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Chapter 1

Carrie had to beg her grandmother to be allowed to go to university. The old lady was most reluctant for her to go the 100 miles or so. Young ladies from her gran's set of friends just didn't go away to university. Why couldn't she get a place in the local university or at least one closer to home? Why did she have to go to university anyway, it wouldn't help her find a husband if that's what she was thinking? And she was such a shy little thing; she wouldn't be safe on her own.

Many sessions like this, followed by many gallons of tears, became a common occurrence in the Rowling house. Carrie really wanted to go on a particular course at a particular university. She also wanted to escape from her grandmother's suffocating presence as well, but she could hardly tell her that. Her elderly relative certainly meant well, she absolutely doted on her granddaughter. But Carrie knew there must be more to life than the rather dour town they lived in, and the church.

She knew things were happening in society, it was the swinging sixties after all. Well, that's what the newspapers said. As far as Carrie was concerned nothing much 'liberating' had ever happened in her life. She had gone from a Prep School to a Grammar School for girls. She'd hardly ever spoken to a boy, much less had a boyfriend. Her school work and her church work had always come first, her gran had been most insistent about that.

Her parent had both died in a car crash when she was very young and she'd been looked after and brought up by her grandmother. Gran was her father's mother, he had been a doctor, and Carrie wanted nothing more than to follow in his footsteps. She was a very caring, conscientious sort of person and she wanted to contribute to society. She'd worked really, really hard to achieve the requisite qualifications and despite been turned down by a number of universities she'd finally managed to win a last-minute place in one.

The last remaining obstacle was her grandmother, which sounded a very mean thing to say. Carrie owed everything to her gran and normally went along with whatever she decreed, but this time however, she really wanted to have her own way for once and go to university. They two of them seemed to have reached an impasse. That was until a friend of a friend at their church mentioned the fact that she knew someone connected to the church who took in female students in the town where Carrie was proposing to go.

Carrie begged and begged her grandmother to write and discover if it was true. Eventually the elderly lady relented and got the address from her friend. The woman who took in lodgers' name was Mrs Gibson, and she wrote back by return of post that yes, she did take in students, but only ones that were members of the church and had been authorised by their local clergyman. That proved to be no problem. Their vicar was only too happy to write a letter of recommendation to Mrs Gibson, and within the week it was settled.

After a tearful departure, Carrie found herself on the train accompanied by a small part of her luggage, and on the way to university. A new chapter in her life was just about to begin. Her grandmother hadn't felt up to the journey, but she made Carrie promise faithfully to behave herself and to pay attention to what Mrs Gibson had to say. It was clear from her exchange of letters and her brief telephone call with the lady that she was a very well-respected member of her church and community.

Her Gran also made clear to Carrie that if there were any issues or problems she would be catching the next train home. It was bad enough, her Gran told her, having her only family living 100 miles away from her, but she could reluctantly accept that on the understanding that Carrie behaved herself and was a good girl. There'd be plenty of times for boys and pubs and parties once her academic studies were over, and did she understand that? Carrie had nodded her head and then smiled and run to hug her Gran. She'd miss her, but she'd be back at Christmas.

Chapter 2

Carrie hadn't been quite sure what to expect of her new landlady. Somebody tall and thin and devout like dear Father Callahan. perhaps? But that wasn't the case, the woman who opened the door to the semi-detached house at the end of the cul de sac was a large, plump woman of about 45 or so, she guessed. Younger than Father Callahan and without that man's impressive aura, although she was tall and quite imperious looking, thought Caroline. Dark eyes and dark hair that was beginning to show the first signs of grey.

The woman looked Caroline up and down, not exactly welcoming, but not unfriendly either.

"Caroline Rowling, I presume?" She asked in well-modulated, middle-class accent.

"Erm...yes, Mrs..."

"Mrs Gibson, young lady." She reminded Carrie, quite sharply.

She held out her large, bejewelled fingers.

"Welcome to my house."

Caroline shook it, feeling the woman’s obvious strength beneath her plump frame.

"Your grandmother has told me a little about you. I understand that you're generally a well-behaved little girl? Is that correct?"

Mrs Gibson had a very formal, old-fashioned way of speaking.

"Yes, I think so," Caroline replied. "I’ve never been in trouble much. Although I'm not a little girl anymore," she added with a shy smile.

Mrs Gibson looked down at her questioningly.

