
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Friday Room

by

River Hampton


Warning: this book is for adults only.  It is a work of imagination and no character, place or incident has any reference to real life.

At the law firm Skirdle Partners, the girls know their place.  They are subject to strict discipline in matters of dress and deportment.

To reinforce the mastery which the gentlemen of the firm exercise over their female colleagues, each girl is spanked every week by every gentleman.

But that is just to show the girls that there are certain standards they must maintain.  In the event of any failure by a female staff member to adhere to the behaviour mandated by the firm, they will be dealt with in the Friday Room.

In the Friday Room, all of the errors perpetrated by the girls during the week are reviewed and sentences awarded by the partners of the firm.  There are no appeals and the punishments are carried out immediately.

Skirdle Partners is a highly successful law firm, and every member of staff is highly motivated.  To understand why, you need to see behind the doors of the Friday Room and appreciate the way the girls are brought to submission by judicial use of extreme punishments.
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Chapter 1

When I started the new job at Skirdle Partners, I was thrilled, excited and proud.  It was a small but exclusive firm of lawyers and my first job as a paralegal, after several years of struggling through part time study while supporting myself as a checkout chick.  I was assigned to the Corporate team and straight away was involved in the complex and big money end of the legal business. Of course, as a paralegal, I wasn’t that much higher up the tree than a secretary, but some of the older and more experienced paralegals got very well paid, and treated almost with the same deference as solicitors and even partners, so I felt that my foot was placed firmly on the ladder which led a long way up.  Sure, I was starting on the bottom rung, but it was a thousand times better than stacking shelves and telling miserable mothers with screaming brats to have a nice day.

This was my first proper job, so I didn’t know exactly what to expect.  At the interview the two partners laid a lot of emphasis on the traditional nature of the firm, including formalities which they admitted would not be found in the average legal firm.  They gave me a contract to sign, which was quite straightforward but did include some clauses which at the time I found quite surprising. 

The first concerned dress:  female staff had prescribed attire which must be adhered to.  Only tailored suits were permitted, being a skirt and jacket in either black or navy.  Skirts must be no shorter than two inches above the knee and no longer than two inches below the knee and were not permitted to be of ‘excessive tightness’.  ‘Skirts must be tailored such that the hem may be readily lifted to the waist without rolling the skirt up,’ the policy stated. 

Shirts and blouses may be worn with a tie or scarf, or with an open neck provided not more than a single button was undone at the neck.  Even the underwear was specified, being bra, panties and stocking with suspenders.  Panty hose was not permitted.  Trousers were specifically banned, even as part of a tailored pant suit.  Dresses were permitted during the summer months only.  They also needed to be no shorter than two inches above the knee and no longer than two inches below the knee and must not be sleeveless or ‘expose the bosom in a provocative manner’.  Dresses, like skirts, also needed to be cut in such a way that the hem could be readily raised without rolling.  I couldn’t imagine what it all meant, but presumed it was to ensure a uniform appearance for all staff, without actually giving them a uniform to wear.

Specified underwear for dresses was bra and panties, with stockings and suspenders being optional in this case.  Bare legs were only allowed in the summer, and if wearing a dress. 

The dress needed to be cut in such a way that the bra was not visible.  Once again panty hose was not permitted.  I thought all this was a bit odd and very strict, but I assumed that the firm wanted to maintain high standards of professional appearance and the only thing that really concerned me was that I thought I’d have trouble financing enough tailored suits to keep me looking good.  However, the pleasantest surprise was at the end of the interview where they advanced me a really quite generous sum as a clothing allowance, which they said was tax free and granted annually.

The second slightly strange thing was a clause headed ‘Discipline’.  It said that the employee accepted, following a period of probation of three months, that she was subject to the disciplinary procedures of the firm, without argument, dispute, appeal or alteration in any way.  It said that a copy of the discipline policy would be provided to the employee at the conclusion of her probation period, provided her employment was confirmed at that time.  I asked if I could see the policy now, but was told that only confirmed employees were entitled to receive it.  I didn’t see why they would be so secretive, but equally didn’t see it as a particularly big deal.

I enjoyed working there as soon as I started.  I thought I’d find the restrictive rules on dress irritating, but there was something actually quite satisfying in always feeling well dressed and being in the company of others, even the secretaries and receptionist, who also were immaculately turned out.  One day in my first week, I felt like metaphorically rolling up my sleeves, so I took off my jacket and draped in over the back of a chair in my office (I even had my own office!).  My secretary, who really was the secretary of the senior partner, Mr Wilson, came in a few minutes later and I thought she was going to have a fit.  She spun around and closed the door, before opening it again for a quick glance each direction down the corridor.  Then she grabbed my jacket and thrust it towards me, telling me to quickly get it back on.

‘Come on Lorna, where’s the fire?’ I said, but I guess her nervousness communicated to me well enough that I was already slipping the jacket back on as I spoke. 

She let out a loud exhale when I was fully dressed again and just said ‘They are really strict on the dress code here; I just didn’t want you to get into trouble.  You got three months of probation, you know.’

‘Oh come on, they wouldn’t fire me for taking off my jacket.’

‘Sure they would, or maybe even worse.’

‘Can’t see what could be worse than the sack,’ I said lightly, but I could see she didn’t want to go any further so I tugged down at the seams of my jacket to set the line right and we turned our attention to the contract she was laying out for me.

One thing that puzzled me was a door at the end of the upstairs corridor.  It was in a position which clearly indicated it gave access to a large room, because each floor was the same size, but it was a much heavier looking door than the usual ones and I’d never seen it open.  I asked Lorna, and she just said it was the Friday Room.  I asked what that meant and she simply said it was a room only the partners opened, and only on Fridays.  I assumed that it was where Friday drinks took place, but I was never invited during my probation.  In fact, although I could start early and finish late every other day, probationers had to leave on Fridays at 5pm.  Unusually, no weekend working was permitted either, which was a rule the partners told me at interview was to create a work-life balance.

Another thing was that every now and again I’d come across two people, always one male and one female, coming out of an office with the girl looking just a little flushed.  I suppose I assumed that they’d maybe been engaging in a little flirtatious behaviour, but some of the combinations seemed very surprising, like my secretary Lorna (really the senior partner’s secretary, but I shared her too) who I came across leaving an office as she was smoothing her skirt, with Mr Wilson, senior partner, not a bad looking man but twenty years older than her.  Lorna was a very attractive blond and I found it difficult to believe she was attracted by Mr Wilson.  Still, strange things happen and there weren’t enough instances to make me think anything really odd was going on.

Everyone was really very friendly during those first few weeks, even the partners, who I’d expected would have been very distant.  One or two of my male colleagues held my hand just a fraction longer than necessary for politeness when shaking hands for the first time, and I felt some hungry looks directed at my breasts and legs, but after all I was pretty happy with how I was looking and couldn’t blame anyone for taking a look too.  All my skirts were the regulation two inches above the knee.  Lorna had helped me with this on my first day by showing how to measure it precisely: you had to kneel, and measure from the floor to the hem with a ruler.  At first I thought she was kidding, but she was so serious that I took it seriously too.  Two inches above the knee might not sound a lot, but when I was sitting down you had a very fine view of my legs and I could see some of my fellow workers unable to avoid the tip of their tongues coming through their lips when I crossed or re-crossed my legs.  You could see them wondering if this was the time I’d expose at least my stocking tops, and maybe give out a view of my panties too.  Of course, I was always so careful I doubt if they ever got lucky.

As the three months of probation drew to a close I was pretty confident of being confirmed in the role.  I had billed heaps of time, hadn’t had any major stuff-ups and I thought I’d got along well with my co-workers.  I guess the only thing I still felt a little surprised at was that even though everyone was friendly, no-one had asked me out.  It wasn’t just that no-one had asked me on a date, but also not even for a friendly drink.  Lunchtime of course everyone was pretty much locked to their desks and a local sandwich bar sent in rolls, salads and soft drinks.  The firm even picked up the tab for all of these so as well as enjoying work, I was actually saving money!  But I was kind of surprised that the guys didn’t seem to socialise after work, and also a bit surprised (and I admit a little disappointed!) that no-one seemed to fancy me enough to make any proposition, especially as they seemed keen to look up my skirt every chance they got.


Chapter 2

In the last week on my probation, I got called into Mr Wilson’s office.  Both partners were called Mister by all other staff (there were no female partners).  All of the female staff were also obliged to call all male staff Mister as well, although the gentlemen would sometimes use Christian names to each other.  All female staff were called by their first names.

Mr Wilson asked me to sit down, which I did with my usual care to ensure my legs looked good but I didn’t flash anything I shouldn’t.  I could see his eyes hungrily waiting for me to make a mistake, but I was fine with that.  He then asked me if I was happy in the firm, and on my enthusiastic confirmation, gave me a paper which was a further contract showing a substantial rise in salary.  It also had another clause, reconfirming the puzzling reference to discipline that I had seen in the first contract.

‘This looks great, Mr Wilson.’ I said, ‘but what is this stuff about discipline?’

‘As you know,’ he replied, ‘Our firm is traditional in the extreme.  We do not have any female partners, and we believe in strictness in dress, deportment and general behaviour.  Any transgressions from the firm’s requirements are subject to agreed disciplinary actions.  In addition, there is a code of discipline which all staff after their probation must adhere to.’

‘What kind of discipline are you talking about?  Would I get my pay docked?’

‘I think the best thing is to show you,’ he said, and pressed the intercom for Lorna.

She came in promptly, but wasn’t holding the notebook she habitually carried for taking dictation.  She closed the door and stood near me, hands at her sides, not speaking.

‘Lorna has agreed to show you the standard form of discipline which applies to all female staff,’ said Mr Wilson.  ‘Take your position, my dear.’

On this instruction, Lorna, still without speaking or looking at me, moved to the desk.  It was a large office and a big desk.  Standing between me and Mr Wilson, who was still seated on the other side of the desk, she bent over the desk so her upper body was lying flat to the surface.  She parted her legs and seemed to push her bottom up so it was prominently displayed and the material of her skirt stretched tight over her buttocks.

Mr Wilson rose and slowly moved to my side of the desk.  He took a position behind Lorna, but carefully so as not to obstruct my view of what was happening.  He used both hands to take the hem of her skirt and raise it over her bottom, exposing her lacy panties and black stockings, garter and suspenders.  I could see wisps of her pubic hair escaping from the frilly panties as he raised her skirt.  Of course, without panty hose there was little to prevent total exposure.

‘This skirt is getting a little tight,’ he remarked, ‘Better be careful my dear, or you will be in for a punishment.’

I was open-mouthed with amazement at what was happening.  The senior partner of my law firm had made a girl bend over and had exposed her underwear.  Then, as I watched in horror, he raised his hand and brought it down with a resounding slap over her panty-clad bottom.  Her tiny lacy panties would have provided no protection to such a powerful smack, and I could tell she was actually pushed slightly forward on the desk by the force of the blow.  My hand flew to my mouth in astonishment.

‘Stay there, Lorna,’ Mr Wilson ordered, as he turned around to face me.

I couldn’t keep my eyes off Lorna’s bottom, which after just this one spank was showing slightly red where the tiny panties exposed her bare flesh.  But after a few seconds I transferred my gaze to Mr Wilson, who was looking at me and smiling.

‘You see how it was easier to show you,’ he said, still smiling.

‘I don’t understand,’ I said, ‘What has she done?’

‘Nothing,’ he replied evenly, ‘nothing at all.’

‘So why did you hit her?’

‘Oh, my dear, please don’t call that little tap a hit,’ he said, still with an amused smile, ‘That was not a punishment.’

‘But what was it then?’

Before he answered, he turned back to Lorna, who was still bent over the desk.  He passed his hand casually over her bottom, though it didn’t look as if he slipped it into her private parts, then he tugged her skirt back down and told her she could leave.  In the few minutes she had been in the room she hadn’t spoken or looked at me. 


Chapter 3

After the door closed behind her, Mr Wilson began to speak again.  ‘Let me explain our policy,’ he began, as he sat on the corner of his desk facing me.  ‘We believe that while women are fully capable of performing valuable services and form a vital part of our team, they must be kept properly disciplined at all times.  That’s why I said that Lorna had done nothing wrong.  The smack I administered is part of the regular programme which applies to all female staff.’

He proceeded to explain that any of the male staff was entitled to spank any of the female staff at any time and without any reason, provided they followed the rules.  This was not done to punish the girls; the smacks were reminders to make it clear that they must behave at all times.

‘The rules are quite simple,’ he continued.  ‘Firstly, spanking without cause is restricted to a single smack, by hand.  Secondly, although the skirt should be pulled up out of the way, the smack is to be delivered over the panties.  They shouldn’t be pulled down or tucked into the buttock crease.  Thirdly, it is not permitted for any gentleman to spank any girl more than once a week without cause. 

‘Of course’, he chuckled, ‘each man can spank each girl once a week, so as we have nine men and seven women on the staff, you have to expect a good few smacks in an average week. 

‘Fourthly, spanking is normally only allowed in a closed office, in private.  Lorna agreed as a special favour today to allow me to spank her in front of you, but generally you will only be spanked one-on-one.  Fifthly, you have the right to refuse to be spanked during your period.  You just say that it’s the wrong time of the month and you don’t get a smack.  Finally, these spanks are to affirm our policy of discipline.  Although of course you need to have your body substantially exposed, this is not a sexual act and the spanker is not permitted to fondle your private parts or interfere with you sexually.’

He looked at me, still with a satisfied smile on his face.  ‘Have I made it all clear?’

It took me several minutes to collect my thoughts and be able to reply.  I think I was too taken aback to do anything except speak quietly and almost rationally, as if what I had witnessed made some kind of sense, instead of being an insane demonstration of power gone mad.

‘Are you saying,’ I began, ‘that if I stay after my probation, I will be spanked by any of the staff who feels like it, whenever they want?’

‘Just the male staff,’ he replied with a grin.

Something crazy popped into my mind.  ‘Do you mean even Charlie?’ I said.  Charlie was the spotty kid of about 17, who ran the mail around, did errands, posted letters and took the blame when files couldn’t be located.  Like everyone in the firm, he wore a dark suit and a tie, but nothing could disguise that he was inept and useless, as well as being just a kid.

‘Even Charlie,’ said Mr Wilson, though his grin faded, ‘but I understand from the girls that it is fairly unusual for Charlie to actually exercise his spanking rights.’

‘And this is what happens, like I just saw with Lorna? I would just be called in to anyone’s office, told to bend over, have my skirt pulled up, and get spanked?’

‘Yes, that’s right.  Although quite often it would be in your own office, and some of the men like you to pull your own skirt up while they watch.  Also, although I prefer to get the girls bent over the desk, there is no reason why you should not be required just to bend over with your hands on your knees or holding your legs, or bend over a man’s lap for the spanking.’

‘You have just got to be joking,’ I said.  ‘I can’t believe you are serious.  You’d have to be crazy to think anyone would agree to this.’

‘You need to think about it I know,’ he said, as if it was a rational proposition, ‘But I’m sure you’ll understand that it’s a fair price to pay for a great job, and it serves a useful purpose.  Our girls are more effective than any other firm, and it’s because they are disciplined.’

I thought about the girls in the office. Lorna, Mia and Chloe, the three secretaries.  Lorna, blond and slim, Mia, tall, dark-haired and carrying a few extra pounds, and Chloe, the real beauty of the three, another blond with fine features, flashing green eyes and a figure to die for.  I tried to picture them bending over to be spanked.  Somehow, having just seen Lorna, I found that I could imagine it.  It wasn’t somehow quite as bizarre as I first thought.

I pictured our receptionist.  Stella, short and buxom, always ready with a laugh and a joke.  I could see her easily finding this another kind of joke.  But Doris, our accountant and office manager, Chinese Doris?  Tiny little Doris, being whacked over the arse by one of the big guys on the staff?  I found it hard to imagine that.

Then I thought of my fellow paralegal, Bronte.  Feisty Irish girl, always seemed to be arguing even with the partners, even though she still always called them Mister.  Could I see her meekly pulling her skirt up and bending over a man’s lap to be spanked to order?  Oddly, the picture did come to me.  I knew she favoured thong panties, hating the VPL which she always felt spoiled the look of her bottom, and I could see her teasing the men who were only allowed a single spank.  And, of course, she had a Brazilian, so not a single hair would be visible.  What a tease, if she played it right.

