy. Penelope, seizing the chance to further ingratiate herself, supported Ursula's evidence, stressing the bravery and calm leadership of her newfound protector. Ursula smiled modestly, no doubt relieved by the little toad's corroboration, Emily thought. But any moment now, the false mask would be ripped off by Cordelia Quidenham and the Nazi would be exposed for the traitor she was.

Cordelia Quidenham received the report impassively and declined to allocate blame. Even Penelope's insinuation that the fire in the dairy was probably started by a carelessly discarded cigarette - at which Jane flashed her a resentful glance - was set aside for later discussion.

Turning to Emily, she again asked for an explanation. Penelope spoke up again, relishing the opportunity to blacken Emily by embellishing and embroidering her supposed crimes. Cordelia Quidenham nodded and gazed down at Emily. Smiling briefly, she winked conspirator-ially. It was a fleeting wink, but unmistakable.

Emily remained expressionless, but inside she melted into a warm sensation of safety and security. The captain was back and was in control, and had just secretly signalled that all was well, and all would be well. Soon, it would all be over. No more punishment, no more suspense, no more misery.

'Very well. I am of course deeply disappointed with the girl. Give her another six strokes, Penelope .. .' Emily froze.

'Leaving us so soon?' the captain said softly to Ursula, who had been inching towards the door. 'Not staying to watch the girl being beaten?' Cordelia Quidenham purred.

'Things to do; a report to write,' Ursula shrugged. The door was now open and Ursula turned to depart.

'Would you be kind enough to get my gun. I'm afraid I left it in the staff car. Oh, and the ignition keys. Thanks.'

'Very well,' Ursula replied.

'So kind,' Cordelia Quidenham smiled. Then, tensing slightly, she flicked her arm up straight.

'Heil Hitler,' she barked.

'Heil .. .' Ursula snapped back efficiently, her arm shooting up in good Nazi robotic tradition. The smile, and the words, froze on her lips. The enormity of her brief, momentary lapse dawned on her. Her cold grey eyes narrowed into glacial slits. Her hand shot into her waist pocket.

'Watch out, she has a . . .' Emily shouted.

Ursula produced the Mauser pistol before Emily could complete her warning words. A single shot into the ceiling brought down a fine powdering of white plaster onto Emily's naked body.

'Stand still, all of you. I will kill the next one to move.'

'Ursula,' said Penelope stupidly, not understanding the rapid sequence of events.

'Silence. Now, all of you. Stand back. Hands up where I can see them.' Ursula stepped back through the open door. She pulled the door after her. They heard the key turn. Jane stepped forward, but Emily, who had managed to struggle down from the rocking horse, tripped her up. They both fell heavily to the carpet - just in time to avoid two bullets that splintered through the wooden panel of the door and buried themselves into the rocking horse.

'I knew she'd do that. Sorry, Jane,' Emily murmured.

They all crumpled down on the richly patterned carpet. Outside, there came the angry racing of a car engine. Tyres slewed across the loose chippings on the gravel drive. Then they heard the roar of a car speeding away.

'Do something,' Jane gasped, pale and stunned.

it is already done,' Cordelia Quidenham smiled. 'The staff ear has a limited amount of petrol, carefully measured. My gun contains blanks. She won't get away. Just far enough to lead us to her own, private rat run.'

Jane frowned, still uncomprehending. Emily skipped across and gave the captain a hug.

'Brilliant. Oh, you are so clever ...'

'And you, my girl, are a very courageous young woman. Now let me see that poor bottom of yours. My goodness...'

The beef stew was satisfying and the dumplings were delicious. The minx was renowned for the plump moistness and firmly pleasant texture of her dumplings But neither they, nor the golden-topped apple crumble and custard could arrest the excited babble of explanations, questions, answers and more questions at the table.

Emily, who had been bathed, dried and gently talcumed by Cordelia Quidenham - whose firm hands had proved so surprisingly soothing when tending to her ravished cheeks - gave a full account to Jane. From the overheard curse in harsh German to the flames leaping out of the dairy. Jane sat in amazement, her forkful of dumpling aquiver. All through her excited account, the captain nodded judiciously.

'Of course, I should have told you, but I did not wish to place you in any direct danger. By the way, William phoned just before lunch. My cousin,' she smiled at Jane.

Emily blushed slightly.

'Gave me quite a confused version of his experiences here. Had a memorable time with someone dressed up as his nanny. Can either of you shed any possible light on this?'

Head bowed down over her delicious apple crumble, Emily toyed with her creamy custard shyly.

'Ursula's suggestion, that. Her little scheme to protect him. Gave her time to put together a plan to liberate him, believing him to be another link in the Nazi chain of treachery. Swallowed it hook, line and sinker. And those Rhodesian Riflers convinced her. Game girls. Very game,' the captain remarked warmly. 'Convinced her totally.'

'So Intelligence had tumbled her weeks ago . . .?' Jane asked.

'Absolutely. But we had to be sure. Set the trap. That's why I went away, to give her a free hand ...'

'To release William after starting that fire in the dairy ...'

'Yes. And she gave him an almost complete set of plans. We should net at least three mainland Nazi spies. She'll lead us to the others.'

The captain recounted how she had deliberately mentioned the staff car complete with ignition keys and then exposed Ursula with the Nazi salute.

'In that unthinking moment, she blew her cover completely.'

Emily remembered the brutal salute Ursula had blindly given: a robotic gesture.

'The staff car has a painted roof. See it for miles.'

'They'll put a Spitfire up from Church Appleton,' Jane chuckled. 'No need to risk any more lives. When she reaches her bolt hole, then they'll move in.'

'William mentioned you in dispatches, Emily,' the captain smiled archly. 'Very warmly. How you ... assisted him during the long hours of night.'

'Coffee?' Emily blushed, busying herself with the empty plates.

'Mm, please,' Jane nodded. 'Where is Penelope?'

'She will be joining us shortly. I have several things I wish to say to that young woman. Several,' Cordelia Quidenham said darkly.

Whilst Emily and the minx served coffee, Jane lit up a cigarette and flicked the dead match into an ashtray. It missed. The captain picked it up and sighed. The minx was then asked to bring Penelope down from her room into the kitchen. Jane carefully poured out a second round of coffee.