"You are small though, clearly," she replied, missing Carrie’s attempted stab at humour entirely.

Carrie blushed a little; she was quite sensitive about her lack of inches. People knew that and tended to stay clear of that sort of conversation. Not Mrs Gibson, evidently.

"I am 18 though, and quite grown up."

The woman smirked but said nothing more. Her new landlady made her a glass of orange squash and they chatted a little, mainly about her and her new College. She tried to ignore the look on the woman’s face when she told him she wanted to be a doctor. Mrs Gibson did nod along in agreement when Carrie talked about needing to study hard though.

"Hard work and commitment, Caroline, that's the way to achieve your aims. As long as you stick to those two thoughts, I'm sure you'll do very well. The College is rumoured to be extremely demanding, but you sound as if you have the wherewithal to succeed. I wish you all the best."

Carrie smiled back at her, maybe he wasn't such a bad old stick after all?

The first couple of weeks passed in a rush. She managed to squeeze in a couple of calls to her gran, at Mrs Gibson's instigation it had to be said. So much was happening that her mind seemed to be constantly buzzing. Mr Gibson always wanted to chat to her grandmother when Carrie had finished and she was glad to hand over the phone. That was nice of her, Carrie thought. She didn't have to speak to gran; she was only her landlord after all. But no doubt she was setting gran’s mind at rest.

Everything seemed to be going fine, she'd attended lots of lectures, but also stayed out quite late. She was quite unused to life outside her regular school and home environment. She'd never set foot in a public house, for example. Her only taste of alcohol, which she didn't really enjoy anyway, had been one, single small glass of Port with her Christmas dinner. But university life was quite different. She had her own money and had the freedom to pretty much come and go as she wished.

Her first exam, therefore, came as quite a shock to the system. She was so used to just breezing through tests at school that she assumed this one would be much the same. It was however, really rather difficult. Too difficult for Carrie who hadn't revised properly for it anyway, her paper was marked at 38%! The lowest in her class by far, and an ignominious failure. She was called in front of her sombre, tall female professor after the lecture and asked to explain herself.

Was the class too hard for her? Had she really followed the lecture? Did she understand that it was her responsibility to revise for exams now; she wasn't a schoolgirl after all? When the tears started to flow, Professor Brampton paused and offered Carrie a handkerchief. Her questions became less aggressive. Was everything okay with her accommodation? Was she feeling homesick, was there anything the professor could do for her?

Carrie explained, in between her sobs, that she was living in private accommodation and that things were fine. Patiently the professor waited for her to stop sobbing before asking for her address and the name of her landlord.  Professor Brampton wrote out a note and sealed it in an envelope before giving it to her.

"Please give this to Mrs Gibson and ask her to read it. I'll expect a reply, young lady. I think I may have to look into this matter a little more deeply."

Carrie took it and scurried out of the room, thankful to be out of the professor’s slightly intimidating presence, but at the same time worried about her exam result. And what did the note say? She was tempted to open it for a minute, but she knew that well bred girls didn't do that sort of thing. Anyway, she'd know soon enough. She was correct. She handed her landlady the note and then hurried upstairs to study. An hour later she came downstairs to use the kitchen.

"If I could see you in the living room after your supper, Caroline?" Mrs Gibson asked. Although it was more of an instruction rather than a request, Carrie realised.

Just as soon as she'd finished her bowl of soup she checked her skirt and blouse were tidy before knocking on Mrs Gibson’s office door. She had the oddest feeling of being back in school.

"Enter."

It was so much like being called into her headmistress’s office at school. The difference was that at school she was almost certainly about to be congratulated for something or other. Carrie had always been the blue-eyed girl at her exclusive private school. However, she had the distinct feeling that this appointment wasn't going to be quite so convivial. She had to stand in front of his desk, there didn’t seem to be a chair available.

"I've read Professor Brampton's letter, Caroline, and I must admit I'm rather disappointed."

Caroline blushed, this was probably the first time in her life that she'd been scolded.

"This just isn't good enough, young lady."

She could feel her lip trembling.

"I'm quite sure I'm not the only one you've disappointed either. How do you explain a score of 38% in your first exam?"

"I...I'm not sure. I...i thought I studied hard enough, b...but..."

"But nothing, young lady! You've been out of the house for the majority of the last couple of weeks. When were you revising? Have you actually opened any text books?"