Of course, wearing thong panties, she would have no protection at all from a spanking. 

And then there was me.  As I sat there, I tried to imagine what it would be like.  I’d never been spanked, even as a kid.  I’d been a little goody at school, so hadn’t even had a slap there, although I’d seen many another girl get the ruler or the slipper over her legs or bottom.

I looked at Mr Wilson.  He was looking at me and had been throughout the time I’d been sitting and thinking, so our eyes met and locked.  He must have been nearly 50, but he was still quite fit-looking.  I remembered his hands, those large hands I shifted my gaze to now, lifting Lorna’s skirt and crashing down a spank over her unprotected bottom, and wondered what it would be like to be in her position.  I thought about what it would be like to be on tenterhooks every day, waiting for any of the men in office who had the right on a whim to order you to strip half naked to be spanked like a little girl. 


Chapter 4

As I sat there, thinking, I realised that I was seriously aroused.  I felt my nipples hardening, and was grateful for the jacket which hid the erect tips from Mr Wilson’s gaze.  I felt my vagina become embarrassingly wet and wished I had a panty pad there.  It would be acutely embarrassing if it left a wet spot on my skirt.

I almost said yes then.  I felt Mr Wilson’s eye on me almost like a hypnotist, but I couldn’t quite bring myself up to the mark.  Then something occurred to me about what he’d been saying.

‘You said girls can’t be spanked more than one spank a week without cause,’ I said.  ‘What does that mean?’

He smiled again, a little wider if anything.  ‘I’m very glad you noticed that, my dear.  The spanking you saw Lorna get was a reminder, as I said.  In addition, we have a policy of punishment for wrongdoing.  As you heard me say, what Lorna got was a little tap.  If you are punished, it is quite different.’

I felt a contraction of fear in my stomach.  ‘What do you mean?’ I stammered.

‘Have you heard of the Friday Room?’

‘Yes, but I don’t know what it is.’

‘The Friday Room is opened by myself and Mr Kingsley every Friday at 5.30pm.  All staff are required to attend.  Any transgressions from the week are reported and punishments are decided and delivered.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Just what I say.  Staff will report any wrongdoings by any other staff.  Mr Kingsley and I decide on the facts, make a judgement and pronounce sentence.  Then the sentence is delivered.’

I asked him what that meant but he refused to elaborate.  ‘Just like it was easier to explain the daily spankings by a demonstration, it will be easier for you to understand the Friday Room by attending,’ he told me.

‘It’s Thursday now’, he said.  ‘Tomorrow is your last day unless you accept your new terms of employment.  You may leave now, and take tomorrow off as a free holiday to think about your future, but you must be back here at 5pm tomorrow.’

I thought about it for a moment, but really had no choice.  It would be crazy to resign on the spot without thinking about it.  And that was a big pay rise he was offering.  I thanked him for the free holiday tomorrow and returned to my own office.  Lorna was there, filing papers or at least pretending to.  She smiled at me when I came in.

‘Sorry,’ she said, ‘I suppose that was a bit of a shock.’

‘You can say that again.  How long has it been like that?’

‘Always since I’ve been here, and that’s four years now.  I suppose a long time before that too.’

‘So you’ve been getting spanked every day for the whole time you’ve been here?’

‘Most days I suppose, yes.’

I changed the subject slightly.  ‘So what is the Friday Room?’

‘Didn’t Mr Wilson tell you?’

‘No, he said I have to see for myself and told me to be there tomorrow at 5 o’clock.’

‘Well, I’d better not say anything then.  You can see already that it is best not to do anything which might be an infringement of the rules.’

‘He told me to go home and think, take tomorrow off and come in at 5,’ I told Lorna.  ‘And he’s offered me a big pay rise to stay.’

‘Well, that’s great.’

‘Yeah, provided you don’t mind everyone in the office using your arse as a punching bag.’

‘Oh, look,’ she said, ‘Provided you don’t do anything real bad, it’s never more than nine slaps a week, and usually less.  Keeps you on your toes,’ she added with a twinkle.

‘So you really don’t mind?’

She told me then that in a kind of way she enjoyed it.  Every day, there was a little frisson of fear and anticipation for who might call her in to their office and bend her over for a smack.  She admitted to me that she felt that same sexual charge as I felt, but of course the rules prohibited anything being done to gratify that sexual desire.  There was something about how she said this which gave me pause to wonder if there was something else she wasn’t telling, but I knew there was no point in trying to get it out of her if she didn’t want to say.

There was so much to think about I decided to go home and ponder on the future.  I thanked Lorna, gave her a little hug, and left.  I wondered if I should talk to one or more of the other girls, but decided I’d just wait and see for myself.

That night and the next day were a turmoil of thoughts.  One minute I thought about how I liked the job, how challenging, interesting and lucrative it was.  Next I thought about the humiliation of being ordered to strip for a beating.  And then I shivered with excitement about the concept of being taken over someone’s lap for a spanking, remembering how wet and excited I had become just seeing Lorna get smacked.  In the end I knew I would have to go in at five o’clock and find out what the final part of the puzzle meant.

And so, five o’clock saw me impeccably dressed in my black suit, having carefully checked the two inch hem, knocking on the door of Mr Wilson’s office.

‘Come in,’ he called, and I entered.

The other partner, Mr Kingsley, was there.  ‘I’m sorry,’ I said, ‘Shall I come back later?’

‘Not at all,’ said Mr Wilson warmly, ‘Sit down here.  I’m so glad you’ve come.  Mr Kingsley and I were just discussing you.’

‘Yes,’ Mr Kingsley agreed, ‘I had been saying what an asset to the office you have been, and expressing my wish that you’ll accept the permanent position.’

Mr Kingsley was around forty, six feet tall, athletic build and had short dark hair.  He wasn’t really handsome, but had a pleasant smile and a nice way of creasing his eyes into a smile when he was talking to you.  As he spoke, with that laugh in his eyes visible, I couldn’t stop thinking that if I agreed to the job he’d also have the right (and since he was a partner, I suppose also a duty) to spank me every week.  I wondered if he was a lap spanker or an over-the desk spanker.

I felt I had to say something.

‘I haven’t made my mind up yet,’ I said hesitantly.

‘No, no, of course,’ Mr Wilson said jovially, ‘Tonight is for you to see the Friday Room and get the full schedule of rules and policies.  Go and see Lorna, she’ll bring you in at half five.’

Once again I thanked them, without knowing why, and went off to my office.  Lorna was nearby tidying up after the working week.  There was a strict ‘clean desk’ policy at the firm and I was starting to wonder what happened to anyone who breached it.

She seemed genuinely pleased to see me.  ‘I’m so glad you came back,’ she said.  ‘Have you seen Mr Wilson?’

I told her he wanted her to bring me to the Friday Room at half past, which was still a few minutes away.  I busied myself in my office, arranging the pens in my desk drawer just for something to do, until she told me it was time.

We walked upstairs and along the corridor to the door of the Friday Room, which I’d never seen opened.  As we got there she gave me a little squeeze on the arm, I guess to show solidarity, then she opened the door and we went in.


Chapter 5

Everyone else in the office seemed to be there already.  It was a large room, the size of more than two partners’ offices, so even with the full sixteen staff it wasn’t crowded.  There were chairs and occasional tables scattered around and several people were holding drinks. 

Mr Wilson came over to me beaming.

‘Welcome, my dear,’ he said.  He was holding a glass of what looked like whisky.  ‘I’d like to offer you a drink, but I’m afraid we don’t allow the girls to drink at this point.’

He tapped a finger on his glass and the buzz of conversation died.

‘Gentlemen,’ he said, ‘and of course girls, I don’t need to introduce our newest recruit, as she has been with us for three months already, but this is her first Friday Room so I trust you will all make her welcome.

‘Now, let us begin.  Who has anything to say?’

Mr Boncord, a solicitor, raised his hand, and Mr Wilson nodded towards him to indicate he could speak.

‘I was waiting for a report to be typed on Wednesday,’ Mr Boncord began, ‘And when I went over to see how it was going, I found Mia reading a novel at her desk.’

‘It was lunchtime,’ Mia interjected.

‘You could have had lunch after the report was finished,’ Boncord proceeded, ‘I told you then I’d be reporting it today.’

Mr Wilson and Mr Kingsley conferred for a few seconds.  ‘Three with the paddle,’ Mr Kingsley announced.

Before I could ask Lorna what that meant, another hand went in the air.  This time it was an articled clerk, Mr Thatcher.

‘I asked Bronte to do some research for me and she said she was too busy, and wouldn’t do it.’

The two partners conferred again.  ‘No penalty,’ Mr Wilson announced, ‘You should be doing your own research.  Only solicitors and partners can order paralegals to do research.  If you needed help you should have asked a solicitor to find extra resources for you.’

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Bronte quickly stick her tongue out at Mr Thatcher.

‘Anyone else?’ Mr Wilson asked.

A hesitant hand went in the air.  It was Charlie, the young office boy.

‘Please sir,’ he said, ‘I asked Chloe for a smack yesterday and she said it was the wrong time of the month.’

‘Well?’ demanded Mr Wilson.

‘But she said the same last Monday sir.  And I think Mr Fellows called her in for a smack yesterday after she said I couldn’t have one.’

All eyes swivelled to Mr Fellows, a paralegal like me and Bronte.  He was a quiet man in his late twenties.

‘It’s true I did attend to Chloe yesterday, yes’, he said.

‘Oh sure I told Charlie to get lost,’ Chloe interrupted, ‘He’s just a pain in the arse and I won’t be spanked by the snotty little creep.’

‘Did you tell him you were having your period?’ asked Mr Wilson.

‘So what if I did?’

‘I’m afraid this is insolence, or very close to it, and saying you are menstruating when you are not is lying,’ Mr Wilson said, a thin-lipped expression causing his whole face to convey a frown.

He and Mr Kingsley whispered a moment.

‘Six of the cane for lying,’ Mr Wilson proclaimed, ‘And a further two of the cane for insolence.’

There was an audible sigh in the room, I presume from the girls, and I think from me although I wasn’t conscious of it.

Mr Wilson asked again if there were any others, but no more hands were raised.  I was sticking close to Lorna, not knowing what was going to happen.

Then I saw that Mia and Chloe were speaking together and everyone else seemed to have moved away from them.  They were in the centre of the room and as space cleared around them, I saw something I hadn’t previously noticed.  It was a structure like a gym vaulting horse, leather topped and with stirrups and straps around the feet.  I had a sudden dreadful though that I didn’t need to be told what that was for.  And then I saw the next item: the back wall was covered in cupboards, the doors of which were labelled in large letters.  From left to right, they were inscribed ‘Paddles’, ‘Canes’, ‘Crops,’ ‘Whips’, and ‘Straps’.

My eyes were fixed on them, and I didn’t notice for a moment that Mr Stead was speaking to me.  He was one of the solicitors and had always treated me with a kind of grave courtesy.  I really didn’t hear what he said until he touched my arm.

‘I see you’ve noticed the collection up there,’ he said, ‘Come and have a closer look.’

Holding my arm, he led me to the cupboards. I was unable to resist, feeling like my legs were turning to jelly.  Arriving at the first, he opened it with a flourish.  There, behind the door marked ‘Paddles’, were seven wooden paddles, beautifully varnished and each inscribed with a Christian name – including mine!  A quick glance was enough to show that there was a personalised paddle for each girl in the office.  Mr Stead noticed I had seen my name there and smiled. 

‘We think it is a nice touch to have individual paddles,’ he said, as he closed the cupboard.  The next one had what looked like about two dozen or more canes standing vertically in a rack. There were crook handled, straight handled, short, long, thick and thin.  I just looked at them with amazement.

The riding crops in the next cupboard were similarly varied, including thin leather and pleated, crops with tapering ends, and some with wide or narrow end flaps, with ebony handles or plain leather.

The whips cupboard included short floggers, long cat o’ nine tails, medium length single strand leather, as well as something Mr Stead pulled out to show me and which he described as a ‘Wardress Whip’.  It was made of a multitude of plastic strands about 18 inches long, welded to a plastic handle.  ‘Very effective for gentle correction’, he announced gravely, as he replaced it in the cupboard.

The final door revealed a collection of leather belts and straps, as well as wooden rulers and a wooden spoon.  He picked up the wooden spoon and tapped his hand with it.  ‘Sometimes the punishment needs to fit the crime,’ he explained jocularly, ‘Particularly if someone leaves the kitchen untidy.’

While I was going through this little voyage of discovery, the next stage in this process was taking place.  You didn’t need to be Einstein to realise that today Mia and Chloe were going to be punished.  I turned around as Mr Wilson began to speak again. 

‘Mia, you will receive three of the paddle on the bare.  Kindly remove your skirt and panties and bend over the horse.  When you are in position, I will ask our newest member to assist by fastening the straps.’

With a shock I realised he meant me.  In a dream I saw Mia take off her jacket and then undo and remove her skirt, and place it on a table, then pull down her knickers.  Like Bronte, she had a Brazilian and I felt sure that I could see the tell tale glow of her vaginal juices.  I couldn’t help glancing at her panties which she had dropped on the table, as I moved towards the spanking horse.  They were definitely wet.  So other girls got excited by this as well as me.

Mia bent over the horse and spread her legs to allow me to fasten the ankles to the straps at the feet.  Her buttocks were pulled wide apart to show both her puckered brown anus and her juicy cunt lips.  Then I moved around the other side and fastened her wrists to similar straps.  This held her quite tightly.  As I was hunkered down, I realised that in this position it was impossible to stop people seeing my knickers and stocking tops, but I thought with a flicker or amusement that probably no-one noticed with Mia’s charms so plainly on display.

I rose to my feet after fastening Mia in and realised that all of the men were holding a small disk.  Mr Wilson invited me to say a number between 1 and 9, so of course I said 5, and he then asked who had number 5.  It turned out to be Mr Stead, who then moved back to the Paddles cupboard and selected Mia’s paddle.  Returning to stand next to Mia’s naked and imprisoned buttocks, he gently laid the paddle across them, as he moved into a position to strike.

Then, as we all watched, he hammered the paddle three times across her bottom, pausing between strokes and rubbing the paddle gently over her reddening cheeks.  After he had finished the punishment, Mr Wilson nodded at me and I undid the straps and helped Mia back to her feet.  I picked up her skirt and panties from the table and brought them over to her but she shook her head. 

‘Punished girls have to stay bare for the rest of the evening,’ Mr Stead advised me.  He then asked me to fetch a belt from the belt cupboard and made me fasten it around Mia’s waist to hold her shirt up so as to leave the view uninterrupted from the waist down.  She was fully naked both front and rear, looking more naked because of the Brazilian, and the three strokes of the paddle had reddened her buttocks far more than the single hand spank had reddened Lorna yesterday.

Then of course it was Chloe’s turn. 

Once again she was ordered to strip off her skirt and knickers and bend over the horse.  This time Doris was made to fasten her to the straps.  When she was in position, Mr Wilson announced that the first six strokes of the cane were for lying to Charlie, so Charlie would deliver the punishment.  Although she was already strapped down, with her naked buttocks exposed for a caning, Chloe still protested.  ‘That’s not fair’, she complained.

‘Two more for insolence, that’s now doubled to four,’ said Mr Wilson promptly, and Chloe wisely ceased to complain before she earned so many strokes her bottom would be shredded.

‘Another number,’ he asked me and I said ‘Four’, I suppose because she was getting four strokes.  Mr Hobson had number four and I could see his pleasure.  He was the other articled clerk, only in his early twenties, and I supposed this was a chance to be on display before the partners, as well of course as having the chance to cane the office’s most attractive girl.

Charlie and Mr Hobson went to the cane cupboard to select their implements.  Charlie chose a long crook handled cane of medium thickness, while Hr Hobson selected a thinner and shorter one, with a straight handle.