'She planted that code book in your room. I see that now, of course,' Cordelia Quidenham observed. 'And as for that sly suggestion that it may have been your cigarette that started the fire in the dairy, it really was quite malicious of her .. .' Jane grimaced. 'Remarkable bad form all round. Needs a firm hand on her tiller to steer a straight course,' the captain reflected. 'A firm hand.'

The other two agreed.

'But we had better not trouble HQ with it all, best to keep it in the family, as it were.' Emily and Jane nodded, grinning broadly.

Penelope was led into the kitchen.

'Are you peckish?' the captain asked.

'No, not really,' sulked the corporal.

'Good. Lunch is over but there is still plenty of time to see that you get your just dessert. Strip,' she thundered out the concluding command.

Trembling, Penelope obeyed. How vulnerable a young woman looks, Emily mused, with her blouse flapping open over her swelling cleavage within. How delicate, she thought, when stripped down to stockings and suspenders. How delicious, she observed, when the ripe breasts fall free and spill, tumbling, from their taut cupped bondage.

'Hurry up, private,' came the crisp command.

'P ... p ... private,' she replied, querulously. 'What about my stripe?' the near naked girl whined.

'I have plenty of stripes for you, my girl,' Cordelia Quidenham snapped. 'A round dozen for your malicious little game of hide and seek. Another dozen to teach you the meaning of loyalty ...'

Penelope wailed her protest.

'Silence. You have tried and tested my patience with you sorely, for which I award you a further dozen. And another dozen for being an all round bad egg

Penelope paled and clutched the edge of the table, her breasts wobbling engagingly. Emily sipped her coffee and sighed with sheer contentment.

'I don't know how many that makes and quite frankly I don't care.'

Emily noticed the dark triangle of pubic hair shiver as the green-eyed, naked girl clenched her buttocks in an automatic reflex of fear.

'In fact, what I propose is that you get ten strokes every day for the next fortnight or so. Bend over that stool.'

Shivering - despite the warm afternoon sun - Penelope obeyed. Emily perused the dark valley between the creamy cheeks of the bare bottom.

The minx was summoned from her scullery.

'Penelope is to be your domestic for a couple of ...' Days? wondered the minx, curiously. Weeks? Speculated Emily, hopefully.

'... months,' the captain declared. 'You are to punish her in a few moments. When she has been punished, put her straight into the domestic's uniform, then put her to work. You are to give her ten strokes now .. .'

Emily smiled grimly as she watched Penelope's bare buttocks sway in miserable expectation, the cheeks dimpling as she clenched them fearfully.

'... and after lunch every day for the next few weeks. Stripe her hard. She has earned them. Otherwise, punish her as often as you like. Her bottom is yours, do with it what you will. Proceed.'

Emily reflected on many things as she sipped her delicious coffee, listening to the sweet sound of the crop being plied to deadly purpose. Swish, swish. The minx was warming to her task.

Emily imagined the black, gleaming staff car gunning through the Worcestershire lanes, while up above, silent in the blue heavens, a Spitfire watched its frantic progress. Swish. A yelp from the punished confirmed the effectiveness of the punisher and the effect of the punishment. Swish.

Emily closed her eyes and thought of Ursula, hunched behind the wheel, her eyes flickering up in scorn as she glimpsed the Spitfire. Soon her squadrons of Me 109's would wipe the Britishers from the sky. Emily thought of the pilot, lazy and relaxed, as he radioed through details of the black car beetling below.

Swish. The crop sliced into the upturned bottom and as Penelope squealed the captain nodded approvingly. Swish. Swish.

Emily hugged her knees under the table, savouring the sweetness of the delicious moment. The warmth of the late, indian summer suffused the kitchen and the smell of burning leaves in the garden drifted up like incense offered to some pagan god of autumnal lore. She recalled the captain smoothing cool talcum powder into her hot punished cheeks; the two bullets whizzing into the rocking horse; and above all, Emily dwelt on this, the thrill of the harsh slice of cruel crop into her taut, naked flesh.

Swish. Swish. Emily shivered deliciously as Penelope yelped. Emily imagined, through tightly closed eyes, the small, bare feet threshing in the empty air. The chastised girl's whitened knuckles as she clenched her fists in fierce protest at the harsh strokes. Swish. The final striping lash snapped harshly against the bunched cheeks.

Emily opened her eyes. Across the stool, the naked girl lay sniffling in her burning shame and scalding sorrow. Emily gazed steadily the soundly whipped, thoroughly punished bottom. One. Two. Three. She counted the stripes. Four. Five. She counted eight in all. The minx must have lashed the bare cheeks in exactly the same spot on two occasions. Yes. There were two very red stripes, shimmering between the other fainter, pink stripes. Emily sighed. Every day, after a blissful lunch - rabbit and onions, shepherd's pie, liver and bacon, grilled chops, a walloping plateful of bangers and light, fluffy mash - Emily would enjoy the even more delicious treat of Penelope being paraded before the lunch table, stripped and bending over the stool, taking her punishment. There would be other treats in store for her, Emily realised. At breakfast -the whiff of burned toast and the following sounds of Penelope's bare bottom being swiped with the deadly wooden spoon. At teatime - spilt milk and a spanking for the green-eyed girl. Ironing left undone - and the minx scalding the penitent domestic over her knee. There was so much to look forward to!

That evening Emily apologised to Jane. The blonde shushed and soothed her sweetly.

'No, no,' she insisted. 'It is me who must apologise. For punishing you like that. And you were so ... brave. You saved my life. Ursula fired to wound or kill, not frighten. You saved my life,' Jane whispered.

Emily squeezed Jane's arm affectionately. 'Am I forgiven?'

'Am I?' rejoined Jane.

'Of course you are ...' they jointly chimed, paused, and then laughed.

'I will make it up to you. Tonight. In bed. Come to me, after supper.'

Emily smiled and nodded willingly. 'I'll be there,' she sighed happily, sinking her soft, dark curls down onto Jane's shoulder.

They continued walking slowly, thigh-deep among the pungent blackcurrant bushes. Autumn was crisping the leaves with streaks of yellow and gold. Above the distant beech trees, the busy rooks wheeled in slow, hypnotising circles. Suddenly, a Spitfire tore across the sky. Dipping down into a graceful swoop, it skimmed across the tall Tudor chimneys of Walnut Tree Farm. Soaring, the Merlin engine hummed its sweet bass notes and the Spitfire flipped over into a triumphant victory roll.