Caroline hung her head and looked at her shoes. Her landlady was right, unfortunately. She'd been so carried away with university life that she'd lost her focus. She'd belatedly discovered that academic life at a top university like this one was nothing like that of her cosy Grammar School.

"I don't know what your grandmother is going to say regarding this matter, do you? She sounded so proud of you on the phone. It seems that her pride has been misplaced somewhat, wouldn't you say."

Carrie could feel the tears sliding down her face.

"P...please, do we have to tell gran? She'll be so upset."

"I'm afraid so, young lady. She specifically asked me to report on your academic record as well as your behaviour."

"But I've only been here a few weeks! What if she tells me to come home? I...I couldn't s...stand that," Carrie sobbed.

"She may well do, but that's her prerogative isn't it? She is paying for your education after all."

Both those facts were true, hadn’t her beloved gran specifically warned her about this sort of thing? Wasting her time, going out to pubs with boys? Not working hard enough? In short, wasting her potential. Her gran was always talking about Carrie’s potential and how she mustn’t waste it.

"Please, Mrs Gibson, don't tell gran. Can't you give me another chance?"

Margaret Gibson looked at the girl's imploring, tear-stained face and felt that familiar, pleasurable tingle between her legs. Caroline was such a cute little thing, not really undergraduate material of course. She was far too immature for university. Exam results weren't the only measure of ability, Margaret remember how surprised she was when the girl had told her of her plans to be a doctor, a doctor! At the time, she'd had to fight not to laugh out loud.

"I'm not sure, Caroline. Are you suggesting that I should deliberately hoodwink your grandmother? I’ve spoken to her several times on the telephone and she seems to be a fine, upstanding, Christian lady. I couldn’t do anything of that nature. I really couldn’t."

Margaret had to fight to maintain the look of fake concern on her face. She watched, delightedly, as the girl’s expectant face began to crumble.

She had started to cry again and then wiped her eyes on the sleeve of her pink blouse. Without being too obvious, Margaret surreptitiously rubbed herself through her decorous tweed skirt.

"N...no, of course not. It's only that...that she'd be so upset. And I wouldn't want that. She’s an o...old lady and it..." Carrie’s argument petered out into a series of unintelligible sobs.

Margaret nodded her head, wisely.

"There is that, I suppose. Nobody wants to see your poor old grandmother upset unnecessarily. She only wants the best for you and you are her only granddaughter, I believe?"

Carrie burst into tears and nodded her head.

In fact you’re her only living relative aren’t you? We really can’t let the dear old lady be upset by your behaviour, can we? There must be something we can do?”

Carrie wiped her eyes again and nodded hopefully. She was such a pretty girl with her blonde hair and her bright blue eyes. She was small and petite but perfectly proportioned. And at that moment she looked so sad and appealing that for a second, Margaret Gibson was tempted to scoop her up into her arms. That, however, was a pleasure that would have to wait. At least for the moment.

"You're asking a great deal, Caroline. We hardly know each other after all."

"Please, Mrs Gibson?" Carrie implored, anxiously.

"I am inclined to help you, Caroline. After all you're a young girl away from home for the first time. All this must be quite a shock for you? I'd hate to see you fail and be sent home in disgrace."

Carrie looked at her landlady in horror.

"H...how do mean sent home?" She asked.

"The letter makes it all clear," he said, waving it in front of her startled face. "If you fail another test this term, it's within Professor Brampton's remit to have you removed from his course. Which would of course result in you failing the course, which would mean that your student grant would be null and void, which in turn would mean you being sent home. I wouldn’t be surprised if the college asked you to return your grant as well. After all, it’s still only the first term."

Her tears started again in earnest. A sight, Margaret realised, that she really quite enjoyed.

"That's how important that first exam was, young lady, to establish a benchmark going forwards. To sort the wheat from the chaff as it were. And you've failed it, and failed it quite miserably I'm afraid."

As her face crumpled again she held up her hand.

"But never fear young lady, all is not lost."

Carrie looked up expectantly and wiped her sleeve across her tear-sodden eyes again.

"Professor Brampton doesn't necessarily want to lose you from his course. She's willing to give you every opportunity to improve. In her note to me, she's outlined a few ideas that have worked for other students in your position in the past, and she's invited me to discuss some of them with her. How does that sound?"

The girl wiped her eyes again and smiled at Mrs Gibson showing her beautiful, even white teeth.