I later found that caning is a fine art, and it was an art certainly lost to Charlie.  He flung the cane down six times, in rapid succession, on Chloe’s unprotected buttocks.  Her right buttock took most of the force, and she ended with half a dozen red lines criss-crossed on her right cheek while her left was almost unmarked.  I glanced around the room as Charlie wielded the cane and heard intakes of breath and saw shakings of heads as the experienced caners saw what a hash he was making of it.

After Charlie had finished, he ceded his place to Hr Hobson.  Having seen the mess Charlie had made, Mr Hobson was much more careful.  He laid the cane across both Chloe’s bare buttocks and moved his feet until he was in the proper position to strike across both evenly.  Then he adjusted the height of the cane to position where he wanted to strike, and sagged at the knees so his body was placed correctly to get the force and positioning right.  All this took a minute or two, and was fascinating to watch. Then he struck.  The first cut made Chloe cry out, and he held the cane in the air and we watched as a fine pair of twin tramlines appeared over the two bottom cheeks.  When, (as I subsequently learned) he had waited long enough for the maximum pain to have been felt, he crashed the cane down again, fractionally below the first mark.  Once again the tramlines were quickly visible.  A third stroke followed, and then Mr Hobson turned to Mr Wilson. 

‘Her bottom is well-beaten sir,’ he said, ‘May I have your permission to deliver the last stroke on her thighs?’  He tapped the top of her thighs to indicate where he wanted to deliver the cut.

Mr Wilson approached Chloe and ran an appraising hand over her welted buttocks.  Although the three strokes delivered by Mr Hobson were almost perfectly lined up, they made a pattern of stars and crossed lines where they intersected with the mess of strokes Charlie had inflicted.

‘Very well,’ Mr Wilson decided.

Mr Hobson then delivered the final stroke, once again causing Chloe to shriek.  She now had four rows of twin lines where Mr Hobson had beaten her, as well as the six cuts from Charlie.  Doris untied her and fastened the belt to show her naked bottom and pubes.  Chloe had delicate blond pubic hair, carefully manicured.

There were no more punishments to carry out, and Mr Wilson invited us girls to join the men in a drink.  I had a gin and tonic, and made one for Chloe as well.  She was dry-eyed, but the caning had obviously hurt.  More than anything though, she seemed to be annoyed with herself for letting Charlie get the better of her.

‘He’s such a hopeless spanker,’ she said, ‘It’s not like it hurts, it’s just that he’s such an idiot I can’t bring myself to let him put me over his knee.  Well, I’ll swallow my pride in future.’

‘How long will the marks last?’ I asked her. 

‘A few days I should think,’ she replied.  ‘That’s why all punishments are on Friday, so we’re ready for use again by Monday.’

I was horrified.  ‘You don’t mean they’ll want to spank you again next week?’

‘I bet Mr Hobson will want me Monday morning, mainly so he can see if the marks are still there.  Probably that bugger Charlie as well, for the same reason.  Actually, after a big punishment like that, most of the guys will want to check me out early next week, and the funny thing is they can only do it by spanking me again.’

‘Oh, that’s awful.’

‘It’s ok.  A few slaps on the bum won’t worry me and if it’s still badly marked people are usually gentle in the spanking.  I just need to make sure I don’t get any trouble next Friday.’

I asked if I could look at her cane marks.  ‘Sure,’ she said, and obligingly turned around and bent over.  The lines made by Mr Hobson were now quite a dark red and when I felt them they were distinctly ridged.  Where Charlie had beaten her the lines were lighter red and I couldn’t feel any lumps there.


Chapter 6

Monday morning saw me at work.  I was bright and early, knowing that it was going to be a difficult day to cope with.  At a quarter past nine I received a summons from Mr Wilson and went to his office, carrying the legal pad which I used to write down his instructions.  I knocked and entered.  He glanced at the pad I was carrying, smiled, and said I wouldn’t need that this time.  Then he asked if I had signed the new contract amendments.  I said I had, and had given them to Doris.

‘Good,’ he said.  ‘I didn’t want you to have any delay before you understand what the new regime will be like.  That’s why I’ve asked you to come here straight away.  You know what to do.  Take your position.’

I swallowed hard, but managed to approach the desk.  In keeping with the clean desk policy, there was nothing on it.  I bent over, and saw Mr Wilson rise from his chair and come round to my side.  He pushed me down a bit further.  ‘Chest on the desk, is what I say,’ he said.  I tried to squash my breasts onto the desk and lift my bottom in the air.  ‘That’s better,’ he commented.

Then I felt him raise my skirt.  I had carefully chosen quite thick, black satin panties this morning, and had inserted a tampon to prevent embarrassing wetness being visible.  I had to edge away from the table so he could raise my skirt fully. Then he moved the tail of my jacket and shirt out of the way so he had a clear view of my panty-clad bum.  He laid a hand over it, but didn’t slide it between my legs, just over the swell of the buttocks.  Then he lifted his hand and brought it down with a hard crash – the first spank I had ever received in my life.

After all the days I had spent thinking and wondering what it would be like to be spanked, it was a relief to get that first smack.  It hurt, but it left a tingle which was pleasant as well, and I rubbed my bottom as I rose and pulled my skirt back down.

‘Very pleasant,’ Mr Wilson commented, ‘And now you should go and see Mr Kingsley.  In fact, I recommend that you go and see all the gentlemen on the staff today, that way you will get the first embarrassment over and will be comfortable for the future.  However, first you may wish to read the full discipline policy.  I forgot to give it to you on Friday.’ He handed me a paper.

I thought there was a lot of sense in this so was going straight to Mr Kingsley’s office, until I thought perhaps I should read the policy first.  I went to my own office, closed the door and read.

It was headed ‘Discipline Policy’, and made interesting reading.

	Regular Discipline Reminders


Male staff shall be entitled to provide regular reminders to female staff by means of delivering a maximum of one spank per female per week.  The female will be spanked over her panties.  The male may require the female to raise her skirt or may perform this act himself.  No witness is required, but the female may request a male witness.  The female may refuse to be spanked if she is menstruating, but on conclusion of the period must present herself to the male for the spank to be delivered if he so requires.  The male may require the female to adopt any reasonable position to receive the spank, including over the male’s lap.

	Unsatisfactory Work


Each male is required to report any unsatisfactory work performed by any female.  Such reports are to be delivered each Friday at the Friday meetings.  The partners will determine any punishments required.

	Breaches of Dress Code


Each male is required to report any breach of the dress code by any female.  Males are permitted to take reasonable actions to investigate such breaches, including measuring skirt length and checking underwear.  Such reports are to be delivered each Friday at the Friday meetings.  The partners will determine any punishments required.

	Insolence, Immorality, Ethical Breaches


Each male is required to report any insolence, immoral behaviour or breach of ethics by any female.  Such reports are to be delivered each Friday at the Friday meetings.  The partners will determine any punishments required.

	Standard Punishments


Each female agrees to receive any standard punishment determined by the partners of the firm.  For avoidance of doubt, such punishments may include applying the cane, strap, paddle or riding crop to the female’s buttocks and/or thighs, to a maximum of twelve strokes in any particular punishment session.  Each female agrees that to receive a punishment she may be restrained, usually by being strapped to a punishment horse, and will receive the punishment on her naked buttocks unless otherwise decided by the partners.  She agrees to strip to the extent necessary to facilitate the punishment.  She agrees that any male, selected by any means determined by the partners (including random selection by chance) may deliver any punishment and that more than one male may participate in any punishment (eg by two or more males caning her).  The punishment of any menstruating female will be deferred to the following Friday.

	No Right of Objection


Each female agrees that she has no right to object to or comment on any standard punishment determined by the partners.  She further agrees that any comment by her or any audible objection will result in additional punishment being awarded.

	Severe Punishments


In the event of a major breach of any rule by a female or any misconduct by her deemed by the partners to be excessive, a severe punishment may be awarded.  In such a case the punishment will not be delivered on that Friday, but on the following Friday, and the female will have the right during the week to make representation to the partners seeking mitigation of the punishment.  However, the partners’ decision shall be final and the female accepts the punishment when ultimately notified.  In addition to the implements referred to in rule 5, a severe punishment may include whipping.  Normally, a female receiving a severe punishment will be required to strip naked and may be chained in the ‘St Andrew’s cross’ position if she is to be whipped.  In addition to the buttocks and thighs, she may be whipped on the back.  Smaller floggers may be used to whip her breasts and pubic area.  Any implement may be used to beat her on the front of the thighs.  There is no limit on the number of strokes a severe punishment may contain.  For avoidance of doubt, it is permissible that the partners may designate a severe punishment to proceed until they deem the female is appropriately chastised, without specifying in advance the extent of the punishment.

	Exposure of Punished Buttocks


Each female agrees that following the delivery of a punishment she shall be required to exhibit her punished buttocks for a period of at least one hour, by having any clothing which would otherwise cover the buttocks being removed or tied in such a way as to expose the naked buttocks.  Each female acknowledges that any male or female may touch her punished buttocks during this period of exposure to ascertain the extent of the punishment.

	Manicured pubic hair


Females are required to maintain neat and tidy pubes.  It is permitted for them to be shaved or waxed, but any pubic hair which remains must be trimmed neatly.  No hairs may be longer than one inch.  Any male is permitted to inspect any female’s pubes at any time by ordering her to raise her skirt and lower her panties for inspection. Each male is required to report any breach by any female.  Such reports are to be delivered each Friday at the Friday meetings.  The partners will determine any punishments required.

	Attendance at Friday Room


All staff are required to attend each Friday Room session.  Failure to attend a session by a female will result in punishment, with a standard minimum being 4 strokes of the paddle.

All this was pretty frightening stuff, but I suppose not really surprising after what I had already witnessed.  I wondered what constituted ‘unsatisfactory work’ and what punishments would be awarded for it.  However, the next thing was to progress my own spanking career, so I headed off to Mr Kingsley’s office.

I knocked and entered. 


Chapter 7

Chloe was there, but just taking dictation and not being spanked.

Mr Kingsley asked me what I wanted.  I found it hard to say, but managed to stammer ‘It’s my first day after probation, sir, and I thought you may like…’

‘Yes, yes, of course,’ he said, and asked Chloe to leave.

He came round to my side of the desk.  ‘Lift your skirt,’ he ordered.  I pulled up my skirt which was tight enough to stay up when pulled clear of my bottom.  ‘I wish to inspect you,’ he continued, ‘So pull your knickers down.’ 

I had forgotten about the neat pubes rule and had a dreadful thought that when I pulled them down he would think my unruly pubic hair was a punishable offence.  Sure enough, when I lowered my panties he clicked his tongue and said that this was very wrong.  The pubes were too long, imperfectly trimmed and would be exposed if I had been wearing even moderately skimpy underwear.

‘But until this morning I didn’t know I had to trim my pubic hair,’ I wailed.

‘You know that lack of knowledge of the law is no defence,’ he replied, quoting a standard legal maxim. ‘However,’ he continued, ‘As it is your first day I will take pity on you and not report you to the Friday Room.’  He paused, then said ‘But you will have to take a proper spanking from me now instead.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Six spanks on your bare bottom, over my knee.’

I had no choice.  I had seen what happened if any protest was made, so I quickly agreed.  He made me take my knickers right off and bend over his knee.  He parted my legs so must have had a perfect view of my anus and cunt.  Of course, he spotted the tell tale string of the tampon. 

‘Is it your period?’ he enquired, and of course I had to explain that I wore it to stop my juices causing embarrassment.

‘We like the girls to be juicy,’ he observed.  ‘Two extra smacks for that and I will remove it.’

I cringed with embarrassment as he pulled the tampon out and laid it on the desk.  Then he laid his hand over my bottom, rubbed it as if getting the feel for how to spank, and then delivered eight hard spanks, pausing between each one and alternating between cheeks.

When he had finished, I could feel the tears welling.  He made me get up and told me to go and buy scissors and a razor and get my pubes in order before anyone else saw them.  He picked up my panties and said he would hold on to them until I returned for a pubes inspection.  He passed me the used tampon and I took it with embarrassment.  I blinked back the tears and pulled my skirt down over my aching, naked bum.  Then as quick as possible I dashed to the shop and bought a razor.  I already had scissors in my handbag.

In the bathroom I stripped naked and decided the safest thing was to shave my pubic hair completely.  I didn’t want to risk having hairs measured at more than an inch and getting a thrashing on my first Friday Room as a potential punishment target.  I cut my pubes short with the scissors and carefully shaved and then checked myself front and rear in the mirror.  I had never shaved my pubes before and actually rather liked the naked ‘plucked chicken’ look.  My bottom was still red where Mr Kingsley had spanked me.

When I was happy with the shaving I dressed and returned to Mr Kingsley’s room.  He made me pull up my skirt and inspected me, including making me bend over and part my legs so he could look up my bottom.  It was embarrassing but I told myself I was going to have to get used to it.

Then he told me it was ok and gave me my panties back.  I pulled them on, straightened my skirt and left to go back to my office.  I decided that although I had intended to go round all the male staff that day and try to get all my spankings out of the way, the sound spanking from Mr Kingsley on my bare bum had been enough for one day and I didn’t feel up to any more.

Unfortunately, one of my colleagues had different ideas.  There was a knock on my door and when I called ‘Come in’, Mr Brand entered.  He was the other paralegal, like me, Bronte and Mr Fellows.  He was smiling as he entered, but I didn’t like the look of that smile.  He closed the door behind him and said ‘Your first day after probation.  I thought I’d be one of the first to attend to you.  I expect the partners have already exercised their ‘droit de seignior’?’

‘I have had a spank from the partners, yes,’ I replied with as much dignity as I could muster.

‘Well, and now you’ll get one from me.  First though, I want to see your naked pubes for an inspection.  Lift up your skirt and take off your knickers.’

I realised I really didn’t know what the men were entitled to do.  I thought I only needed to pull my panties down, not take them right off.  I would have to talk to the girls.  But for now I thought it was safest to do what I was told, so I slipped my knickers off and put them on the desk, then raised my skirt.  Mr Brand bent down to stare closely at my shaven cunt.  ‘Looks like a fresh job,’ he commented.

Then he ordered me to turn around and bend over, like Mr Kingsley had, so he could look up my bare bottom.  As I did, he let out a whistle.

‘How come you’re so red?’ he demanded, ‘You couldn’t get like that with a couple of spanks.’

‘No,’ I said, ‘I hadn’t realised that I had to keep my pubic hair trimmed.  When Mr Kingsley saw it he gave me a hard spanking instead of reporting me to the Friday Room.’

‘Oh dear,’ Mr Brand replied with a grin, as he passed his hand speculatively over my naked and reddened bottom cheeks, ‘But now I know you broke the pubic rule, I shall have to report you anyway.’

‘You can’t’, I protested, ‘I’ve already been punished for that.’

‘I think you’ll find I can,’ he said, still grinning.

‘It’s not fair!’

‘Punishments will help you learn to be better,’ he recited, ‘So you should welcome them.  You can get dressed again now, I think I won’t spank you today, I’ll wait till later.’

Still smiling, he left my office.  I was almost trembling with fear and rage.  Now it looked like I might get a beating after all, even if I did nothing else wrong for the rest of the week.


Chapter 8

The next few days I worked like fury, trying to ensure I didn’t give anyone a chance to find fault with me.  Besides the two partners, all seven of the other male staff called me in to their office or came into mine to deliver a spank in these few days.

Mr Stead made me bend over his desk and part my legs.  He told me he enjoyed what he called ‘Single buttock spanking’ and liked to smack the right buttock one week and the left the next.  That was why he liked the girls to keep their legs well opened for the spank, so his spank landed just on a single cheek.

Mr Fellows made me bend over his knee and he pulled my knickers down to inspect my pubes before pulling them back up to deliver the smack.

Mr Thatcher had me bend over with my hands on my knees.  He lifted my skirt himself, then took two or three paces run up and delivered a mighty slap which almost knocked me over.  Then he made me pull my knickers down, claiming it was for the pube check, but I knew it was to see how red he’d been able to make my bum with that single spank.  The answer was, quite red.  Mr Thatcher was the man who’d tried and failed to get Bronte beaten last Friday, and I thought he seemed spiteful still.

Mr Boncord gave me a spank as I bent over my desk.  He told me he normally liked to smack the girls in their own workplace as opposed to his office.