They got her. And two more,' Cordelia Quidenham cried, standing at the far end of the cinder path. With her legs planted firmly apart and her full breasts straining within her taut blouse, the captain looked magnificent. Like some avenging angel. She approached them.

'We'll have them back by breakfast tomorrow. My goodness,' Cordelia Quidenham rasped with every evidence of dark relish. 'What a debriefing that'll prove to be. No pretence or willing compliance for those Nazi swine. Our canes will cut for real; our belts will bite in earnest!'

Up above the beech trees, the startled rooks were still scattering in ragged cartwheels of alarm.

Chapter 10

Jane's bed was soft and white. Emily revelled in it like a puppy in the snow. Jane's body was also soft and white and Emily melted under it like the snow beneath the sun.

Spreadeagled, her face squashed down into the pillows, Emily was urgently impatient for the sweet domination. Jane eased the lithe length of her nakedness down, pressing her rounded breasts into Emily's back just beneath her shoulders. The thickened nipples burned deliciously into the soft stretch of silken skin beneath them. Eyes shut tight, Emily shivered as she felt the rasp of pubic hair graze her upturned, quivering bottom. Deep in the white pillows, Jane's firm, slim hands gripped the submissive wrists fiercely. At the foot of the bed, the dominating feet triumphed as they pinned down the splayed feet of the other.

The two naked young women sighed their mutual sense of bliss. Jane stretched, catlike, and settled her warmth heavily down into the flesh beneath her. Gently, she urged her squashed breasts deeper into the firmness of Emily's warm skin, dragging her swollen, peaked nipples against the taut surface. Gently, she thrust her hips down into the velvety, pliant buttocks, riding the double domes of creamy, peach-soft warmth with her unbridled pubic delta. Carefully, she licked away the shock of dark, disorderly curls with her pink rasping tongue - baring the soft, white flesh of the nape - before nipping the supple flesh with her tiny, sharp teeth. Emily moaned and shuddered as a thrill of sheer pleasure rippled down her spine. Jane felt the imperceptible joggle of the naked buttocks against her and smiled as she thrust her hips down once again as if to capture and contain their shivering delight. Emily's feet twitched and jerked, her toes wriggling with the delicious sensation. Jane pinned them down in a gesture of tender tyranny. The spreadeagled girl stretched her body to its full extent, luxuriating in her sweet submission, offering up every inch of bare flesh to the firm warmth of her controller. Up to the rounded breasts that squashed down into her, drowning her in their heavy splendour. Up to the flat, firm belly that pinioned her, calming the weaving, swaying hips. Up to the wide warmth of the plump hips that proclaimed their absolute supremacy as they straddled her bare bottom.

The delicious moment congealed as time froze around them. Molten and enthralled, they fused into each other. The happy conqueror and her conquest trembled within the spell of their intense delight. Time became unreckon-able and seconds were superfluous and minutes became meaningless.

Emily sighed, Jane drew herself up silently like a shadow upon water, pulling back and gathering together her willing victim's hands as she knelt, her thighs straddling the bare buttocks beneath her. Pinning the two captive hands together by their wrists, Jane craned forward and plunged her free hand into the thick curls that tossed upon the snowy pillow. Her talons closed, gathering up a dominant clutch of hair. Trapped and tamed, Emily shuddered as a stream of hot quicksilver trickled through her pubic fringe. A slight flick of the dominant wrist, and Emily's face was exposed, the small, sweet mouth turned up to receive Jane's lips and probing tongue. Another flick of the firm, controlling hand, and Emily's face was swiftly buried into the soft whiteness of the pillow. Her surrender was complete, her submission assured. Jane suddenly dipped her head down into the rounded flesh of the left cheek of the bare bottom, licking, licking, sucking and biting gently with a delicate fury. The ravished girl threshed in her firm bondage and wailed sweet notes of molten frenzy.

The entire length of her superb nakedness now suspended an inch above the spreadeagled girl beneath, Jane lowered herself down gracefully - as a swan lands on the ice of a winter's pond - in a controlled, concentrated descent. Swinging the plump weight of her rounded hips from side to side, she deliberately skimmed the surface of Emily's bare buttocks, rasping their swelling curves with her blonde pubis. Emily responded instantly with a thin squeal as she clenched her cheeks and jerked them upwards. Jane tightened her controlling grip of the dark, tamed curls, forcing the juddering girl's face firmly into the pillow.

'Please ...' begged Emily in muffled, whimpering tones. It was not a logical statement. It was not a rational request. It was just a primal, carnal confirmation of her pure pleasure. And a sobbing plea for more.

Jane bent down and slowly and generously, kissed Emily on each white shoulder with lingering, burning lips. Her shining tongue, pink and wicked, peeped out and found the furrow of the dimpled spine and followed it down its full length - rising up to trace the swell of the joggling buttocks and pausing at the trembling shadow of the quivering, clenched cleft. The tongue rasped against the taut fissure. Emily's belly fluttered and her thighs loosened. Relaxing her buttocks, she admitted the probing tongue and inching her bottom up, she welcomed it eagerly. Jane smiled serenely, registering and understanding the gesture of the proffered cheeks. She plunged her face down, burying it hungrily into their silken warmth, licking, licking, sucking, sucking, and again, biting gently. Drunk on the heady liquid lust, Emily moaned her intoxicated pleasure. Plangent susurrations of incoherent sensuality were torn from her glistening, parted lips. Deep in her secret place, her dynamo of desire whirred, pulsing out ripples of powerful delight.