"Oh Mrs Gibson, that would be marvellous. I'd be ever so grateful if you could."

"It might involve a few minor changes in your university regime, but if you accept that, then between us, we may be able to repair some of the issues that your rather immature behaviour has caused. Do you agree?”

"Oh yes, of course. And I'm so sorry for putting you to so much trouble, Mrs Gibson."

"It's no trouble, young lady"

Quite the opposite, in fact, she thought.

"Now, how about a nice cup of hot chocolate?"

Chapter 3

The minor changes in Carrie's routine soon made themselves apparent.

Mr Gibson had returned from his meeting with Professor Brompton with a list of suggestions

The first, and most obvious, was that she was required to study. That wasn't a problem as far as Carrie was concerned; she actually wanted to study harder. The difference was that she had to prove she'd been studying. She was supplied with a little spiral-bound notebook in which she had to detail her study subjects and then have it signed by Professor Brompton herself, or more usually, Mrs Gibson.

Her landlady in fact was becoming the central figure in her life. During the week she was to be in the house no later than 6pm in order to study and to prevent her from wasting her time in the various student bars and cafes. Obviously Mrs Gibson told her, if there was something that she particularly wanted to attend after what he called her curfew time, all she had to do was to ask her permission.

Carrie had bridled a little at this; she was 18 after all, a woman. Being required to be back in the house by a certain time was irksome, but she could just about see the point of it. And, as the woman said, she could probably attend important social or educational functions anyway. So, really, it wasn't too onerous. And once she was back on track with her studies, that sort of imposition would surely end?

Her next tutorial with Professor Brompton didn't go exactly to plan though. Carrie was so used to being lauded at school by virtually all her teachers that she found criticism difficult to deal with. Simply regurgitating text books didn't automatically gain her top marks any more, she was beginning to discover. Plus her professor seemed to be indifferent to her. That was another novelty as far as Carrie was concerned. She knew that she was pretty and fairly intelligent and well-mannered. Most people liked her immediately and she made efforts to get on with everyone.

Professor Brampton however was quite a cold, austere sort of a person. She was obviously very clever but not particularly socially skilled. She was tall and painfully thin. She didn’t dress very well and her grey hair was thin and unkempt. She wore a large pair of unflattering spectacles, balanced awkwardly on her long, thin nose. She clearly didn’t have much of a sense of humour either and seemed bereft of any of the normal small talk that lubricated social interaction.

Carrie felt guilty at that notion. Professor Brampton was a rare breed. She was a female intellectual in a largely male-dominated environment. That in itself was an achievement that demanded some sort of respect. The issue was that she was such a difficult person to warm to.

"The problem, as I perceive it young lady, is that I think you do have a brain in there somewhere."

Caroline blushed at the insinuation, and opened her mouth to say something, but professor Brampton ignored her.

"What I have to do, or rather we have to do, is to find a way of stimulating it. Don't you agree?"

"Yes, I...I  suppose so," she nodded in the affirmative.

"I've spoken to your former headmistress who assured me that you were one of her better pupils and certainly capable of coping with the work here."

Caroline brightened a little. At least that was more positive as far as she was concerned. She was always one of Miss Harding’s favourites. The headmistress had been so proud of her when she won a place at university.

"However she also disclosed that you could be lazy and inattentive at times, although you did respond well to discipline."

Caroline blushed again, there had been times when she'd had the backs of her legs gently slapped for inattention, that was true.

"The upshot of which is that I intend to instigate a regime of increased discipline for you."

Caroline bit her lip anxiously. She wasn't entirely sure what she meant, but it didn't sound particularly good. Professor Brampton smiled down at her in humourless sort of way.

"The idea being that a return to a more stringent regime may stimulate those cells which your headmistress at least, believes you possess."

Caroline couldn't contain herself any longer.

"But I'm not in school any more Professor Brampton. I've finished with all that sort of thing. I don't need or want 'a more stringent regime', whatever that means!"

She only just managed to prevent herself stamping her foot in frustration.

Her professor raised her eyebrows at Carrie’s petulant little outburst.

"If that's what you think, young lady then you may as well go straight around to Mrs Gibson's house and start packing your bags. It’s that sort of rather...juvenile approach that's at the root of your problem, I'm afraid."