Mr Hobson, the articled clerk, took me over his knee and felt my bottom for what seemed like a long time before delivering the spank.  He claimed he needed to do that to make sure that he understood how receptive my bottom would be, so he didn’t spank too hard.  Seemed a dubious claim, but I was still cautious about any form of protest.

On Thursday Charlie came in and told me he wanted to spank me.  Having seen what happened last Friday, I had to agree of course, so I asked him how he wanted to do it.  He told me to take my knickers off and bend over his knee, but this time I did protest.  I told him he could spank me, but it had to be over my panties.  Then I did pull up my skirt and bend over his knee as he sat in my own chair.  He pushed down on my waist and delivered a reasonable slap on my pantied bottom. As I started to get up, however, he held me down again and smacked me three more times. 

When I got to my feet I was red in the face with rage.  Probably red on the bum as well.  I told Charlie he was right out of order and I was going to tell on him.  I said he was only allowed a single spank.  He didn’t seem too concerned, just saying that I had a ripe bum for spanking and wandered off.

Then at almost 5pm on Friday, Mr Brand came into my office.  ‘I hope you didn’t think I’d forgotten you,’ he said, ‘I’ve been looking forward to this all week.  With a bit of luck it’ll just give you a little taste of what awaits you in the Friday Room.’

I felt this was really unfair, but didn’t see what I could do about it.  Once again he pulled my skirt up, made me take off my knickers and inspected me front and rear (as if anything would have changed in a few days!), then put them back on and bend over and hold my knees.  Then he made me slide my hands down further until I was gripping my ankles.  He had his hands between my legs, supposedly to get my legs apart, but I could feel him against my cunt and knew he’d feel its wetness even through my panties.  Then, like Mr Thatcher, he walked away and took a run up before delivering a crashing slap over my poor bottom.  I stumbled forward and nearly fell over, it was so hard.

‘Lovely,’ he remarked airily, and walked away without even waiting for me to pull my skirt back down.

‘Don’t be late for the Friday Room,’ he said with a smile as he left.

I was very cross at this last minute spanking which had denied me time to compose myself before going to face what could be an awful time.  However, as I was straightening my skirt and hoping I wouldn’t have to remove it later on, Lorna came in. 

‘Did he smack you?’ she asked.

I told her he had.  ‘He’s really horrid sometimes,’ she said.  ‘Fancy smacking you a few minutes before your first Friday Room.’

I said it didn’t matter.  She gave me a quick hug and checked out my appearance, then pronounced I looked ok and off we went to the Friday Room.  Like last week, as we entered the girls were pouring drinks for the men but weren’t allowed to have one themselves.

Mr Fellows and Mr Brand were standing together, and I saw them clink glasses together and start laughing.  I wondered if Mr Brand was telling him about just having smacked me.  I saw him swish one hand through the air and was almost sure he was demonstrating how he’d given me a good hard slap.  How I wished I could get a revenge.  But so far none of the girls had any advice except to always do what you are told, as quickly as possible.  The best anyone seemed to achieve was not getting beaten on Fridays and putting up with the spanks during the week.  Some of them seemed to rather like getting those smacks, and I must say when it was one of the nicer men doing the spanking, like Mr Boncord or Mr Stead, it was quite exciting.  In fact, I had to admit I was always excited by getting spanked.  Even after Charlie smacked me I found my nipples getting hard and my juices flowing.

Anyway, after half an hour or so of the girls waiting on the men with drinks and nibbles, Mr Wilson called order.  Once again he mentioned me, saying it was my second Friday Room but that this was my first as a potential target.  ‘I do hope she hasn’t been naughty in her very first week though,’ he concluded, and then asked if anyone had anything to report.

Straight away, Mr Brand put up his hand. 

‘Our newest recruit,’ he began, and rudely pointed at me, ‘But I’m afraid she has been naughty in her first week.  She had unruly and untrimmed pubic hair.  Mr Kingsley will corroborate.’

I didn’t know what to do.  I had no right to object, as the rules were clear that any objection or criticism simply earned a harsher punishment.  At the same time, I felt that firstly I shouldn’t even have been punished, because I hadn’t even known about the rule, and secondly I had in any case already had a pretty hard punishment – in fact the biggest spanking of my life.

I saw that Mr Kingsley was also somewhat taken aback.  He had a quick word with Mr Wilson and then asked Mr Brand if he had actually inspected my pubes. 

‘Yes of course,’ he replied.  ‘They had been shaved when I saw her but she admitted to me that she had been punished for having straggly pubic hair, and I felt obliged under the rules to report it to the Friday Room.  I believe it was you who spanked her sir.’

‘Well yes I did,’ said Mr Kingsley, ‘I felt it wasn’t fair that she be reported to the Friday Room when she hadn’t known the rules, but of course she still had to get some kind of punishment.  So I asked if she’d accept a hand spanking on her bare bottom, she agreed, and that’s what happened.  I felt that was a fair resolution.’

‘I don’t think that’s allowed in the rules though,’ said Mr Brand.

Mr Wilson and Mr Kingsley conferred again.  This time Mr Wilson spoke.  ‘Rules are rules,’ he said, ‘And punishment needs to be inflicted, because it has been drawn to our attention.  But,’ he continued, looking at Mr Brand, ‘slavish adherence to rules is not always appropriate.  Anyway, the sentence is two strokes of the paddle, bare bottom.

‘Any other reports?’

I think I was actually relieved.  Just two strokes I was sure I could take, and the paddle was much less severe than the cane, so it seemed.

Then Mr Thatcher raised his hand.  He once again was reporting Bronte.  This time he claimed she had left a pile of files on her desk overnight, in breach of the clean desk policy.  I knew this was true, as I had seen them. Bronte had arranged them all in sequence owing to a complex real estate transaction she was conveying, and had needed to stop one night and finish off next day.  Technically though, she was of course guilty, and the partners sentenced her to six of the paddle.  Mr Thatcher smiled broadly, although no doubt wishing it had been the cane.

Then Mr Wilson cited poor Doris, the little accountant.  He said that the accounts were running four days late and told her she would get five strokes of the strap, one for every day they were late and one more to remind her.  He also said that if they weren’t finished by Monday night she’d be getting more strokes next Friday.  Doris looked petrified and I wondered if she’d ever been beaten before.  I assumed like all the girls she was spanked, but I’d hardly spoken to her and not at all since I’d found out about the Friday Room so I really didn’t know if she tended to be exempted because she was so delicate looking.

Mr Hobson then raised his hand, and said that he’d measured Stella’s skirt and it was nearly four inches over the knee, and also so tight he’d had trouble raising it to spank her.  Everyone’s eyes moved to Stella and sure enough her skirt did look rather short.  She was usually behind the reception desk so you didn’t notice.

The partners conferred briefly and announced Stella would get six of the cane as she was becoming a serial offender in dress matters, and they needed her to learn a sharp lesson.

There were no other reports so they then told the four of us due for punishment to stand by the horse, and take off our jackets and skirts.  When we had done that Mr Wilson had Chloe fetch four belts from the cupboard and fasten them so our shirts or blouses were tied up out of the way of our knickers.  Then we all had to take our knickers off and hand them to Chloe.  The four of us were lined up, facing the others, all now naked from the waist down, and because of the belts, fully exposed. 

I had my shaved pubes of course, and Bronte her Brazilian. Doris had black pubic hair which looked longer than an inch, so I hoped she didn’t get another punishment for that.  Stella had a tiny vertical strip of dark pubic hair.  I instinctively moved my hands to cover my pubes, but Mr Kingsley ordered me to put my hands on my head, then told the others to do the same.


Chapter 9

All nine of the men were then standing facing us, with the three girls who were not being punished standing to one side.  It was quite frightening and menacing, knowing that we were going to be beaten and not even knowing by whom.  Then Mr Wilson told Chloe to distribute the numbered disks to the men and then asked Mia to say four numbers.  As she spoke, saying ‘One, seven, three, eight’, hands were raised by the men holding the numbers.

So I found I was to be paddled by Mr Fellows, Bronte by Mr Kingsley, Doris would be strapped by Mr Boncord, and Mr Stead would apply the cane to Stella.

On Mr Fellows’ orders, I went to the cupboard and brought the paddle bearing my name and handed it to him.  Then I went to the spanking horse and draped myself over it to be strapped in.  Lorna tied the leather straps round my wrists and ankles and I felt more exposed than ever, by buttocks forced apart by the straps and my shaved pubes leaving nothing to the imagination.  Although Mr Fellows had been chuckling with Mr Brand when we arrived at the Friday Room, he hadn’t been as aggressive as some when spanking me during the week, so I wasn’t too disappointed I’d ended up with him.  Mr Brand would have been the most vicious I thought. 

Mr Fellows didn’t seem in too great a hurry to start the punishment.  I could sense him behind me and glimpse him too, but it was a minute or so before he rested the paddle gently over my naked bottom.  I supposed he had been enjoying the sight of my anus and cunt, pulled open and looking available.  Then he pulled the paddle back and whacked it hard over both cheeks.  He then rubbed my bottom with the paddle for a moment before lifting it again and swiping down for the second stroke.  This time I couldn’t stop myself squealing.

Then after a moment I felt my legs being untied, then Lorna undid my wrists and helped me to my feet.  Mr Fellows was standing close by, still holding the paddle.  He smiled at me as I rubbed my bottom, then handed me the paddle and told me to put it back in the cupboard.

‘No doubt we’ll need it again soon,’ he grinned.

Then it was Bronte’s turn.  This time Chloe strapped her down and fetched the paddle inscribed ‘Bronte’, handing it to Mr Kingsley.  Mr Kingsley did not waste time, but also took a measured pace between each strike.  Once again, later I found that he had precisely calculated how long to pause between each stroke to maximise the effect.  Bronte squirmed as much as the straps holding her allowed, which was not much, and moaned as the fourth, fifth and sixth whacks came down.  At the end her bottom was a bright and uniform red where Mr Kingsley had managed to cover both cheeks with just six hard and effective strokes.

Poor little Doris was stretched tight over the punishment horse, and Mia had difficulty loosening the straps enough to reach her ankles and wrists.  When she was fastened, she looked even more nakedly open than Bronte had done, because all her body cavities seemed to be rudely gaping.  Mr Boncord himself went to the cupboard to select a strap to beat her with, and Mr Stead and he spent a little time there picking first one and then another, swishing them experimentally through the air as Doris and the rest of us watched.  It must have been agony to Doris, seeing them pick out thin, thick, wide and narrow straps and not know which they were going to select to thrash her with.

Then they finally seemed to agree on an implement.  Mr Boncord walked back behind Doris and raised the strap.  It was about 20 inches long and looked as if it would be a fearsome weapon.  He took half a step back, I supposed to get better purchase on the way in which the end of the strap would strike Doris’s bare bottom.  Then, lifting it a little higher still, he smashed it down and she yelped as it drove into her cheeks.  He changed the position of his feet a little and prepared for the second stroke. This time I thought he brought the tip of the belt over her bottom, and I wondered if that was deliberate.  The third stroke, he doubled the belt and stood closer to her, remarking to Mr Stead at his side that this helped him be more precise over beating both her arse cheeks.  The doubled strap was of course only about ten inches, so when he crashed onto her bum his hand almost brushed her bottom.  He used the doubled belt for the fourth stroke as well, by which time Doris was sobbing as well as yelping.  The final stroke he opened the strap again, took a step back, and flung the belt with all his force over her unprotected buttocks.  All Doris’s crying and squealing seemed to have encouraged him to greater precision and power in the beating, as opposed to any pity.

I was to come to know Mr Boncord well in the future, and this was his dominant trait.  Meticulous and precise, he would never change out of pity or sympathy, but also never be spiteful.  A writhing bottom or shrieking girl would result in him taking extra care to beat her with exact care and perhaps a little extra power.  The strap was a difficult implement to use and he managed to keep the marks restricted to Doris’s bottom cheeks, which were red and ridged, but he didn’t stray from his target which many users of the strap tended to do.

Mia helped Doris up after her beating and after undoing the straps, and Mr Boncord gave Doris the strap he had used to beat her and told her to put it away for him.  She was still snivelling but managed to do as she was told. 

Then it was Stella’s turn.  Chloe strapped her to the horse, while Mr Stead was taking canes from the cupboard, swishing them in the air and putting them back, looking, I supposed, for his ideal weapon.  At length he selected a thin and whippy cane about three feet long.  As he came to stand behind Stella he remarked conversationally that he found this thin cane achieved a ‘wrap-around’ effect in marking the buttocks and he enjoyed the thin lines which he hoped would soon decorate Stella’s posterior.

Mr Boncord expressed a preference for a thicker cane which he averred left more lasting marks, but acknowledged the impact the thin cane had on covering both buttocks splendidly.

I had to admit to myself that I was looking forward to seeing Stella caned.  It had been really fascinating watching Chloe get it last week and I expected the precise Mr Stead would be an experienced and dedicated proponent of the art, well worth watching.

Stella was not fat, but she had an ample bottom and I edged a little closer so I could see the effect of the caning on a well-padded posterior.  Mr Stead didn’t waste much time, laying the cane across her bottom for a moment to set his position, then moving his feet to be ready for the first stroke.  When he was comfortable with his situation, he raised the cane high and wide and brought it down with a mighty crunch against Stella’s defenceless cheeks.

Mr Stead had been right about the effect of the thin cane.  It seemed to take her across the swell of both buttocks and also bend round to impact the curve of her right cheek.  She yelped with pain and struggled against the restraining straps.  Mr Stead altered his position slightly to deliver the second blow slightly under the first, but carefully so the lines were parallel.  The third stroke he also managed to keep parallel and Stella’s rear was now crossed with three pairs of tramline ridge marks.  He shifted again and delivered the fourth over the swelling of her upper thighs.

Mr Stead then changed to the other side of Stella and I wondered if he was going to continue the caning with his left hand.  However, I saw he was changing to backhand, no doubt to get the whippy wrap around effect on Stella’s left buttock.  Sure enough, the last two strokes completed an elegant punishment, the fifth being delivered just below the three sets of wheals which striped her ample bottom and the last crossing them in the manner of a prisoner ticking off days of his sentence in groups of five.  This last swipe curled around her left cheek and rendered her arse as well marked as one could imagine.

I was dry-mouthed and staring when he had finished.  It was incomparably exciting watching a girl getting such a thorough caning, but I was also frightened, thinking about perhaps getting such a thrashing myself one day.

I helped Chloe unstrap Stella, and found a tissue to soothe her tears.  All of us punished girls were of course still naked from the waist down, and I was obliged to allow first Mr Fellows and then Mr Brand to feel my bottom where I had been spanked.  I was made to bend over a table and part my legs while they did this, commenting to each other that just two strokes of the paddle weren’t really enough.  Mr Brand slipped a finger into my shaved wet cunt while I was bent over, and I saw him show the glistening finger to Mr Fellows, but they didn’t say anything.  I supposed it was forbidden to do that, but I knew better than to protest.

Then Charlie told me he wanted to feel me too.  I couldn’t stop myself saying something to him, and as I bent over for him I said ‘You better not smack me, you already did it too often in the week.’

‘What did you say?’ Mr Wilson overheard me and interjected.

‘Sorry Mr Wilson’, I said, still bent over the desk for Charlie, ‘It’s just that you told me I was only to get one spank from anyone and Charlie spanked me four times.’

He seemed shocked.  ‘Is this true?’ he demanded.

‘Well, it was the first time I’d been able to smack her, so I thought I’d do a proper job,’ Charlie replied airily.

‘This is a disgrace,’ he said, and took Mr Kingsley aside for a discussion.  He then announced that Charlie had infringed the rules. 

‘As you are aware,’ he said ponderously, ‘The girls require discipline and punishment.  Such discipline and punishment are carried out strictly to the rules.  We can’t expect the girls to conform to requirements if our own example is flawed.  Charlie has spanked without authority, in breach or regulations, and he will be punished for it.  If any girl has been smacked more than once in a week by Charlie, or otherwise mistreated by him, please raise your hand.’ 

I raised mine and saw that all seven of us had our hands in the air.