Up on her toes now, her lithe legs muscled tautly as they strained to support her, Jane flexed her knees down and guided her pubic mound in rhythmical sweeps across the crown of the passive buttocks. The firm cheeks wobbled tremulously, briefly flattening beneath the sweep of dominating flesh. Again, the hips thrust and swept. And yet again. Faster, faster and faster still in a controlled, deliberate precision like the powerful pumping of an oiled piston. Jane thrust down, and down again, onto the splayed, glistening buttocks. The cropped blonde's soft labial lips parted and split wide open, dragging their sticky, wet flesh folds across the upturned rump. Her tiny pink bud stiffened and unfurled. Emily felt its nipple-like presence against her tingling cheeks and screamed softly. Jane powered her pumping hips down harder, her firm control slipping away into a molten frenzy. From her belly down to the divide between her soft, inner thighs, pulses of raw, undisciplined pleasure ravished her innermost core. Trilling her shrill scream of delight, as the dizzy lark tumbles its sweet silvery notes of joy from the heavens, Jane rode her naked mount over the edge of her paroxysm, gripping the white shoulders with her clenched fingers, thrusting her bare bottom up in an arc behind her, burying her breasts savagely into Emily's hot back. The rounded breasts ground down so fiercely they almost split like an overripe fruit beneath the burning summer sun. Shuddering and jerking, she hammered her wet delight into the passive buttocks, her soft scream clear and strong as it celebrated the orgasm. Two pairs of hands softly sought and found each other, each hand gripping the other in a geometry of pleasure and a fusion of delight. Jane buckled and collapsed, sinking down across the naked warmth of Emily's supine body, her breasts now squashed triumphantly into the hot, quivering rump. For a long, silent stream of uncounted minutes, their passage marked only by the deep, heaving sighs of the spent girls, Jane stretched out, satisfied and sated.

They did not hear the door open surreptitiously. They did not hear it close softly behind William's cautious figure. The decoy-spy tiptoed into the bedroom. Jane's eyes flickered up. She smiled. William, naked and erect, lay down alongside Emily, who, startled by his touch, shrank back slightly. Turning her face up swiftly to gaze at him, she mewed happily. Nothing was said. No words were spoken. Simply sighs of pleasure and welcome. William eased himself under Emily's naked bosom. They lay crushed, nipple to nipple, in sweet reunion. Mouth to her throat, belly to belly, he entered her quickly and massively. Jane curled up at Emily's feet, watching with fascination as Emily's buttocks dimpled, clenching spasmodically as she dealt with his thick erection within her. A slow, rhythmical heaving and coupled bucking denoted their unison, their sweet congress of joined flesh. Emily entwined his naked body with her slim, white arms, pulling him into her squashed breasts. Responding to the firm weight of her warm flesh, and delighting in their pliant, rounded intimacy, he groaned and pumped his hips up into her, shafting her deeply with penetrating precision. The soft bosom joggled, the hard nipples dragging into him. He gasped aloud. Emily's freely spilling wetness sparkled as it spread across his thighs. Jane, drawn back to Emily's bare bottom as if magnetised, rested her face down into the bouncing buttocks. Emily cried out softly at the blonde's damask touch, shivering in response to fingertips that fleet-ingly shimmered up and down her thighs; to the caress of the blonde's firm breasts bunched warmly into her rounded hip; to the warm lips working hungrily against the taut cheek of her swollen right buttock.

Smack.

Emily's gasp of pleasure sent William jerking and juddering beneath her. Smack. She moaned again as Jane's firm palm spanked her tightened cheeks once more. Spurred by the knowledge of the blonde punishing the bare-bottomed brunette, William's thrusts quickened as his excitement ignited. Smack. Smack.

Emily squealed and wriggled her spanked bottom, rocketing the man beneath and inside her into inexorable shudders of ecstasy. Reaching out, his hand groped blindly, and urgently found Jane's plump buttocks. He squeezed them very hard, three times, then inched his thumb up between the satin cheeks into the warmth within the cleft's shadowed depths. Hearing Jane's grunt of pleasure, Emily reached back and scrabbled for the pubic fringe. Probing and dabbling, they soon parted and entered beyond the silken curtains of sticky flesh.

The spanking grew more severe. Sharper. Emily shuddered in her hot painful pleasure as William's thumb probed ruthlessly and Emily's fingers dug deeply.

Smack. Smack. Smack. The glistening cheeks crimsoned angrily as the lambent flames of punishment licked across the taut surface of the satin flesh. Smack.

The man's hard, lean body suddenly tensed. Buried deep up inside Emily, the burgeoning knout of his thickening shaft quivered.

Smack. Emily squeezed her buttocks tightly as the hot hand spanked down; her fingers plunging wildly into Jane's wetness. Smack. Jane moaned as the thumb jerked up into her warmth with a brutal tenderness. Baring her teeth, she uttered a savage snarl of delight. Smack. Slipping her hand down between the writhing limbs, she grasped and squeezed the man's hot balls.

William came. He grunted his prolonged, liquid release with a sweet, low moan - his hips pumping Emily savagely and his thumb buried as it impaled the blonde.

As the hot cheeks trembled under the final, echoing spank, Emily's hips swayed and her bare bottom started to buck and bounce. Her fingertips found Jane's tiny sliver of joy and worried it rapidly with teasing tweaks and tugs. Jane shuddered but Emily - speared by the thick, rippling shaft inside her - collapsed into her paroxysm first, tumbling headling into her crimson vortex. She sank down across William, smothering his pale, lust-slackened face with her heavy breast flesh. Behind her, her bare bottom, reddened by the spanking, jerked and threshed in delirium. Seconds later, Jane shrieked and shuddered as she spun into her own private world; a world where the grass grew scarlet from the earth that glowed gold .. .

'Quite an appetite this morning,' said William. 'Must have been that slight autumn frost earlier on.'

'Quite possibly,' Cordelia Quidenham commented. 'Though I doubt very much if your appetite has been sharpened by any fluctuations in the mercury of the barometer!'

Emily giggled. The fish cakes were eyed cautiously, sniffed inquisitively and then wolfed with relish.

'Flaked trout flesh, parsley from the garden, a little egg yolk to bind and a dab of butter to blend. Fluffy mashed potato and a pinch of mace. Simple,' the minx crowed triumphantly as she bore another warmed plateful straight from the oven.

Jane poured out another round of tea, serving Emily first and then William. She clenched her bottom, reflexively.

A crash splintered in the pantry probably a stone marmalade jar. Emily paused in the act of raising a forkful of the piping hot fish cake to her parted lips. A voice raised in anger - that of the minx - drowned the snivelling protests. In her hand, Emily's fork quivered expectantly. Any second now ...

Smack.

'Ow ... no ...'

Slap. Smack.

'No ...'

Emily nodded with satisfaction and, smiling, closed her lips over the delicious mouthful. Eyes tightly shut, she savoured the moment.

Slap. Slap. Smack. Penelope wailed. Divine.

Slap. Spank. In the scullery, Penelope's bare bottom would be crimsoning by now. Sublime. William's voice, as if suddenly enlivened by the echoing punishment, broke the spell.