Caroline could feel the tears forming in her eyes. But she wouldn't let herself cry, she just wouldn't. She could see from the look on her professor's face that nothing was going to change her mind. Carrie was so used to getting her own way that she had difficulty in processing that particular piece of news. She realised that Professor Brampton held all the cards and that if she wanted to stay on her course, then she simply had to agree to her demands.

***

I have a list of questions for you, Caroline. They might be a little erm... awkward, but Professor Brampton does need a reply for each one."

Carrie was sat in Mrs Gibson's living room again. She nodded her head.

"First, boys."

Carrie blushed a little.

"Do you have a boyfriend?"

She shook her head. Of course not!

“Good, as far as you're concerned, boys are strictly off limits for this term at least."

Carrie looked across the desk at her, was the woman serious?

"Understood?"

Carrie nodded unhappily. She understood that an exciting new window of opportunity  had just been slammed in her face.

“Similarly the various bars and student clubs are strictly off limits as well.”

She looked up at her landlady, her eyes beginning to fill with tears

Margaret Gibson managed to ignore the urge to rub at herself and carried on. She found Carrie’s tears to be entirely diverting and yet oddly exciting.

“You will need either my or professor Brompton's permission to attend any other social event. You will dress more appropriately, bearing in mind that the university is learning rather than a social environment. You will be punished if you break any of these rules. You will also be punished if you fall below the high standards of decorum or behaviour that Professor Brampton and I demand. Is that quite clear, Caroline?”

Carrie nodded, too upset to trust herself to speak. Her long cherished ambition to attend a grand university like this one and to enjoy everything it had to offer was rapidly crumbling in front of her eyes.

“Please don’t take this in a personal way, Caroline. Professor Brampton and I are merely concerned about you and your future, that’s all. We both care about you. We wouldn’t be taking the time and energy to help you if we didn’t think that way, don’t you agree?

Carrie nodded again, perhaps she was being a little ungrateful. After all, she’d be back at home in her stultifying little village by now if it hadn’t been for Mrs Gibson’s intervention. And she understood that it was quite within Professor Brampton’s remit to have her removed from the course if she wanted to. She made herself concentrate and listen to her landlady.

“Our objective is to give you the right tools to pass exams and to thrive within this university. In other words what we are doing is entirely for your long term benefit. All you have to do is to make the necessary commitment and sacrifices. Your ambition is to become a doctor like your late father as I understand?”

Carrie nodded and agreed that yes it was, that was definitely her ambition. Her dear departed father had been a doctor, and she could be a doctor too if she set her mind to it. She just had to buckle down and work, if only to honour his memory.

“In that case, dear, all you have to do is to accept and stick to our tried and tested regime to achieve your ambitions. Don't worry, your esteemed grandmother need never to know the details of our arrangement. In fact it would probably best if nobody, not even your friends or fellow students knew about it. It may appear to some that Professor Brompton was favouring one of her less able students at the expense of her better ones, and that would never do, would it?”

Carrie blushed enormously at the implication that she was ‘less able’, but daren’t contradict Mrs Gibson. She was wise enough at least to realise that she and Professor Brompton were doing her a great favour.

Chapter 4

Carrie watched out of the window of the bus as the rest of the world passed by. She glanced at her watch, she should be on time. She'd had to actually run from her last, slightly late lecture to the bus stop praying that her regular number 37 bus was on time. Now she was finally on it she had time to reflect. All around her she could see that young people around her own age were planning their nights out. Unfortunately that was something that barely affected her now.

Nights out for her were a thing of the past. While her fellow students flirted and partied with each other she had to make her way back to her lodgings. How she envied them! That's how it should have been for her. The freedom from parental scrutiny, a little bit of money in her pocket, time on her hands. That's exactly why she'd wanted to come to this nice town and its prestigious university. Of course the qualification and experience was essential, but the social side of things were equally attractive

But, at the moment anyway, that wasn't an option for her. And, in a sense, she could accept that. She'd brought it on herself. She hadn't worked hard enough when she had the chance, and now she was paying the price. But it was quite a price. She shuffled uncomfortably in her seat. She hoped her landlord was in a better mood than she had been recently. She knew she should be grateful to her in a way.

Mrs Gibson kept her word after all, she hadn't informed Caroline's grandmother of her indiscretions, As far as the old woman knew, Carrie was still her blue-eyed baby who could do no wrong, which was quite a relief as far as she was concerned. Because, not only did Carrie want her degree, she wanted to make her grandmother proud of her. After all, they were the only relatives that each other had.