A few words passed between the partners, and then Mr Wilson ordered Mr Brand and Mr Fellows to strap Charlie over the spanking horse.  He struggled but they succeeded in binding him to the frame.  Then Mr Wilson told us girls to fetch our named paddles.  ‘You will each strike him twice with your paddle,’ he instructed.

‘Over his trousers?’ I daringly enquired.  After all, us girls were beaten on our bare bums.

‘No, quite right,’ he said, ‘Mr Fellows, pull down the boy’s trousers and pants.’  Because of the tightness of the straps, this was not easy, and I enjoyed the sight of Mr Fellows, who I didn’t much like, wrestling with Charlie’s trousers.  Eventually he managed to wrench them down and Charlie’s bare arse was revealed. 

I had never beaten anyone or even spanked anyone, but at least now I had a week’s experience of being spanked and paddled myself, so on Mr Wilson’s order, I took position behind Charlie, laid the paddle on his bum to set my position, then smashed it down as hard as I could.  I had the pleasure of seeing him flinch.  I repeated the dose with equal force and ceded my position to Chloe.  One after another the girls beat down on Charlie’s arse, all with what seemed quite impressive force except perhaps poor Doris.  Whether she just didn’t have the strength or whether she was weakened from her own beating I don’t know, but I was glad her feeble smacks were followed by robust paddlings from Mia and Bronte.  I wouldn’t have liked Charlie’s punishment to have been concluded with a couple of weak taps.

When we were all finished, Mr Wilson left Charlie in position and said, ‘From now on, until further notice, your spanking privileges are withdrawn. You may not spank or otherwise touch any of the girls.  This has been the first part of your punishment.  Each of the men will add to your punishment by beating your bare bottom with six strokes of the instrument of their choice.  These punishments will be carried out at the Friday Room over the next eight weeks.  Now unstrap him.’

Mr Fellows and Mr Brand undid the straps, but didn’t help him up.  He struggled to his feet and I couldn’t help noticing his half-erect penis, which must have been stimulated by the paddling.  I wondered if he would be made to stay naked like us girls, but Mr Wilson ordered him to pull up his pants.

We girls glanced at each other and I thought they shared my surprise at the severity of the punishment.  I had assumed the paddling was the full penalty.  However, none of us liked Charlie so we had nothing but joy at the thought of watching him get thrashed every week for the next two months, even if we didn’t have the pleasure of wielding the cane or crop ourselves.  I later found that Mr Wilson didn’t believe females were capable of administering a proper caning.

Even though I had myself been paddled, I thought it had been a good Friday Room.  As I dressed later that evening, pulling my knickers up over my still red bum, I looked forward to next week and next Friday.


Chapter 10

We never saw Charlie again.  I supposed that it had been a tactic of the partners to get rid of him by saying he’d be thrashed weekly for two months, and certainly he had seen enough of the girls being beaten to know he would suffer.  So I suppose he thought he might as well just disappear.  Doris told us he had resigned in writing, just an illiterate scrawl, and she had sent his termination pay to an address in a different town.  Perhaps he thought if he stayed here the partners would drag him to the Friday Room to receive his punishments.

Instead of replacing him with another office boy, they recruited a girl.  This was good, as firstly it balanced the numbers in the office – eight girls, eight men, and secondly of course it saved us girls a spank a week each.

The new girl, Lily, was just 19, slim and dark, quite short but fit.  She jogged and swam, and was intelligent enough to need telling any duty only once.  This was also a pleasant change from Charlie who had to be told the same duty repeatedly, even things as simple as delivering documents to the right place.

Of course, although she had signed the discipline policy, during the first three months she herself would not be spanked or punished.  The whole spanking business had been a total surprise to me at the end of my three months’ probation, and I wondered if that was the best thing or whether I should warn Lily so she was ready for it.  She seemed to be enjoying working with us and I certainly thought she was doing a good job, so there was every reason to believe she would be offered permanency.  I couldn’t but think about how she would feel about being spanked and each time I saw her slim hips I imagined what it would be like seeing them flogged with the cane or crop.

In the weeks since my first paddling, I had tried to avoid punishment in the Friday Room, although I still got eight spanks a week.  I kept a note of each spanking and not a single man missed a single week.  Some, like Mr Stead, spanked me the same way every week, alternating buttocks with amazing consistency.  Others, like Mr Fellows and Mr Brand, changed from week to week, and almost always insisted on a pubic inspection and dress code check.  Mr Brand’s dress check meant kneeling on the floor next to the chair where he was sitting, while he used the ruler to see if I exceeded two inches of leg over the knee.  This meant that my face and mouth was close to his groin and I couldn’t avoid seeing the swell of his hardening penis under his trousers.  I knew he made me do this just so I had that experience, but I really didn’t mind.  Although I wasn’t in a relationship at the moment I had always enjoyed oral sex, so it was a pleasure to contemplate his prick and wonder what it would be like to take it in my mouth.

A couple of times I almost reached over to touch his trousers, but wiser counsels prevailed.  I could imagine him encouraging me to suck his cock, even ejaculating into my mouth, and then reporting my lewd conduct to the Friday Room and getting me caned or cropped.  I thought it was safer just to imagine what it would be like to suck him, not actually do it.

In two months I received three Friday Room punishments, after the paddling I got in my first Friday Room as a spankee.

The first was the paddle again, six strokes this time.  My fellow paralegal, Mr Brand, took a picture of my desk when I left early one evening for an urgent delivery of some court papers and didn’t have time to clear my desk as required by the clean desk policy.  I could have shoved it all in a drawer, but I knew that would jumble the papers and cause confusion the next day.

When he pronounced sentence on me, I think Mr Wilson was a little embarrassed as it had been his error which had meant I needed to rush-deliver some court papers.  Normally it would have been six of the cane for this offence so I supposed I was let off lightly with the paddle instead.  Mr Hobson won the duty of applying the paddle to my backside.

I was stripped by Stella, and Mr Hobson waited until I was naked from the waist down before ordering me to fetch my personalised paddle, so I knew that he enjoyed the sight of my shaved pussy and tight globes of my derriere.

When Stella strapped me to the spanking horse, he took his time checking the straps and the position of my bottom, with a hand between my legs brushing against the lips of my cunt.  He always took his time in spanking me by hand as well, patiently arranging me over his lap, so I wasn’t surprised.

I was pretty sure he fancied me, but it didn’t help when he wielded the paddle.  My first paddling, delivered by Mr Fellows, had been just two strokes, each smacking across both cheeks of my bottom.  Mr Hobson also paddled both buttocks together, but raised the paddle higher for the first three strokes, as I could see through the corner of my eye, crashing them down with enough force to make me cry with pain and then weep.

As I had noticed before, Mr Hobson was impervious to emotion.  He took no notice of my bawling but adjusted the direction of the last three strokes to be more horizontal, lashing me from a different angle not to spare me at all, but to ensure a full coverage of all the available target area of my poor arse.

He was rewarded by praise from a number of the gentlemen, who admired the way he had achieved purpling bruises over my whole bottom.  Mr Stead asked Mr Wilson if I could be left strapped to the horse for a few extra minutes, as the sight of my paddled cheeks was so delightful.

‘I doubt if even you could have achieved such excellent bruising with just six strokes, sir,’ he said to Mr Wilson, who did agree that it was a very comprehensive display of good paddling technique, and let me stay five minutes, crying softly, strapped to the horse, while almost all the men examined my abused bottom with their hands and their eyes.

I knew my cunt was creamy but even if I hadn’t known from the feeling I had, it would have been rammed home by almost every gentleman referring to it.

‘I think a really good paddling can induce a girl to cream up as well as a thorough caning,’ Mr Boncord remarked, pulling open my arse cheeks for a better look inside my cunt.

I could sense Mr Wilson bending over my rear also to inspect my creamy pussy.  ‘You may be right,’ he remarked, ‘I thought nothing worked as well as the cane, but she is certainly slippery as an eel.’

‘Shame we can’t put it to good use,’ Mr Brand said.

Possibly that casual remark was what planted the seed in Mr Wilson’s mind for later consequences.

My next beating was truly my own stupid fault.  For some reason, or just by chance, I received all eight of my weekly spanks on Monday and Tuesday of one week.  Somehow that had led to my thinking that I would not be used by any of the gentlemen for the remainder of the week, as they were limited to a single spank.

I half-consciously made the decision on Thursday to wear one of my favourite costumes, a skirt suit with a pencil skirt, elegant and flattering, with the waist-length jacket allowing my bottom to be displayed to its best advantage.

Unfortunately, it failed to comply with the firm’s dress guidelines as it could not be readily raised. 

The other girls in the office knew I’d be for it on Friday, as they instantly realised from the cut of my skirt and the way it hugged my buttocks that it would never pass the code, and they equally knew that Mr Brand was always on the lookout for any avenue to get me strapped down for a thrashing.  When I arrived at the office, Stella the receptionist actually told me to go straight back home and change.

‘It’s ok,’ I said nonchalantly, ‘I’ve already had my smacks for the week.’

‘It won’t stop them doing a pube check,’ she warned me, ‘and you can see straight away that you’ll never pass the skirt raise test.  Beautiful skirt though,’ she added parenthetically, ‘you look fabulous.  Almost worth the whacking you’ll get tomorrow!’

Mr Brand evidently came to the same conclusion as Stella about the skirt.  He called me into his office almost as soon as I arrived on Thursday morning.  When he had smacked my bottom on Monday he had made me kneel for a skirt measurement as well as take my knickers down to check my pubic hair.

This time he sat back in his chair and looked me up and down.

‘Nice skirt,’ he observed.

‘Thank you,’ I replied coolly.

‘Clearly just above the knee, so no need for me to measure that today,’ he continued.

‘Thank you,’ I said again.

‘Perhaps I will just have a look at your pussy again,’ he said, smiling with satisfaction.

‘But you know I am shaved,’ I protested, ‘you checked on Monday.’

‘Did I?’ he wondered, ‘I am so forgetful.  I’d better have a look anyway.’

With that he rose from his chair and came over to me.  He smoothed his hand over the swelling of my backside.

‘This skirt really does suit you,’ he enthused, ‘I truly wish I could give this lovely arse another smack instead of waiting till next week.  Still, I’d better not.  I’ll pull it out of the way so I can get your knickers down.’

He pulled at the hem of my skirt, but of course the pencil cut meant it needed to be rolled up rather than lifted easily.

We both had known exactly what would happen from the moment he had called me into his office, and for a moment I had the mad thought of offering him my bottom to spank if he would refrain from reporting me, but I knew I would just end up with double punishment if I did that.

‘Oh dear, oh dear.  Unable to lift this skirt,’ he crowed, ‘Friday room it is.  I’ll just get the evidence.’

He made me stand with my skirt in its normal position, half rolled up and fully rolled up, while he took pictures on his mobile.  Then when my skirt was rolled right up, he took my knickers down and took more close up pictures of my cunt and arse.

‘Might as well get some nice pictures before your arse gets shredded tomorrow,’ he said gleefully.

I tried to stay behind my desk as much as possible that day but I presume Mr Brand told his cronies as both Mr Thatcher and Mr Fellows made me come into their offices and undergo the same humiliation of being half stripped and photographed for ‘evidence’.

In the Friday Room there was the unusual performance of three gentlemen reporting my delinquency.  Each of them had the photo evidence which they showed the partners with pretended gravity at the seriousness of the offence, masking a delighted keenness to see me punished.

Serial dress offences were invariably punished by caning, but as this was my first dress violation I was hopeful of the paddle or strap.  However, Mr Wilson made a little speech.

‘I can only presume that you deliberately flouted our dress rules,’ he told me sternly.  ‘No less than three of our gentlemen staff have expressed their shock at this flagrant violation.  I am unable to pronounce any sentence other than six strokes of the cane.’

‘But sir,’ I began, then realised the folly of protest and lamely concluded ‘yes sir.’

‘Normally,’ Mr Wilson continued, ‘we draw lots for the section of the chastiser.  However, while there are some excellent caners on our staff of gentlemen, the quality of caning is sometimes inconsistent.  I am determined that your offence be rewarded with a genuinely comprehensive chastisement.  Accordingly, I shall beat you myself.’

Slight groans resulted from this speech as I suppose Messrs Brand, Thatcher and Fellows had been hoping one or all of them may have been appointed as the caners.

Mr Wilson ordered Chloe and Lorna to strip me below the waist and tie me to the spanking horse.  He then spent some time in discussion with Mr Knightley at the cane cupboard before selecting a three-foot-long crook-handled cane of medium thickness.

‘Too thin and they can cut, too thick and they bruise rather than carve the ridges redolent of a good caning.  I think this is just right for this task,’ Mr Wilson observed.

He was about to deliver the first stroke to my tightly constrained arse when Mr Boncord interrupted.

‘When she was beaten last with the paddle, you remarked that although her cunt creamed up excellently, a good caning should produce a better effect still,’ he said.

‘So I did,’ Mr Wilson recalled.

‘May we have your permission to inspect her now so as to enjoy the “before and after” of the punishment?’ Mr Boncord asked.

‘Good idea,’ Mr Wilson agreed.

So before the punishment began I was made to endure the humiliation of having my bottom cheeks pulled open so a succession of gentlemen could peer at my pussy and remark on its quality.

‘Really quite dry at present,’ Mr Boncord observed finally, ‘it will be a splendid test to find if the cane brings out the creaming we anticipate.’

I had seen a number of girls get caned since I had been admitted to the Friday Room and I’d felt the ridges on Chloe’s arse after she’d been caned so I kind of knew what to expect.  Still, the first slashing cut from Mr Wilson’s cane had me squealing in terror and agony.

It seemed to please the gentlemen.

‘Excellent first cut, sir,’ Mr Brand congratulated the senior partner, ‘will you wait the thirty seconds for the next?’

I had already learned that to maximise the pain of a thorough caning it was best to leave thirty seconds between each strike in order to let the pain develop from the previous hit.

Mr Wilson did not trouble to answer Mr Brand.  In fact, Mr Wilson was perfectly aware of Mr Brand’s level of competence and although male solidarity led him often to take Mr Brand’s part in conflicts with the girls, including myself, he probably had little time for him and especially his sycophantic comments. 

He did leave the thirty seconds though, and I was writhing in pain when he slashed through the next stroke.  Four more times, at exact intervals, he cut through with the cane to leave my smashed arse a mess of pain and contusion.

After the sixth stroke there was an eager buzz of male conversation wanting to approach and view the result of one of Mr Wilson’s canings.

Obsequious comments about how elegantly the ridged marks were spaced abounded.  Added to this was the keenness to discover if my cunt had fulfilled expectation and produced the dripping creaminess I had exhibited from a paddling, or indeed even more so.

Such was the case and Mr Wilson received yet more adulation as hands clawed at my wounded arse and slippery cunt.

When finally released, still weeping, my buttocks shredded and yet with my cunt throbbing with excitement, I received hugs of sympathy from most of the girls.  The men did not hug me, but most or all of them ran fingers over my thrashed bottom and many took the opportunity to test out my soaking pussy as well.


Chapter 11

My next beating I truly don’t think I deserved.  I had been working on a complex loan, financing and real estate development deal involving a major client to the firm, Mr Jackson.  He had briefed me with what he needed from the other syndicate members and in particular that he needed appropriate security to be registered.

I had summarised all the requirements and given it to Mr Stead, one of the solicitors.  He was supposed to take charge of the matter, although I expected he’d give me most of the work to do once he’d approved what I recommended.

However, instead of that he passed the file to Mr Brand, a paralegal like myself, and told him to do what was required.

A week or so later, the file came back to me and I discovered that instead of registering mortgages over the properties in favour of Mr Jackson, Mr Brand and Mr Stead had merely registered caveats indicating Mr Jackson had ‘an interest’.  This meant that our client, Mr Jackson, had a much lesser degree of financial security than I had told him he needed and that I had told him we would arrange.

I was seething with anger and went to find Mr Stead to tell him he had made a grave error.  I found him in the corridor and instead of taking him to my office or his I went for him immediately, in view of other employees.

‘How could you let this happen?’ I demanded, ‘You know Mr Brand is an idiot, why did you let him do caveats instead of mortgages?  You must be as stupid as he is, or are you just too lazy to check what imbecile act he has done?’