'Do you know, I think I'll give those delicious fish cakes another go. Emily? May I tempt you?'

'Oh, I think you've managed to do that already, cousin dear,' the captain observed drily.

Jane snorted. Emily blushed under Cordelia Quiden-ham's knowing gaze and meekly offered up her empty plate.

The large truck rumbled up to the door at ten sharp. Out of it, clambering down over the wooden tailboard with difficulty because of their handcuffs, came two sulking young women. They were Ursula's accomplices - taken as the net closed. Behind them, Ursula herself appeared, blindfolded.

'Why have we stopped?' she demanded. 'Where are we?'

'Get her out/ snapped the captain, who was supervising the proceedings.

Emily noticed Ursula's face whiten briefly with fear. It was a transient reflex of anxiety before the proud, contemptuous mask returned. She was hauled down unceremoniously by the brusque keepers. For the first time their duties at the unit were for real and in earnest, not make believe as before with the supposed Grey Mice.

'Take her away. No talking,' the captain instructed the three keepers.

Ursula, squirming and writhing, was dragged away in their vice-like grip.

Emily was given the two captured accomplices to manage as the captain busied herself with the driver who had appeared around the back of the lorry. The captain took the set of sealed orders. The heavy red seal winked in the sunlight as the captain tapped the thick bundle in her gloved hand.

'Emily. Take those two into the den. Just a preliminary examination, mind. I have to see to the departures.'

Emily nodded. Already the three 'Grey Mice' - all cheerful and merry - were up inside the waiting lorry and en route for their Rhodesian Rifle Unit. Seeing Emily, they all skipped back down and kissed her farewell. The girl who played the role of Sonia pressed an address and an invitation upon Emily.

'Look us up . .. you'll always be very, very welcome ...'

The brave volunteers would soon be going, Emily mused as she smiled warmly. Carrying with them, no doubt, delicious memories of their mock debriefings. Sad that no citations would be theirs for playing such a successful part in luring and netting Ursula. But then, Emily smiled, there were no medals minted for conduct unbecoming. She waved goodbye to Gretchen, Eva and the delightful Sonia. Then she turned to her captives.

'This way,' Emily indicated. The two captured spies, heads bowed down and hands bound before them, slowly

entered Walnut Tree Farm.

* * *

In the den, Emily switched on the electric lights, dispelling the dark. The two handcuffed girls blinked.

'You are both under close arrest. The charges will be laid soon. You are both, I believe, English. English but Nazi trained. We will discover the ugly details at length; for now, simple answers will do.'

The red-haired, fiery-eyed girl stared but did not speak. Her accomplice, a petite, deliciously bosomed strawberry blonde, merely pouted. Emily tried to iron out the tremble in her voice which shook with anger. Suddenly, the proud redhead spoke swiftly and curtly to her petite colleague: 'tell her nothing', she rasped.

Stung by the upper-crust, almost aristocratic drawl, Emily seethed. Such treachery and such arrogance. Such a corruption of privilege. She paced briskly over to the redhead. 'Silence,' she commanded. 'Later, you would be well advised to answer every question put to you. Answer fully, truthfully and quickly if you wish to avoid certain ... consequences . ..'

i demand . ..' the redhead snapped, tossing her hair imperiously as if Emily were merely a Bond Street shopgirl.

'You demand nothing,' barked Emily, equal to the occasion. 'Bend over that table. I am going to give you a taste of the fruits of treachery.'

The redhead raised her handcuffed wrists up in protest; a futile gesture of defiance. Emily grappled with her and smartly bent her face downwards over the table. Spreading the struggling girl's legs apart, she gathered a handful of the flame-coloured hair and tamed and dominated the squirming traitor.

The strawberry blonde stared wide-eyed as she saw her companion being efficiently stripped naked by Emily who then severely spanked the bulging cheeks of the exposed bottom. The redhead squealed.

Smack. Smack. Smack. The crisp punishment echoed sharply around the walls of the den. Smack. Smack. Smack. Three more stinging slaps reddened the bare bottom in rapid succession.

Gathering up a flesh fold of the soft, left buttock cheek,

Emily gripped and squeezed it ruthlessly between her taut fingers. The crimson cheek bulged invitingly and Emily succumbed. Smack. Smack. Smack. She spanked the traitor's cheek hard. Very hard. She paused, her hand now resting quiescently against the warmth of the punished bottom. The hot buttocks juggled beneath the pressure of her flat palm. The subdued redhead looked up over her left shoulder anxiously.

This is just a taste ...' Emily almost whispered.

As if to emphasise the point, Emily scalded the bare bottom with three more echoing spanks. The crimson rump shuddered.

'Kneel. Down on the floor. Kneel,' Emily ordered.

Shaken by her chastisement, the captured spy obeyed.

'And what about you, little one?' Emily asked, striding towards the petite strawberry blonde.

The delicious little traitor shrank back and whimpered.

'Save your tears for the cane and crop, girl,' Emily said softly, almost tenderly. Without removing the handcuffs that clasped her wrists fiercely together, Emily stripped the girl slowly, admiring the breasts as they sprang from their silken bondage; relishing the warm, soft heavy flesh as it spilled in its unrestricted freedom. The hips were wide: the waist narrow; the buttocks superb. Emily cupped both buttocks in her hand, squeezing them slightly as she prised them apart.

The petite blonde rose up on her toes, but offered no resistance. Emily skimmed the flesh of the rump with her thumb, stroking the curved flesh just above the cleft. The girl mewed softly and squirmed, spreading her legs a fraction. Emily stroked the cleft firmly with a rigid, probing finger. She felt her captive's belly flutter.

'And are you going to cooperate? Answer all my questions? Or must I be severe with you too?' Emily whispered into her ear.

The little traitor shivered. Emily noted the sway of the creamy rump and smiled. Sinking her chin gently down onto the white shoulder, Emily gazed down. The small nipples rose up from the splendid breasts and soon the pink buds were dark red and engorged. Emily stretched out and held the joggling bosom. Her hands cupped, then squeezed, slowly and firmly.

'Will you?' she whispered once more.

'Yes . . . yes ...' came the vehement response.