But Mrs Gibson was such a difficult person to warm to. She was a punctilious, somewhat humourless individual. And, as she now knew, something of a disciplinarian. When they first men she had just thought her as a pompous but fairly harmless old woman. She knew differently now. She'd lost number of the times she'd been spanked and slippered over Mrs Gibson’s knee.

The first time it happened was a huge shock to Carrie. She'd never been spoken sternly to by an adult, never mind being spanked by one. But here she was being hauled over the knee of a woman she hardly knew. The whole thing was absolutely mortifying. Mrs Gibson didn't attempt to pull down Carrie’s cotton slacks, merely belaboured her bottom through the thin material.

She tried to remain stoical, she was 18 years old after all, but the pain mounted agonisingly. She sobbed and then cried, but Mrs Gibson was totally unmoved. Her strong hand just bounced repeatedly from Carrie’s squirming bottom cheeks. She kicked and fought, but as she’d been told her on that first day, she was very small. The older woman easily contained her increasingly frenzied struggling.

Eventually she was spent; she just lay unresisting across Mrs Gibson's plump thighs, her tearful face buried in the tweed of her skirt. When she lay there gasping, the woman slowly reduced the intensity of her strokes until she broke down and cried. The woman rubbed Carrie’s scalded bottom cheeks gently until she gathered herself. Carrie had been completely exhausted, the whole thing had reduced her to jelly.

The strange think was she couldn't for the life of her think what she'd done to deserve her spanking. But in all honesty it could have been for any number of things. Cheek, inattention, laziness, the list of potential infractions seemed almost endless. Carrie had never really considered herself to be 'naughty' in any sense. But now she was spanked or otherwise punished on an almost daily basis.

She squirmed on her seat again and glanced at her watch. Mrs Gibson was unsparing in her demands. The bus from college left at a particular time, and arrived within 400 yards of her house at a particular time according to the timetable. Giving Caroline a reasonable time to walk to the house, she couldn't see why her lodger would have any excuse for being late.

As she neared the front door Carrie quickly checked her clothes. Mrs Gibson liked her to wear traditional, feminine, stuff. The swinging era seemed to have passed her completely by. It may as well have been the late 1860’s as the late 1960’s, she thought mutinously. Nevertheless she complies with the assertive older woman. She was wearing a skirt, of course, most college girls did. She was wearing flesh-coloured stockings and plain, round toed black shoes. She had a crisp sky blue blouse and a pale blue cardigan buttoned up to the collar of her blouse.

And although the clothes weren’t exactly terrible, they weren’t Carrie’s personal choice. In fact Mrs Gibson had accompanied her to the shops in town to ‘make sure that you don’t buy something inappropriate, dear’. While the act in itself was pure humiliation, never in her wildest dreams did Carrie envisage her landlady taking her shopping, the idea that she should submit herself to another person’s choice of clothing for her was mortifying.

While she certainly wasn’t rebellious, Carrie did pride herself on trying to buy stylish clothes. The allowance her gran gave her allowed her to indulge herself to some extent and she had some nice things. However, since her arrival at Hazeldene Court, some of her favourite stuff seemed to have gone missing. She didn’t appear to own trousers of any kind now. Even her respectable slacks that she used to wear to lectures had gone.

At first she had questioned Mrs Gibson regarding their whereabouts but had in turn received a brisk bottom slapping for ‘her insolence’. Mrs Gibson had introduced many new rules and regulations to her life since the episode with Professor Brampton and the crime of being insolent, at least by her landlady’s standards, seemed to cover an awful lot of things. So did ‘cheekiness’ and untidiness’ and ‘inattention’. In fact whenever Mrs Gibson decided that Carrie needed her bottom spanking, that’s exactly what she did.

Carrie realised that she was slowly succumbing to Mrs Gibson’s new regime, but what could she do? What, if any, where her options. She could simply pack her bag and leave, but where would that get her? She’d have to explain everything to her gran, and that would surely upset her? She maybe should complain to someone, but who? Professor Brampton certainly wouldn’t care, and Carrie only had a vague notion of how the college’s disciplinary procedures worked. She was wise however enough to know however that the outcome of any official enquiry would be her removal from the course.