In my whole time with the firm I had never been so angry.  Besides the risk to the firm, Mr Jackson, a client who clearly believed I was trustworthy and competent, would now think it was me who had blundered.  The deal had been signed and I couldn’t think of any way to get the clients retrospectively to accept mortgages.

Mr Stead just walked off without speaking and he got to his office in time to lock the door against me so I couldn’t go it to continue the dispute.

I didn’t know what to do, so decided to see if I could think of a solution before reporting the matter to Mr Wilson, the senior partner.  He hated to be brought problems without solutions.

Unfortunately, my tirade was overheard by Mr Knightley.  He said nothing at the time, but the following day was Friday and in the Friday Room he confronted me. 

‘You may not be aware that I was present when you were berating Mr Stead,’ he began sternly, ‘but I heard every word.’

‘Good,’ I responded crisply, ‘You’re cleverer and more experienced than me, sir.  I hope you can find a solution.’

I was still only thinking about the harm done to the firm and its client, and perhaps to my own reputation.

‘As to that,’ Mr Knightley continued, ‘I have discovered a variation required in the funding agreement such that amendments are required to the security documents.  Accordingly, it will be necessary to execute new mortgages in place of the previous caveats.’

‘Thank you sir,’ I enthused, ‘you’ve saved the day.’

‘There remains the matter of your putting yourself forward in an unacceptable way,’ he intoned gravely.  ‘There is no excuse, ever, for a female member of staff to verbally abuse a male solicitor.’

‘But sir,’ I protested, ‘they had completely screwed one of our major clients.’

‘You will not assist your cause by vulgar language.  If you discover an error by a solicitor, you may point that out to him in an appropriate way in private, for example by suggesting he may have failed to consider an alternative solution.  You do not abuse him and his colleague in a public place.’

‘But I had already told him exactly what to do in the brief, and they stuffed up by doing the opposite, the lazy fools.’  I was still furious and didn’t know when to stop.

‘That’s enough,’ Mr Knightley ordered.  ‘There may have been an error of judgment by Mr Stead, but nothing justifies your behaviour.  You will receive four strokes of the strap.  Mr Stead, would you be prepared to apply them, as you are the wronged party?’

I was incensed.  ‘He is not the wronged party,’ I insisted, ‘I did everything right, he and that fool Mr Brand did everything wrong.’

Mr Knightley held up a hand and I managed to stop myself.

Mr Stead spoke.  ‘Thank you for your determination sir,’ he said serenely, ‘I will be pleased to strap her.’

Mr Brand then spoke.  ‘I object to her language sir.  She just called me a fool.’

Since I suppose everyone in the firm knew that Mr Brand was a fool, I image they all smiled at this.  My attention was concentrated on Mr Knightley however.

‘She will receive a further four strokes of the strap for intemperate language.  Mia, draw a number for who will punish her.’

Mia gave each gentleman a numbered disk then drew a number from the other bowl.

‘Six,’ she announced.  Mr Thatcher put up his hand.  One of Mr Brand’s cronies.  Almost as bad as getting Mr Brand himself.  Still, I thought, the strap wasn’t as bad as the cane.  But eight strokes!

Stella was first to be punished, six of the wooden spoon for kitchen untidiness, and I was the only other.  Doris and Mia were told to prepare us for the beatings, and stripped off our jackets, skirts and knickers before tying belts around our waists to hold our blouses out of the way and ensure we were fully displayed.

Mr Stead was clearly going to enjoy this.  Not only had Mr Knightley rescued him from an appalling error, but he was able to lash my backside as if it had been my fault.  He took me with him to the cupboard which held the straps, holding me lightly by the arm. 

‘I don’t think you have been strapped before, have you?’ he enquired politely.  I was too angry to speak but shook my head.

Mr Thatcher joined us.  ‘Shall we select a different strap each?’ he suggested, ‘we may be able to compare the results.’

‘Good idea,’ Mr Stead agreed.  ‘Do you have any particular favourite?’ he asked me, before smilingly answering his own question.  ‘No of course, this is your first experience of the strap.  I think I shall choose this one.’  He took a thick leather strap down, about two feet long and an inch wide.

‘Excellent choice,’ Mr Thatcher purred, ‘and I shall contrast it with this.’  He selected a strap of about the same length, but thinner and narrower.

‘There are two ways to use the strap,’ Mr Stead told me conversationally as he led me back to the spanking horse and waited while Mia and Doris strapped me down, ‘If you double it in your hand it become a short, thuddy, kind of implement, excellent for precision beating of a single buttock.  But some of the force of the impact is dissipated by the two sides of the strap coming together.’

Mr Thatcher continued, as I was being fastened in position.  ‘Alternatively, if you use it without doubling, it becomes a little less accurate but all of the force of the blow is transferred to your lovely bottom.’

‘I don’t think we want any impact to be lessened today,’ Mr Stead took up the conversation, ‘so we will beat you with the strap held as a single.  Agreed, Mr Thatcher?’

‘Yes indeed,’ Mr Thatcher concurred.

Mr Stead was about to lash me with his first stroke when he paused.

‘Mr Knightley,’ he enquired, ‘I request your permission that we apply the straps alternately.  As I am right handed and Mr Thatcher is left handed, we could do that quite readily and it may be instructive to inspect the effect of the two contrasting straps.’

Mr Knightley agreed and all six of the gentlemen of the firm that were not the ones applying the strap gathered around to watch and comment.

Mr Stead walloped me first, drawing a shriek from my lips as it lashed into my bottom.  Then Mr Thatcher, from the other side and having waited the standard 30 seconds, whacked me with his lighter and narrower strap.

I yelped again and one of the gentlemen laughed, commenting how remarkable it was that I was capable of such wriggling when tied so tightly.

It was Mr Brand of course.  ‘I doubt if there’s another girl on the staff who’s as seductive as this one when she’s being flogged.  That cunt just cries out for cock.’

Mr Wilson told him sternly to mind his language, as Mr Stead and Mr Thatcher continued to flog me alternately. 

I was crying after the third or fourth stroke, but if anything this merely encouraged them to smack me harder.  After the eighth whack I think every single gentleman, even Mr Wilson, took the opportunity to inspect my bottom while I remained tied to the spanking frame, checking the comparison in the marks made by the wider and narrower straps.

When released, I was of course obliged to spend an hour naked from the waist down.  Mr Wilson did take the opportunity to express his thanks that I had identified an issue which could have embarrassed the firm, even though they had been obliged to punish me for the way I hade communicated it.

‘You know we are very happy about your contribution to the firm,’ he told me, even as his hand groped my bare buttocks.  ‘However, the essence of our firm is the subservience of girls to gentlemen.  You know your place and we must insist you remain in it.  Mr Knightley solved the problem shortly after he was made aware of it.’

‘Yes, made aware because of what I said,’ I interrupted.

‘I have said we appreciate what you discovered,’ he responded crossly, ‘but you are required to adhere to the rules of the firm.  That is why every gentleman spanks every girl every week.  You have to understand your place.’

‘Yes sir,’ I replied meekly, ‘I’m sorry sir.’

He patted my bruised backside as he mused, ‘Perhaps if you feel you need further reinforcing I could arrange for each gentleman to spank you more often than once a week.’

‘Oh no sir,’ I pleaded, ‘I promise I have learned my lesson.  I will never again be impertinent to a gentleman.’

I did however make a mental note to find a way to get back at Mr Stead and Mr Brand.  It might take me a long time, but as the Spanish proverb says, revenge is a dish best eaten cold.


Chapter 12

Instead of a filing cabinet, my office had a file room, a kind of walk-in cupboard where all the files were kept.  This was useful as so many of the cases I worked on required multiple files and this allowed me to keep them in some sort of order.  It happened one day that the new girl Lily was in the file room when Mr Hobson came in.  ‘Smack time,’ he announced, and before I could say or even think anything, he took my arm, pulled me from my chair, sat there himself and dragged me over his knee.  Then he took his time, lifting my skirt and pulling my knickers down to inspect my pubes.  I was still keeping them shaved so I was sure his inspection was to enjoy the sight of my naked arse rather than any expectation of finding fault.  I was very conscious that Lily was in the filing room and wondered if she was going to stay there or come out.  I assumed that she thought Mr Hobson must be my lover, so I guessed she’d probably stay there.

When he’d enjoyed himself examining me, he pulled my knickers back up and adjusted my position on his lap so he could spank me.  I could feel the swell of his penis below me and knew that he’d seen my wetness when he’d pulled my panties down.  I wondered if Lily could see and couldn’t help wriggling a bit on his lap.  Then he gave me a loud slap over my bottom and lifted me off him. 

‘You get more spankable every week,’ he remarked as he pulled my skirt a little higher to look at my panty-clad crotch.  Then he walked out, closing the door and leaving me to adjust my dress and face Lily.

As I was straightening my skirt she came out of the filing room. 

‘Wow,’ she said, ‘What did he do that for?’

I thought I might as well tell her.  ‘They all do it,’ I said, ‘All the men are allowed to spank us once a week.’

‘No-one’s ever tried it on me,’ said Lily, ‘and I wasn’t sure if there was a note of disappointment in her voice.

‘Only after you finish your probation,’ I told her, ‘Then every man can give you one smack per week.’

‘I haven’t been spanked for ages,’ Lily said.

I was surprised.  ‘So you’ve been spanked before?’ I asked her.

‘Oh yes, all the time, my stepdad, my Mum, at school, even my uncle once.  And my stepdad’s mate.  Great spankers in my family.  I think I spent half my time with my knickers down over someone’s knee.’

‘What for?’

‘Anything.  I suppose I still get spanked now, only I haven’t done anything.’

‘What do you mean? When was the last time?’

‘Couple of months ago I suppose.  My stepdad gave me the belt for staying out too late.’

‘You mean he hit you with his belt?’ I asked her.

‘You don’t have to sound so surprised,’ she replied, ‘I’ve just watched you getting spanked by Mr Hobson, you can’t really think no-one else gets it.’

She told me her stepfather would make her strip for punishment.  Sometimes she would just have to strip from the waist down, but sometimes he would make her take everything off.  He would be there to watch her undress, but her Mum was often there too so I suppose it wasn’t too pervy.  Then he would spank her over his knee, to ‘warm her bottom’, and then if she was getting the cane or belt as well she would have to bend over her bed for the rest of the punishment.

‘He’s expert at it.  He knows just how hard to beat me to really hurt, but never make lasting marks or draw blood.’

I couldn’t help asking ‘Did he do anything else?’

She laughed.  ‘You mean did he try to fuck me?’

I admitted that was what I meant.

‘He fucked me on my sixteenth birthday,’ she replied, matter-of-factly.  ‘He undressed me, instead of making me undress myself, then gave me sixteen smacks for a birthday spanking over his knee, then he fucked me.’

I imagined the scene.  A young girl, slowly undressed till she was naked and then spanked and fucked.  ‘Did he keep doing it then?’ I asked.

‘No, he never touched me again except to spank me, until my seventeenth birthday.’

‘And then he fucked you again?’

‘No, then he made me suck him off.  But he told me to swallow it and I spat it out.’

‘What did he do then?’

‘He waited a week, then he made me strip and he caned me.  Then I had to suck him again.  I made sure I swallowed it that time.’

I was getting excited thinking about this.  I asked her if she got spanked for her eighteenth birthday too, and she said she had.

‘Then, except for having to suck him a week later, he didn’t do anything till my nineteenth.’

‘What did he do then?’ I asked.

‘He undressed me again, then spanked me nineteen times over his knee, then he told me he was going to fuck my bottom.’

‘Oh no, what did you do?’

‘I knew he’d thrash me if I tried to stop him, so I just let him do it.  I just knelt down and he fucked my arse.  Actually once he got in it wasn’t too bad.  Hurt a bit while he pushed into it though.  Have you been fucked there?’

I admitted I had. 

‘Did you like it?’

I said that I did quite like it, but I hadn’t actually had it for a long time.

‘Ever been fucked by two at once?’

‘Do you mean one in the cunt and one in the arse?’ I asked.

‘Yes, of course.’

I said I hadn’t and asked if she had.

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘That was my 19th birthday present.  A week after my birthday spanking. My stepdad brought his mate and I had to get on top of his mate and while he was fucking me in the cunt my stepdad came in my arse.’

I must admit I wasn’t sure whether to believe her or not.

Then she laughed.  ‘The best bit was after they both came in me, and pulled their dicks out, my stepdad’s mate goes ‘Hey, we forgot to spank her first’.  And he was right.  They’d been so anxious to fuck me they forgot to spank me.’

‘So what did they do then?’ I asked.

‘You might guess,’ she replied, ‘I got the spanking a few days later.  Actually it was the first time my stepdad had let someone else spank me.  I had to strip again and got nineteen with the paddle – ten from Paul – that’s my stepdad - and nine from his mate.  They really laid it on as well.’

I asked her if they’d fucked her again but she said no, just paddled her.

‘Does your Mum know he fucks you?’ I asked her.

‘I don’t know,’ she replied, ‘I think she probably does but she wouldn’t dare say anything.  She gets the cane and strap as well so I doubt if she would want to cause trouble.  He mainly only fucks me on my birthday anyway, I can stand it.’

I asked her how she knew her Mum was spanked.

‘I see it,’ she said calmly.  ‘When she gets it it’s nearly always in front of me.  She has to fetch the cane or strap and bend over the kitchen table.  Then he takes her knickers down and beats her.  I have to watch.’

‘Do you think he gets off on making you watch?’ I asked her.

‘Probably, but not as much as when he fucks me and whips my arse,’ she laughed.


Chapter 13

Not surprisingly, Lily had no difficulty adapting to life at the firm.  When it came to the three months’ probation expiry, Mr Wilson chose me to demonstrate the spanking regime to her.  I had to pull my knickers down while he inspected my pubes, then bend over his lap for a spank, all while Lily watched and pretended to be surprised and shocked.

She then explained that as she was regularly spanked at home and also had been spanked at school, she was quite used to it and didn’t need to take any time to consider.  She was happy to consent and signed the new contract while I was still there with my skirt rolled up.

She was delighted at the pay rise which always accompanied the transition from probation.  ‘All that extra money!’ she enthused, ‘I might even be able to move out from home!’

Lily then attended her first Friday Room that same day.  I had been found guilty of leaving a dirty plate and cup in the kitchen and was sentenced to four of the wooden spoon, which I hadn’t had before. Lily was made to strip off my skirt and panties and strap me down.  As she did so she found the opportunity to slip her hand between my legs and brush over my cunt lips, which as always when I was to be spanked, were glistening wet.

She bent her head near mine and whispered, ‘Very sexy.’

I had never been touched there by another girl and found myself getting excited at the thought even while I was strapped down waiting to be spanked.  Then Mr Kingsley used the wooden spoon to drive all thoughts out of my head.  For some reason I had thought the wooden spoon would be quite gentle, I suppose because it was used by mums to beat their children, but in Mr Kingsley’s hands it was a powerful weapon.  I got two hard smacks on each buttock and yelped with the pain.  After I was released I looked at my bruised bottom in the mirror and was not surprised to see how much it was marked.  I vowed to be much more careful in the kitchen in future.

Mia and Stella were being punished after me.  Mia was getting the cane for being cheeky, while Stella was being whipped with the wardress whip for being late to work twice.  I had never seen the wardress whip used so I watched with interest.  Mr Stead had told me it was used for gentle correction, and certainly even the twelve strokes applied to Stella’s naked buttocks didn’t seem to mark her badly.  As I watched Mr Boncord whipping Stella, I felt a hand on my own punished bottom and turned to find a grinning Lily, whose hand it was, slipping it between my legs for a fleeting moment to slide into my shaved cunt.  I pushed her away, not because I wanted to but because I was frightened someone would notice.  As always when someone was being beaten, all eyes were on the punishment, but as soon as it was over we might be noticed.

‘Later,’ I murmured, as I nudged her away.