Emily released her fierce grip and swiftly brought her hands back down to the creamy, exposed buttocks. She dug her splayed fingers into the curve of the swollen cheeks, pressed and lifted. Up on her toes again, the strawberry blonde squealed. The taloned fingers gripped her bare bottom now, dragging the cheeks apart, widening the cleft. The petite blonde squirmed in her exquisite torment.

Then the moment came. The moment Emily had sensed - but had to be sure of. She felt the buttocks pushing backwards, eager and anxious for more of the gentle violence and tender domination. In her continuing vice-like grip, the living flesh rippled as if offered itself up in submissive surrender.

'Thank you,' Emily whispered. 'You have told me all I need to know.'

The girl turned and gazed up in bewilderment into Emily's eyes. 'Then you won't ... punish me? Please don't,' she wailed.

'For you, there may ... I only say may ... be another way.'

The redhead looked up and sneered at her timorous accomplice. Emily strode across to the kneeling nude, sweeping the cane up into her hand as she passed the table.

'Bend over. Get your bottom up. Now.' The command was crisp and sharp.

Shivering slightly, the kneeling girl obeyed at once. Her rounded rump rose up invitingly. Emily tapped it three times with the tip of the cane. The redhead quivered and her tumbling breasts shuddered deliciously.

'Understand this well. The amount of pain and punishment you suffer . ..' Emily spoke softly but distinctly, '... depends on the amount you ask for. So far, you have done nothing but demand to be whipped. So be it.'

Swish. The cane sliced down, striping the bare, upturned bottom smartly. Swish. A searching swipe and the bunched buttocks winced sharply in anguish. Swish. Swish. The kneeling redhead hissed her pain. Swish.

Emily whipped the supple length of yellow bamboo down across the taut silken cheeks. Another faint pink stripe scored the cream with crimson.

'Up. That is a taste of the fruit of punishment. Beware. The orchard is ripe and heavy. The harvest is plentiful. There is an abundance of pain and no scarcity of suffering ...' Emily was tapping the striped buttocks as if to emphasise her dire warning when the door opened softly.

'Problems?' asked Jane, closing the door behind her.

'Not at all,' Emily beamed. 'We are just getting to know one another a little better. I have just been introducing myself, and my cane, to this traitorous beauty's bare bottom.'

'So these are the two that were captured along with Ursula. Good of her to lead us to them, wasn't it?' Jane smiled grimly. 'Taken like rats in a trap. I've got some documentation on them. HQ had them under surveillance. They have plenty to tell us.'

'Yes, I'm sure,' Emily nodded. 'This one will be for the seesaw,' she added, patting the bare bottom of the strawberry blonde. 'But I'm afraid it's going to be the rocking horse for the redhead.'

'I'd like to help you on the seesaw,' Jane mused speculatively.

'I thought you might,' Emily grinned broadly.

'We are both invited for sherry with the captain in the kitchen in five minutes. Don't be late. Sounds important,' Jane added as she departed.

Emily summoned the keepers and watched as the two traitors filed out of the den in silence. Turning to switch out the lights, Emily lingered and gazed at the shrouded rocking horse. Soon it would rear and plunge, its shining flanks straddled by the naked redhead. Emily, crop aquiver, would be urging the steed on. Faster and faster -causing the bare bottom to lift up and present itself for punishment. Emily smiled. How strange, she suddenly realised, to whip the rider not the ridden. Her soft eyes took in the seesaw in a sweeping glance. Soon, she mused, the petite strawberry blonde would be soaring up and swooping down. How she would squeak and squeal her delight.

The meeting in the kitchen was brief but breathtaking. Cordelia Quidenham bubbled with a pride and pleasure she could not disguise.

'Come along, come along, be seated. I've organised sherry and biscuits. Where has that little minx got to? Never mind ...' she bustled.

Jane, William and Emily sat down. The captain fiddled impatiently with her sheaf of papers, tapping them and tidying them repeatedly.

'I won't beat about the bush. It's good news. Confirmation from HQ. The entire operation has been deemed a success. Nailing Ursula and her two accomplices has certainly won this unit its spurs. HQ are very, very impressed. Well done, everyone,' she beamed.

That's wonderful,' Jane smiled.

Emily's eyes shone with happiness. William looked a little smug.

'It all went swimmingly. Those mock debriefings that deceived her and then the trap .. . with William as bait. You both realise why I couldn't let you in from the beginning?' Emily and Jane nodded.

'In recognition of these successes, the following appointments have been confirmed,' Cordelia continued, wafting her papers. 'Jane, with effect from noon today, you are promoted to the rank of captain.'

Emily hugged Jane. Their delight was mutual.

'This unit, and its operational functions, are now your responsibility. I've also pulled a few very long strings and secured a posting here for Emily. As your NCO - and may heaven help the British army.'

Emily giggled as she succumbed to Jane's warm, firm embrace.

'Under your strict management, Walnut Tree Farm will now function as a prison for enemy agents. HQ will expect a strict regime of discipline and punishments. They leave that to you. Your first task will be to draw up a detailed specification. Details of how many strokes, cane or crop, bare-bottomed ... the usual stuff. The Ministry are sticklers for detail. Don't worry, you know the sort of thing that'll be required.'

Jane nodded slowly. She certainly knew the sort of thing that would be required. Both by the Ministry and by the enemy agents. Already she was formulating her regime. Six strokes, with a cane, on the naked bottom. Eight stripes, with a leather belt, across taut white panties ... Yes, she nodded slowly. She knew the sort of thing . ..

'But what about you?' Emily suddenly asked.

Cordelia looked down at the spotless tablecloth a little bashfully.

'She's been made major,' William chimed in, beaming. 'My cousin, the major, is joining the staff at HQ.'

The minx chose that very moment to enter with a tray of sherry glasses, a sparkling decanter and a tray of arrowroot biscuits. Soon the kitchen was filled with laughter and loud toasts. After a lull, Cordelia spoke with Jane.

i've sent the two domestics away. Will you be able to make do with just Penelope. Working under the minx?'

Jane called the minx over and handed her a small sherry.

'Are you coping with Penelope? Licking her into shape yet?'

The minx frowned and shook her head. Clearly she was finding it difficult to dominate the green-eyed girl.

'Come along with me,' Jane murmured. 'We'll go out to the dairy. I'll teach you how to deal with her. You must control and manage her bottom, you must own it utterly

They departed, taking their sherry and a riding crop with them.