Next Monday was Lily’s first experience as a spankee at the firm, and she made the rounds of all the men, starting with Mr Wilson, to get her first eight spanks out of the way in the first day.  Not surprisingly, all eight made her take her panties down or right off so they could inspect her pubes, as well as then spanking her.  Like me, she had shaved her pubes to avoid getting beaten for long pubic hair.  She told me she’d worn her sexiest panties for the day ‘to give the boys a thrill.’   She lifted her skirt to show me the skimpy lace knickers and I saw she was quite red where she had accumulated the eight spanks.  I told her she was brave and confessed I had worn my thickest and least sexy knickers for my first day as a spankee.

However, also like me she disliked shaving.  We decided we’d both go and get a Brazilian and actually did it the next day.  It was excruciatingly painful but I loved the look of it when it was done.  Lily did too and of course that was how the trouble started.  When we got back to the office after the beauty therapist we couldn’t help wanting to look at each other’s new Brazilian.  After closing my office door, I slipped off my skirt and knickers and she did the same.  Then to get a really good look, I removed my jacket and shirt as well, then took off my bra saying I felt silly with just a bra on with my stockings and suspenders.  I knew I was really doing it as a tease, and sure enough Lily slid a hand down my tummy to my beautifully waxed cunt, hooked a finger into me and pulled me towards her to kiss her lips.  At the same time I pulled her jacket off and stripped off her blouse and bra so she was as naked as me.  I had never French kissed a girl before and it was lovely.  So soft and sweet and I loved the feel of her fingers in me.  As we kissed I slid my hand down her back and between her arse cheeks into her cunt.  It was as wet as mine and I loved it. Then I slid it out and slapped down on her bottom.  Taking my mouth from hers I whispered ‘I think I’ll spank you.’

Instead of answering I felt her slide another finger into my cunt and decided this was invitation enough.  I sat down on the couch and pulled her over my knee.  I spread her legs wide apart so I had a perfect view of her bare cunt and arsehole, then started spanking her.  Except for the two strokes of the paddle I had given Charlie, I had never spanked anyone before.  I loved the feeling of power I had, holding her down with one hand while I smacked her bare arse with the other.  I loved the way her bum turned red as I continued to spank.  I even liked the way my own hand started to hurt as I smacked harder and harder.  I also loved how her naked tits jiggled about as I punished her bare bottom.

After a while I stopped and helped her to her feet.  Then I lay on the couch and pulled her down on me.  We kissed while our hands shot straight to each other’s tits and cunts, kneading the nipples with one hand while exploring cunt lips and beyond.  Then Lily moved around so she could tongue me, and her own cunt descended on my face so I could do the same to her.  Of course it was the first time I had tasted pussy and I simply adored everything about it.  Her cunt looked beautiful and tasted like honey.  I used my hands to open her cunt and pull her deeper onto my face and I sucked at her clitoris, blown away by the ecstasy of my feelings.  Everything was doubly heightened by the marvellous way she was attending to my own cunt, sucking, nibbling and licking while I wriggled with pleasure.

I was just moments away from climax when the disaster happened.  Without knocking, the door opened and through Lily’s legs I saw Mr Thatcher staring unbelievingly at us as we writhed nakedly under each other’s tongues and hands.  Then without a word he turned and left the room.  Like lightning Lily and I stood and without speaking started pulling our clothes back on.  I’d managed to get my bra on and my shirt mostly buttoned but was still skirtless and knickerless when Mr Thatcher burst back into the room, this time with Mr Kingsley.  Lily had pulled her skirt on and was starting to button her shirt, but her bra and panties were lying on the floor.

We were caught in the act and I had no idea what would be the consequence.

I picked up my skirt and started putting it on.  ‘Leave it’, Mr Kingsley ordered, and I dropped it to the floor. Aware that my shirt didn’t cover my naked pubes, I instinctively covered them with my hands.

‘Put your hands on your head,’ My Kingsley instructed, ‘Both of you.’

We did as we were told and I felt my shirt ride up and expose me even more, while Lily’s naked tits were exposed as her unbuttoned shirt gaped open.  I could see Mr Thatcher and Mr Kingsley staring at my plucked cunt.

‘What were you doing?’ Mr Kingsley demanded.

‘We just both had Brazilians and we were looking at each other’s,’ I said bravely.

‘They were licking and sucking each other’s cunts,’ Mr Thatcher insisted, ‘and feeling each other’s tits.’

‘Is that true?’ Mr Kingsley asked.

I admitted that it was.  ‘We were just looking at each other and the Brazilians just looked so cute I couldn’t help it,’ I tried to explain.

‘You know that lewd behaviour is subject to severe punishment,’ Mr Kingsley said.  ‘Normally there would be a full enquiry and a punishment would be decided by Mr Wilson and myself.  However, in this case I think I can safely advise you both that on Friday you will be stripped and flogged.  Only the whip can punish you for this.’

‘No, not the whip, I’ve never been whipped,’ I whimpered.  Lily said nothing.

‘I will speak to Mr Wilson and let you know the judgement tomorrow,’ said Mr Kingsley calmly.  ‘Now get dressed and get back to work.’

We did as we were told and next day we were summoned to Mr Wilson’s office.  We stood with our heads bowed, looking at the floor, as he delivered sentence.

‘You know the requirements of this firm,’ he began, ‘Lewd behaviour is not permitted.  You have been caught engaging in lesbian sex at the firm’s office and during work time.  You have to receive a severe punishment.  You will both be stripped naked and will be whipped.  There is no set number of strokes for the whipping.  It will carry on until Mr Kingsley and I are satisfied.  A flogger will be used to whip your breasts and pubes.  The cat o’ nine tails will be used on your back and buttocks.  You will be tied to the whipping frame for the punishment.  Do you have any questions?’

I couldn’t think of anything and Lily didn’t say anything either.  I knew that generally the first sentence was the lightest and any argument was going to make it worse, although it was hard to see what could be worse than an unknown number of strokes with the cat o’ nine tails after a flogging on the naked tits and pubes.

The rest of the week passed in a kind of daze.  I got through my work somehow, probably fearful that if I made a mistake there would be even worse punishment in store.  Those last three days no-one spanked either me or Lily, as if they were saving up for the Friday whippings.  Although we knew that everyone in the office must know what was going to happen, as offices always know, no-one spoke to us about it.  The girls gave us little pats and strokes and the men studiously avoided talking to us except about work, and as I said, didn’t even use their spanking allowances on us.


Chapter 14

When Friday afternoon came I was actually surprised that we hadn’t run away.  Knowing that I was going to be whipped and that I could have avoided it just by quitting made me wonder why I hadn’t.  It was a great job as far as money and prestige went and of course I had the mortgage to think about, but to be stripped naked and whipped…was any job worth that?  But here I was, walking into the Friday room to meet my fate.  For Lily it was even more surprising.  She was paid a fraction of what I got, and living at home meant she had no rent or mortgage, so there was much less financial reason for her to stay.  However, when I asked her if she was going to run for it she just squeezed my hand and said she wouldn’t leave me to do this on my own.

‘I got you into this,’ she said, ‘We’ll see it through together.’

I would have hugged and kissed her, but thought I better not take the risk of being observed, even though we were in my office with the door closed.

We entered the Friday Room together and could see from the crowd that we were the last to arrive.  As we came in it was as if a tide receded.  The girls had congregated on one side of the room, the men on the other, and even though there was plenty of space for us to walk between them, they all seemed to take a couple of steps back as we slowly advanced to the centre of the room.  When we got there we saw that the spanking horse which usually stood waiting for its victims had been replaced by a structure I had never seen before.  It was like a huge wheel, six feet in diameter and with spokes in the form of a cross.  Straps were dangling from the spokes and also in the centre of the wheel.

I looked at it in horror and then looked back at Lily who had an expression of fear I had never seen before.  Then Mr Wilson spoke.

‘We have forgiven all the other punishments this week,’ he began, ‘So at least you have the thanks of your fellow workers who have been saved the cane or paddle.’  I supposed that was his attempt at levity, if not humour.

‘You will be fastened together on the wheel,’ he continued, ‘and Mr Kingsley and I will flog you on your breasts and pubes, the areas you are guilty of abusing.’

He pointed at Lorna and Bronte.  ‘Strip them,’ he ordered.

Lorna undressed me, taking off my jacket, then shirt and bra.  After removing each item, she walked over and folded it and placed it on a table.  Then she unfastened my skirt and I stepped out of it and she folded it and put it away.  Bronte was doing the same for Lily.  Then she pulled my knickers down and I saw her smile as she saw that they were wet from my mixed fear and excitement.  She put them on the table with the rest of my clothes and came back to unfasten my stockings.

‘Just a moment,’ Mr Thatcher interrupted, ‘I think they should be punished the way they were when I found them, with their stockings and suspenders still on.  They won’t be in the way of the whip.’

Mr Wilson and Mr Kingsley glanced at each other and nodded.

‘Very well,’ Mr Wilson confirmed, ‘leave their shoes on as well.’

There was something indescribably sexy and lewd about being naked except for stockings, suspenders and high heels.  Even though I was going to be flogged, I walked tall and proud of my erect nipples and glistening cunt as I approached the punishment wheel.

Lily led me to the wheel and made me stand on two footrests so my waist was in the wheel’s centre. Then she fastened my waist to the wheel with the leather strap and my arms and legs to the spokes with other straps.  I couldn’t move at all and my whole body was stretched and exposed.  Lily was being fastened the same way behind me so we were back to back on the same wheel. 

Mr Wilson came to examine the fastenings.  He then cupped his hand over my left breast and squeezed the nipple, which was already hard and erect.

‘I will flog you here,’ he told me.

Then his hand descended to my cunt, where my wide open legs and Brazilian plucked pubes gave him a perfect view of my glistening cunt lips.  He slid a finger between my lips and smiled. 

‘You lubricate very nicely,’ he remarked, looking at his wet finger.  ‘You will also be flogged here, where the offence was committed.’

He moved away and the other men crowded around, looking closely at my erect nipples and moist cunt and no doubt wishing they could feel them.  Then Mr Wilson came back holding a multi-fronded leather flogger.  It was many thin leather strips, each about twelve inches long.  I couldn’t see Lily of course, but I could hear Mr Kingsley saying similar things to her and the remarks of the other men.  She was obviously wet and had erect nipples too, judging from their comments and laughter.

Then Mr Wilson asked Mr Kingsley if he was ready.  Mr Kingsley confirmed he was, and they starting the flogging.  I had never been beaten on my tits or cunt before and had no idea what to expect.  Obviously the floggers used were by no means as vicious as canes, crops or the long whips, and the beginning sensation was not too bad.  He started on my tits, using a short armed stroke directed over both breasts.  As I looked down I saw my tits begin to redden, but the whip strokes were not hard or cutting enough to leave individual stripes or break the skin. 

Then he left off my tits and starting whipping me on the pubes.  His aim seemed to be to land the fronds of the whip alternately over my pubic mound and into the edge of my cunt lips.  He changed sides and hands a couple of times to flog the inside of my thighs high up where my cunt was gaping open.

The flogging was really starting to hurt now and I moaned and groaned as the whip bit into my open cunt.  The men moved as close as they could without impeding Mr Wilson’s strokes, and moved from side to side to watch Lily and me being thrashed, remarking frequently on the effect of the beating.

At last Mr Wilson stopped.  I was crying now as well as moaning, and slumped in my straps.  My tits and cunt were red and in agony and I had no idea how many strokes I had taken.

Mr Wilson moved around to look at Lily and Mr Kingsley came to look at me, comparing each other’s techniques and handiwork. 

They agreed that it was enough and Bronte and Lorna were ordered to unstrap us and get us down.  In fact, Mia had to help me as well as I would have collapsed without her holding me up.  Lily’s breasts and pubes were as red and raw-looking as mine and she was also being half-carried by Chloe.  However, there was no respite for us.

Mr Wilson ordered Bronte and Lorna to strap me back onto the wheel, ‘This time facing inwards,’ he added.

Once again I was strapped onto the wheel with my arms and legs wide apart.  I realised if they strapped Lily the same way, our faces would be so close we would be kissing each other.  But then I found out why it was a wheel and not just a cross.  Mr Wilson approached after I was strapped in and rotated the wheel so I was completely upside down.  For some reason this made me even more exposed and I felt my open cunt pulled apart by the straps on my legs and knew all the men and the girls would be staring at me.  I closed my eyes.

Then I realised what they were doing.  Lily was strapped to the wheel at 180 degrees to me so her cunt was by my mouth and her mouth next to my cunt.  They were going to whip us in the same position as they had found us making love.  When she was securely positioned I found her gaping cunt lips within millimetres of my tongue.  Glancing around I could see the shocked faces of the girls and the satisfied smiles of the men, who obviously had known in advance what was going to happen.  Mr Wilson spun the wheel again so I was rightways up and Lily upside down.

‘You will be whipped right side up,’ he announced, ‘and when you are upside down you will do what you were doing when Mr Thatcher caught you.  Lily, let me see that tongue in action.’

At once I felt Lily’s tongue caressing my cunt and even in the terror I felt at the forthcoming punishment I felt a frisson of excitement as her lips touched my most intimate spots.

Then I saw Mr Kingsley carrying the long black leather cat o’ nine tails and my thrill turned to an agony of fear as I wondered what hell that vicious implement would reap on my naked and unprotected body.  I didn’t have to wait long.

I could still feel Lily’s tongue in my cunt as the first flaying swish of the whip cut into my buttocks.  I screamed and writhed as much as my bondage allowed, hearing a few claps of applause as (presumably) the men congratulated Mr Kingsley on a well-delivered stroke.  With hardly a second’s pause, the next slashed into my buttocks again and then almost in the same movement the whip rose into the air and cut down on my back.  I screamed louder and Mr Kingsley paused.  For a moment I thought my screams had disturbed him, but he was simply examining the impact of the whip. 

‘We must be careful not to spoil her,’ he observed, ‘No blood and no permanent marks.’

With those comforting words he raised the cat again and crashed it once more over my poor naked arse.  Twice more he smashed it into me, before he stopped and I felt a hand running over my bottom.

‘I love to see a well-whipped bottom,’ he said, and other voices agreed as more hands strayed over my buttocks, back and between my legs.  Lily had to stop kissing and sucking my cunt as hands took her place and I felt several fingers slide into my wet hole.

‘Turn them round,’ someone said, and I felt the world change again as the wheel turned.  In a moment I was upside down and my lips next to Lily’s cunt.  Even before I was ordered, my tongue slid between her cunt lips and I lapped and sucked.  Then I felt her body shudder as the whip thudded into her.  She was held so tight that even the force of the whip and her desperate struggles couldn’t move her an inch, and I was able to keep my lips and tongue in her cunt even as the whip rained down blows on her nude and lovely young body. 

Six times I felt and heard the cat lash into Lily’s arse and back, the same as to mine.  Then Mr Kingsley stopped and I thought it was all over.  I pulled my face back as hands explored Lily’s arse, thighs and cunt and fingers wet from her cunt-juices slid into my mouth.  Then I felt more hands in my cunt and also fingers sliding into my arsehole, which was slippery wet from sweat and cunt-juice.  I think it was Mr Fellows who remarked how pleasant my bum was and that he betted his cock would slide easily into my arse. 

‘That’s just because you’ve only got a cock the size of a broken pencil,’ someone else chaffed, and the men all laughed, except Mr Fellows whose fingers pushed deeper into my anus.

He ignored the joking.  ‘No, look at how wide she stretches,’ he said, ‘I’ve got three fingers in her and she’s wet as an eel.’

The others stopped laughing and crowded round to see him ream out my whipped arse with his fingers.  Upside down as I was it must have been like a presentation dish to have my bumhole on display and my cunt stretched wide by strapped-open legs.

‘Let me feel,’ said someone, who I thought was Mr Thatcher.  I felt the fingers pulled out of my arse and immediately a new finger or maybe two taking their place.

‘Oh yes,’ said the new voice, thrusting his fingers deep into my arse while another hand slipped into my cunt, ‘What a pleasure it would be to fuck this.’

It was Mr Wilson who stopped them.

‘Take your hands off these girls,’ he commanded.  He might better have described it by ordering them to take their hands out of the girls, as I found later that Lily’s arse and cunt were as well fingered as my own.

‘We think it’s a duty to bring them back to straight sex after their perverted antics,’ said Mr Thatcher, and from my upside down position I saw him wink at his mate Mr Fellows.

‘That’s as maybe,’ Mr Wilson responded, ‘But my duty is to punish them.  Turn the wheel.’

I saw Mr Wilson was now holding the cat as I was turned upright again and realised that I was going to get another bout of beating.  As I came up I felt a soft touch on my cunt and thought for a moment that Mr Thatcher had grasped it again until I felt its sweet dampness and realised it was darling Lily kissing and sucking me there.  Although of course I realised she had to do it unless she wanted to be punished worse, it was still a marvellous comfort to have her delicate lips and caressing tongue slipping around my open sex.

Mr Wilson wasted no time in continuing the thrashing.  He ripped the cat down over my back and buttocks while I howled in pain.  After three slashing strokes he stopped and examined me.

‘Three more I think,’ he said to Mr Kingsley, who agreed that three should do it.

I couldn’t help it.  ‘Please, no more,’ I begged.

‘Quiet,’ snapped Mr Wilson.  ‘You have been so good, don’t spoil it.  One more remark and I’ll have both of you lashed on the thighs with the crop.  I’ve been leaving your thighs untouched in case we need to punish your insolence.’

I swallowed whatever I was going to say.  I thought I’d faint if I got another beating after this.  The last three strokes were a blur.  I wondered if I’d pass out but I think I stayed conscious.  Then the wheel turned and I managed to get my lips on Lily’s cunt to try to save myself from another whipping.  I doubt if she even felt them, but I also doubt if anyone really noticed, as I am sure they would have been concentrating on watching Lily’s exquisite body being thrashed with the cat and the stripes appearing over her bare arse and back.

Six strokes for Lily, as she screamed and I sucked, and it was over.  They untied her first, then swung the wheel around and untied me.   Neither of us could stand and I was held in an embrace by Mia and Chloe, both of them covered in tears at my terrible state, until they managed to lower me to a couch, one on either side of me, still supporting me through their tears.  Lily I saw has helped over to another couch by Stella and Bronte.  The pain of my whipped body was intense but even though it was worse where my flayed flesh touched the couch, I had no choice as I honestly couldn’t stand up.


Chapter 15

I wondered if the men would regret this cruel punishment, but they moved off to the bar and poured drinks while the girls tried to soothe me and Lily with creams and cuddles.  After a few minutes the men started to drift over, drinks in handy.  They asked the girls if they wanted a drink, as it was the Friday Room custom that after all punishments had been delivered the girls could have a drink.  No-one did though, I think out of some unspoken solidarity to our suffering.

Then Mr Thatcher came across.  ‘Get up,’ he told me, ‘I’d like to feel your whip marks.’

‘She can’t stand up,’ Mia replied indignantly.

‘Hold her up then,’ he responded impatiently, ‘You know I’m entitled to feel her.’

He was of course, and the girls knew that if they objected they’d be likely to get beaten themselves next Friday.  I knew it too and pulled myself up rather than making them choose between me and a caning.

I managed to stand, bent over and holding the arm of the couch.  Mr Thatcher leaned over me, looking at my whipped body, then ran his fingers along whip marks and contusions. 

‘Splendid,’ he observed, shifting his hand to my bottom.  I was sure it was him who’d shoved his fingers in my arse before and now he did it again, as I held on to the couch.  He bent his head towards mine.

‘I’m going to find a way to fuck this arse,’ he whispered, as his fingers penetrated me.

I had nothing to say.  I even tried to part my legs a little to make it easier for him to slide his fingers into me.  I couldn’t stand another beating, so whatever it took I was going to give.  I was still slippery with sweat and juice and he had no difficulty inserting his fingers.

The as others began to come over he released me and I held on harder to the couch.  Mr Thatcher made me move around a little so he could see my breasts and belly.

‘Shame she wasn’t given a few with the cane or crop over her tits and cunt,’ he observed, ‘She’s nicely red, but there aren’t any individual marks or lines like the whip made on her arse and back.’

One or two other voices agreed and I was made to shift so my back was to the couch to enable men’s hands to feel my tits and between my legs.

‘I’m looking forward to the announcement,’ Mr Hobson said.

I wondered what he meant, but was unable to concentrate much as it was taking all my powers to hold on to the couch and keep upright.

Then Mr Wilson clapped his hands for silence.  I was able to sink back onto the couch, wincing and squeaking with the pain where my battered limbs touched the fabric.

‘Gentlemen and girls,’ Mr Wilson began.  He often spoke like this, I presume to emphasise that in this office ladies were not first, so a courtesy beginning of ‘Ladies and Gentlemen’ would have been inappropriate.

‘The regrettable necessity for punishing our two female colleagues today has highlighted an important fact which Mr Kingsley and I have been debating how to address.  My partner and I are the only married people in this office and the rules regarding indecent or immoral behaviour have prohibited relationships between office staff and even discouraged relations between our staff and outsiders.  We believe this has been a root cause of the improper or even indecent actions that took place between these two girls.

‘As I say, I can understand why they did it.  As a gross infraction of the rules it was also necessary to punish them severely.  However, we also need to ensure that we address those root causes.  We believe it is necessary to provide an opportunity for ordinary and approved relations to take place between the gentlemen and girls of this office.’

I had no idea what Mr Hobson had meant when he said he was looking forward to the announcement, but I could hardly believe my ears now.  It seemed that he was somehow expecting us all to fall in love with each other and pair off for sex.  However, it quickly transpired that I was not quite on the mark.

‘From now on, each girl will be allocated to a gentleman each week.  He will be entitled to use that girl for sex and spanking during that week, subject to strict rules of course.  During the week there will be no spanking of the girls except by her designated partner.  Friday Room punishments will however continue as normal.’  Mr Wilson smiled around the room as he concluded this extraordinary announcement.

There was a moment’s silence, then a babble of questions.

Mr Wilson waved a hand.  ‘One at a time!’ he admonished, ‘and gentlemen first of course.’

‘How do we choose what girl we get for the week,’ Mr Hobson wanted to know.

‘By ballot,’ Mr Wilson advised.

‘Can we spank her as much as we want,’ Mr Boncord asked.

‘No, there will be limits.’

‘Can we use them for whatever sex acts we want?’ Mr Thatcher enquired.

‘No, there will be a programme of permitted activities.’

‘Can we fuck them as often as we want?’ demanded Mr Fellows brutally.

‘Please restrain your language,’ Mr Wilson frowned, ‘and no, there will be a limit of three sex acts per couple per week.’

All the men were grinning and appeared quite excited, but no-one seemed to have any further questions at the moment.  I assumed they had already been told what the announcement was going to be and it was only the girls’ who were taken by surprise.

‘Do we have any say in what kind of sex we have and who with?’ I asked diffidently.

‘None at all,’ Mr Wilson informed us cheerfully, ‘there will be a kind of menu, from which the gentleman partner will select what sex act he wishes to perform.  The girl will carry it out or face the Friday Room.’

‘Do you mean full sex?’ I asked carefully.

‘You will receive details of all the permitted sexual activities next week,’ Mr Wilson told me, ‘but of course sexual activity comprises vaginal, anal, oral and manual and you may anticipate each of those is permitted by the rules.’

I looked around at the smiling male members of the firm.

Then I looked around at my fellow female employees.  I loved the work I did and the pay I got at this firm, and I honestly didn’t mind the discipline.  I had just managed to cope with the terrible punishments that Lily and I had just experienced.  But would I be able to cope with this?  Getting fucked by random males including a couple of whom I thought may be quite brutal?

Perhaps this would be where Skirdle Partners and I parted company!

Or maybe it would be the start of a completely new life for me!


Chapter 16

Stella came home with me in a cab to make sure I was ok, but after helping me get into my pyjamas she left and I was on my own.  I decided straight away that I was leaving the firm.  No way was I going to let myself be fucked up the arse and every other way by everyone at the firm.  I was absolutely certain I was making the right decision as I drifted off to sleep, lying on my front of course to shield my whipped body from contact with the bed.

But in bed that night I woke in the small hours and started to review in my mind the eight men of the office and how I would endure or enjoy sex with them.  I considered them in terms of seniority.

Mr Wilson, the senior partner: probably mid-forties, but pretty well preserved.  Grave and serious, and of course with a wife.  She occasionally visited the office and was an attractive dark-haired woman of about 40.  I had idly wondered if she knew about the office discipline regime.  Now I started to wonder if Mr Wilson applied domestic discipline as well.  ‘Penelope, my dear, it is time for your weekly maintenance spanking.  Kindly fetch the hairbrush and remove your knickers.’  I couldn’t help giggling to myself as I pictured the scene.

Mr Wilson was methodical, precise and always spoke with a degree of aloof dignity.  Perhaps he applied the same principles to sex with his wife.  ‘Penelope my dear, I have a desire to penetrate your anus this evening.  I should be grateful if you would apply an appropriate infusion of lubricant prior to disrobing at bed time.’ I giggled again.  Perhaps Mr Wilson may be not too bad, provided he didn’t remind me of an uncle or, God forbid, my father, when he fucked me.

Mr Kingsley, the other partner: a few years younger than Mr Wilson, more dynamic, not at all bad looking, also married.  His wife was also a lawyer, working at a large firm in town.  I presumed that she had no idea about our firm’s spanking policies. But maybe she did.  I tried to imagine them at home.  ‘Good day at the office dear?’ she would ask.  ‘Not too bad,’ he would reply, ‘resolved that tax audit problem with the development firm and gave the two new girls a thorough whipping after stripping them naked.  You’d be amazed how their cunts got wet!’ ‘Such a shame you can’t use them for sex after the beatings,’ she would commiserate with him.  ‘Indeed,’ he would say, ‘but we have decided that henceforth the gentlemen of the firm will be allocated one of the girls each week for spanking and fucking.  I shall of course ordinarily fuck them during the course of the mornings, so as to ensure I remain in prime condition for my night time bouts with you!’  I smiled to myself, think my imagination was running away with me.

Strangely, I could picture myself having sex with Mr Kingsley and rather enjoying it.  Knowing we were deceiving his wife would probably add spice, rather than deter me.

Mr Boncord, one of the solicitors: careful and dedicated to his work, whether that work was a complex conveyance or caning a girl’s bottom.  Unmoved by emotion, he was invariably meticulous in everything he did.  I had only once been punished by him in the Friday Room, but had also observed how precisely he applied the cane, strap or paddle to other girls, whose bottoms inevitably ended in the exact degree of redness or ridged lines that he had planned.  I felt a tickle of excitement in my cunt as I thought of him applying that same degree of exactitude to fucking me.  And of course, the one time he had punished me, six strokes of the paddle, he had laid it one with gusto so I knew he had a keen enthusiasm for lashing my rear end. 

Mr Stead, the other solicitor:  a younger version of Mr Wilson in some ways, he exuded an air of quiet dignity.  He always spanked me the same way, separating my buttocks so he could slap on just a single cheek.  I was sure he remembered which cheek it was so the following week he smacked the other one. 

I’d caught him out in incompetence and although I was determined to get my revenge for the whipping he’d given me after that incident this would mean that he, not I would be in prime position to deliver punishment and humiliation.

I thought that having sex with him might be a bit like colouring by numbers, structured rather than flamboyant. If we hadn’t had the fight over Mr Jackson’s security issues, I’d have guessed that he’d have been solicitous about my pleasure as well rather than just fucking me to empty his balls.  Now I expected he’d be trying to dominate me, regardless of his attitude to the other girls.  I realised that I didn’t know exactly what the partners were proposing with their ‘menu’ of sex acts.  I surmised vaginal, anal and blow jobs, but it was all guess work.

Mr Thatcher, an articled clerk:  he was the one that had caught Lily and me and arranged our punishment.  He loved to beat the girls and even for the weekly single spank normally managed to leave a reasonable mark.  He often made me bend over and then took several paces run up to whack me with his hand as hard as he could.  Invariably he also made me pull my knickers down for a pube check too.  He had twice fingered my arse and cunt after he had watched me being whipped and it was he who had complained that Lily and me were only flogged with the light flogger on our tits and cunts, not caned or whipped as we were on our backs and buttocks.  He had also whispered to me that he was going to fuck me in the arse.  I was pretty sure that if Mr Thatcher had control of me for both fucking and beating I would be in for a hard time.

Mr Hobson, the other articled clerk:  because he has not a fully qualified solicitor yet, he was careful not to be out of line in anything.  I knew how much he liked spanking me, having often felt his swollen cock under my body when he had me over his knee.  He always spanked me over his knee, taking a long time over it and always pulling down my panties at some point, supposedly to inspect my pubic hair but really, I knew, just because he liked looking at my arse and cunt.

I fancied Mr Hobson a bit and having felt his prick through clothing often enough would be very keen to meet it in the flesh, so to speak.  I didn’t think Mr Hobson would be a hard fuck to accept, although I did expect he would be a very hard fuck in delivery, based on the feel of that swelling dick!

Mr Fellows, a paralegal: somewhat of a crony of Mr Thatcher, he was not a man I had become friendly with, even to the extent that one could become friends with men who spanked and humiliated you on a regular basis.  I had been over his knee often enough but didn’t recall feeling his cock as I always did with Mr Hobson.  I had heard the other men chaffing him for his small prick size, although of course I didn’t know if that was just banter or truth.  I knew it had been him who had fingered my arse and he had openly remarked that having reamed my bumhole with three of his fingers, it would readily accommodate a thrusting penis. 

Mr Fellows was a follower, not a leader, but besides his crony Mr Thatcher, he associated with Mr Brand, another savage punisher.  I expected that sex and spanking from Mr Fellows may be a difficult assignment, but probably only if he was able to be egged on by his buddies.  If we were just alone together, I felt confident I could control him as he was fundamentally timid.

Mr Brand, the other paralegal: I was much cleverer than Mr Brand and a lot abler in my work.  The partners and solicitors tended to pass work to me whenever they could, rather than give it to Mr Brand, who was both slow and inept.  Inevitably Mr Brand took out some resentment about this on my arse.  He achieved the maximum humiliation in each weekly spank, making me kneel for skirt length check and always take my knickers off for a thorough review of my pubes.  Whenever he got the chance he fingered my cunt and my arse.  Every spank he’d given me was delivered with as much power as he could contrive.

I could imagine him in caveman mode, dragging me to a desk, flinging me over it.  He’d pull my skirt up, tear off my knickers and plunge straight into my cunt, or maybe ream me in my arsehole.  He’d probably spank my arse while he rammed his cock into me, blasting my body as a fucktoy with no thought for my pleasure or satisfaction.  For some reason this made me shiver with excitement.  When he made me kneel for the skirt check his cock was always just an inch or two from my face, clearly tumescent although trammelled in his trousers, and I knew he did this to boast of his power and ability to humiliate me.  But I loved it of course and had several times been on the point of reaching up for his zip.  It was only the thought that I’d pleasure him twice that stopped me.  I knew I’d give him a great blowjob, but then he’d report me to the Friday Room and I’d be whipped for licentiousness, while he smiled with satisfaction.  If he was really lucky, he might be the one wielding the cane for extra pleasure.

I knew now that nothing would stop me from signing the new contract and getting myself fucked and punished by my work colleagues.  Now my imagination began to swell.  I wondered if we would have orgies, where the girls were randomly used by the gentlemen.  Or perhaps girls would be blindfolded and fucked by one of the men and punished if they guessed the wrong person.  My wilder imaginings had the girls chained naked to the desk of her Master for the week, giving blowjobs when not required for more ambitious fucktoy work, and regularly beaten to keep their bodies marked and their conduct submissive.

Mr Wilson had said there would be controls over how much the gentlemen could beat and fuck the girls.  He had said there would be a ‘programme of permitted activities.’ I wondered if that meant the gentlemen would select from a kind of menu.  He had said that no longer would we get the eight spanks a week from our male colleagues.  What would we get instead?  Maybe our Master for the week could use the whips, canes and paddles which were currently limited to the Friday Room.

I had been whipped by my fellow workers until I became a different person, probably a much better person.  Now they would be adding fucking to whipping.  It would be exciting, it would be challenging, it would be (I hoped) fulfilling.

Bring it on, Skirdle Partners!  I’m ready!
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