'I'd been thinking of staying on,' William announced, avoiding his cousin's eye.

'No, I don't think so, William,' the recently promoted major boomed. 'There's work to be done elsewhere. We'll lunch together soon. The minx is doing a roast in our honour. A staff car will come for us at two. Emily, my dear, kindly baste the joint. Pork can be so dry if neglected, what? Jane is instructing the minx out in the dairy ... sit, William, and stay where you are. Content yourself with a roasted nut.'

William, his mind straying out to the dairy, fingered an almond. Emily, her mind too out in the dairy, basted the pork. The heat of the yawning Aga left her face fetchingly flushed.

Lunch proved to be a festive affair. The minx joined them at the groaning table.

'You shall join us for all future meals,' Jane pronounced, it is only fitting now we are such a small staff. Besides, if you dine out there with your domestic it may prove difficult. One cannot cane the bottom of a girl one has just had a Welsh rabbit with, can one?'

William looked up from the gravy boat he was holding. Clearly he did not agree. He was about to share his misgivings but his cousin's grim glance quelled him.

'Don't worry, William,' Cordelia smiled, heaping another spoonful of roast potatoes onto her plate. 'I think Jane knows best.' But the claret warmed her, clearly mellowing her somewhat. 'However,' she continued, 'I cannot rule out entirely the odd weekend visit. For intelligence-gathering purposes only.'

'Oh, absolutely,' he replied, pouring an agitated gravy boat all over the spotless lawn table cloth.

They all protested loudly that the rhubarb crumble, anointed with thick cream was completely out of the question after such a superb lunch, but they managed it. Somehow, the huge dish went back to the scullery scraped clean.

The minx called Penelope to come for her punishment shortly after one. Emily, luxuriating in a postprandial cigarette, exhaled slowly as she stood just outside the open kitchen door. The crispness of the minx's tone made her throat tighten expectantly. She heard the whipping stool scrape as it was dragged across the flagstone floor. She heard Penelope scamper into the kitchen. She listened to the faint rustle as Penelope's shorts fell to her ankles then the minx curtly instructed the penitent girl to strip completely. Penelope seemed to hesitate and the crop tapped the stool ominously. Penelope stripped. The exertion left her panting. Emily closed her eyes and imagined the naked breasts heaving. The minx thrummed the air twice with the supple, slicing crop. Emily opened her eyes and studied the weak autumn sun as it lit the cobblestones with a lemon and pale-grey sheen.

'Bend over.'

Emily drew hard on the cigarette and the pulse in her throat throbbed.

'Further,' she heard the minx command. 'Keep your feet apart. No ... that's better ... now place your hands .. . there. Good. Bottom up. Higher . . . come on .. . you know what I want ... that's it.'

Emily took another deep pull on the hot cigarette and calculated that by the time she had finished it the minx would have administered the ten appointed strokes. Pity, mused Emily. Punishment shouldn't be hurried. Pace the pain. Dispense the striping strokes. Pace them. That was the way to bring the crop to the bare bottom. Pace the stripes. Measure them ... for maximum pain . .. and maximum pleasure . .. Swish. Crack.

Emily heard Penelope hiss as the cruel crop kissed her upturned cheeks. Instead of the expected second stroke, Emily heard the minx address the girl she was chastising.

'Penelope has been a very, very wicked girl. Penelope must be punished. Penelope must have her bare bottom striped. What has Penelope been?'

Silence. It hung in the air, heavily. Like fear. Intrigued, Emily leaned through the doorway and watched.

'What has Penelope been?' the minx repeated, tapping the bare buttocks with the tantalising tip of the crop. 'Hm?'

Penelope was stretched out over the stool, her legs straight and her soft, white arms rippling as they encircled the whipping stool.'Into the hard wooden seat, her naked breasts bunched softly. The bottom was beautiful. Firmly rounded, supple and poised up for its pain. The satin cheeks were perfectly positioned for their punishment. The hemispheres rose up into symmetrical mounds of quivering cream. A single pinkish weal striped them accurately and precisely. Emily stroked herself with her thumb, beneath her taut skirt.

Bending over the prostrate girl, the punisher was now pressing the lithe, whippy crop down across the quivering peaches, covering exactly the faint pink stripe which scored the clenched creamy cheeks.

'What has Penelope been?' she insisted.

'Wicked," Penelope replied softly.

Emily thumbed her tautness again.

'How wicked?' demanded the punisher in tones of honeyed menace.

'Very, very wicked,' murmured the recipient.

Swish. Snap. Emily thumbed herself in time with the slicing cut of crop upon flesh. She swallowed hard as she saw the bare buttocks bounce and jerk in an anguish of surprise.

'What must Penelope be?'

'Punished.'

Emily's thumb was now working vigorously.

'How must Penelope be punished?' the minx demanded.

'Penelope must have her . ..' Swish. Swipe. Swish. Crack. '. .. bare bottom striped ...' gasped the naked girl. Emily stimulated herself as she arched up on tiptoe. The minx enthralled the watching girl. She was completely in control. Utterly. Her crop reigned supreme. She owned Penelope's bottom. She owned Penelope.

Swish. Snap. The crop spoke again. A seething, searching stroke.

Emily drew forth her wet warmth, her buttocks pushed up against the kitchen wall, her knees trembling and about to buckle beneath her.

Swish. Crack. Penelope moaned as she writhed across the stool, her crimsoned rump swaying sinuously.

'What has Penelope been?'

The hypnotic catechism started once more. Again, the dominant crop lay dormant across the scalded cheeks -passive but potent. A dark, delicious threat. The striped buttocks clenched fearfully. Emily heard Penelope answer, then sniffle back a tear. Spellbound in admiration, she watched the punishment progress, suddenly feeling like an intruder or a trespasser, stumbling across some secret, private ritual in a remote spot. A spot unknown to most. Forbidden to all.

Emily extinguished her cigarette. Penelope's punishment was only a little more than half complete.

Ursula was defiant and obdurate, despite being stripped naked, firmly bound and bent across the table in the den. Emily and Jane had taken the precaution of binding the Nazi spymaster's ankles to each leg of the table then Jane had withdrawn to assist Major Quidenham and her cousin with their packing.

'You fool. You cannot hurt me,' Ursula snarled. 'What good are your futile strokes of the cane against the might of the German Reich? You pathetic, snivelling child. You simple-minded English girl. Already I have struck a mortal blow. Have I not already released the agent and sent him back to the Fatherland? Nothing you do can reverse my victory. And nothing your cane will do can make me talk. You foolish English. You play the game. Play a straight bat, what? Play the game, old boy. Ha! We will crush you on your cricket pitches under our heels of iron. And what good will your playing the game be then? Against our guns, our bombs, our invincible might?'

The length of yellow bamboo lay seven and a half inches in front of Ursula's face. Emily ran the tip of her finger along its supple wood. The cold, grey eyes followed her fingertip, and blinked.

'He didn't make it,' she said in a low voice.

'Liar,' hissed Ursula. 'I helped him escape. I helped him back to Berlin.'

Emily's knuckles brushed the bamboo cane. It rattled drily. Ursula fell silent. Emily picked up the cane. 'He didn't. I promise.' She tapped the polished table top and Ursula snarled.

'Before we begin,' Emily began, swishing the cane as if judging it for supple whippiness. 'I would like you to meet a friend of mine.' She spoke simply, almost pleasantly, ignoring the rancorous outpourings of the last few minutes.

i have done my duty. I have succeeded where you all failed. The German mind, like the German army is ...' William walked in through the door.

'Fool. Damn you. How did you fail to escape?' Ursula's venom dried up in disbelief. William was eating a slice of cake.

'Piggy! You'll get enormously fat,' Emily giggled as she took a bite out of the moist sponge that William held up playfully above her nose.

'Goodbye, old thing. See you at the weekend if I can wangle a pass. Have fun with the Frauleinl'

He kissed Emily fondly, managing to squeeze both her bottom and her bosom before Emily could put up a belated show of modest protest.

'Must dash. The staff car has come. I'm off with my cousin the major back to HQ. God, she's impossible since she got her scarlet and pips.'

When the door had closed firmly behind him, Emily walked back slowly and paused at a spot about two feet directly behind Ursula's naked, upturned bottom. She ran the tip of the bamboo cane up the entire length of the left leg, paused to depress both cheeks firmly, then skimmed it down the naked length of the tightly bound right leg. She raised the cane. It trembled above the bare bottom, quivering. Ursula twisted her head around and stared up with icy grey eyes. Emily lowered the cane gently and laid it to rest across the taut satin cheeks which clenched slightly and shivered.

'We don't always play the game strictly to the rules, Ursula. When necessary, we can fight fire with fire. We tricked and fooled you with the pretend debriefings. And forced you to show your hand with William. Smoked you out, in fact. Like a wasp.'

Emily wandered over to the rocking horse, paused, and gently stroked the wooden nose. Ursula spat out several lurid curses. Straining in her severe bondage, she failed to shake off the potent presence of the cane across her cheeks.

'Did we thank you properly for all the details you passed on about your rat run? Your network of escape routes? Hm?'

Ursula gasped aloud as the enormity of her bungling dawned.

'We've plugged all the holes, of course. Lifted nine agents in all. Quite a pretty haul, and all thanks to you.' Ursula writhed in her frenzy of torment. 'And when we allowed you to escape, you brought us to the biggest prize of all. What, did you not realise? The U-boat waiting off the Welsh coast. Oh, yes. We've sunk it.'

Ursula slumped down onto the table. Crushed, spent and utterly defeated.

'So, Ursula,' Emily whispered softly. 'Now our trap has snared you and the others safely in our net . ..' She snatched up the whippy cane and swished it down through the empty air. '.. . we can settle down to our work here at Walnut Tree Farm. We are well rehearsed. Plenty of'- the cruel wood cut the air once more with a menacing slice

practice. No more pretence, no more charades.'

Ursula, completely crushed by her abysmal failures, lay silent and spreadeagled across the table. Primed, positioned and poised for punishment, her splayed buttocks awaited their imminent stripes.

Emily paused, relishing the exquisite moment. Savouring its sweetness. In the stillness of the autumn afternoon, she could just hear the distant rooks in the beech trees. A very English sound. And later, there would be tea. A chocolate layer cake, egg and cress sandwiches - perhaps muffins oozing sinfully with honey. A very English tea. And laughter in the kitchen warmed by the Aga's heat. With the minx. And Jane - a rose of English womanhood. Emily closed her eyes and sighed softly as she thought of Jane's warm, white bed. And in it, Jane's warmer, whiter body. Tomorrow - and for many days to come - there would be the two traitors: the haughty redhead, buttocks bared, straddling the rocking horse (which would dip obediently, offering up the bunched buttocks for their searing, scorching stripes) and the delicious little strawberry blonde, squealing in her paroxysms astride the seesaw. Such heavy breasts. But today, this afternoon, now, it was just Emily with her cane and Ursula waiting for the pain.

'Wait,' Ursula whined. 'You have closed down the escape routes. You have the agents. The U-boat is destroyed . . / you need not debrief me ... I will tell you anything you want . . . there is no need to .. .'

'Whipping your bottom will be both a pleasure and a privilege, believe me,' Emily purred as she flexed the supple bamboo.

'No . . . wait . .. don't beat me. Please, I beg you. I will tell you anything . . . everything . . .'

'But of course you will. I know that. It is my job to know that. I have every confidence in my methods. They will not fail.'

Emily was now standing at right angles to the naked, shivering buttocks. Slowly and deliberately, she traced the tip of the cruel cane down from Ursula's exposed neck along the furrowed spine to the swell of the softly curved bare bottom.

'Don't,' whimpered Ursula, pleading piteously. 'Don't debrief me. I am willing to talk ... to tell you everything,' she snivelled, squirming in her taut bondage.

'My dear Ursula, you stupid, stupid girl: This is not a debriefing. No, my dear girl,' Emily whispered as one would do to soothe a frightened child. 'This is punishment ... pure and simple punishment.'

The cane flickered. A thin, cruel slice whistled down. Ursula gasped in anguish as the thin rod swiped her naked bottom, biting deeply into its vulnerable, satin globes. The bare buttocks bounced. Her sharp cry of pain was drowned in the roar of Merlin engines as a squadron of Spitfires suddenly screamed overhead, reclaiming and keeping for themselves the blue sky over Britain. Emily saluted them with the raised cane before returning to ponder the shivering buttocks that lay bare before her.
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