Swallowing nervously, Carrie reached up and used the door knocker to announce her arrival back at her accommodation. She used to have a key of course. But that had been removed from her due to her ‘lack of maturity’. Now she had to knock on the door and wait to be allowed across the threshold. She checked her shoes one last time to check for any scuffs or marks that she may have inadvertently picked up on her journey back to Hazeldene Court. Surreptitiously she glanced around hoping that none of the neighbours would see her standing on her own doorstep like a fool. Was that a curtain fluttering on the other side of the road, or was she becoming paranoid. She thought about knocking on the door again but decided against it.

Chapter 5

Margaret Gibson smiled as she heard the rapping on her front door. She turned over another page of her book and slowly read it. It would do the entitled little madam good to wait. She had no doubt that it was indeed her lodger knocking, the clock on the wall suggested that this was the time that the girl returned from college when she was attending lectures. Mrs Gibson did like her rules and structures. She’d given the girl a specific amount of time to walk the few hundred yards from the bus stop to her house. What more time did the child need? She wasn’t being unreasonable after all.

Margaret rather resented the girl. She resented her privilege and her background. She resented the fact that the girl thought she was clever enough to attend a prestigious university when she clearly wasn’t. She resented the girl her youth and her good looks as well. She was a pretty little thing alright, there was no denying that. But didn’t she know it? Margaret had thought it wise to confiscate some of Caroline’s more...questionable choices of clothing as well. Were denim jeans really appropriate attire for attending lectures at an important place of learning? In fact, she thought grimly, were denim jeans appropriate attire for anything? Especially when worn by a girl and not some sort of young tearaway?

And she still thought of her lodger as that, a girl. Despite the fact that Caroline was 18 and a woman, an undergraduate no less. She was still, in Margaret’s eyes at least, a child. She needed looking after and guiding and yes, she still needed discipline. Margaret had been secretly appalled when she discovered that Caroline wasn’t subject to any disciplinary regime in the home and never had been. Margaret herself had benefited from two awfully strict parents who had been born in the previous century and carried with them correspondingly rigid ideas of proper behaviour.

They would have been shocked at the idea of a girl being educated to any sort of extent, much less being allowed to attend a university. Which was why Margaret herself had never been able to do all sorts of things that Carline now took for granted. Margaret had, she realised, led a rather dull, unfulfilled life. She’d married a man for no other reason than he took an interest in her. All her friends were already married and she was beginning to develop a reputation as one of those girls, even among her friends.

So she’d married Cyril and realised that she didn’t really love him within the first month of their uncomfortable relationship. The two of them sort of existed together in an uneasy truce. They never had children, they only very rarely had sex and that was when Cyril got drunk and forced himself on her. She didn’t enjoy the experience and once she’d made it clear that he’d regret it if he ever did something like that again, they went to their separate bedrooms and stayed there for the rest of their time together. Which, as it turned out wasn’t that long. Cyril was killed in Italy towards the end of the war and that was it, she was on her own.

He’d had a bit of money put aside and the house was his. Margaret worked in a factory and made enough money in her dull repetitive job to get by. Then she’d discovered the church. At last here was something to believe in, something to be a part of.  She’d flung herself headlong into it. There were of course several women like her, widowed by the war, and the church seemed to attract them. For really the first time in her life she had plenty of like-minded friends to pass the time with and to have a good old natter.

She’d never felt the need to replace Cyril in her life. She just wasn’t that interested in men. What did she need a man for? She had her nice house and her friends and her God. The fact that she was unattached hardly raised an eyebrow as it would have done before the war. There were thousands of women in a similar position to her. Her friends put down her lack of interest in the opposite sex down to her loss of dear old Cyril, as she often described her former, hardly missed husband. 

She was quite content. Apart from one thing. She wanted companionship, and not with a man but with another woman. The acceptance of that fact made her happy somehow. She’d denied the obvious truth for years but finally it was out. She was Margaret Gibson, and she was a lesbian. Sometimes she stood and looked at herself while she recited the words in the mirror. Just saying them made her quiver. What would her friends say if they could hear her now? Or God forbid, see her in all her naked glory with her finger in her pussy.

But her mind was made up, she wanted a companion and she was going to have one. She’s always been a determined sort of a woman and now she had only herself to please. She didn’t worry too much about what other people might think. That was when the idea of taking in lodgers first came to her. Her position of trust in the church and the contacts that she’d made meant that it wasn’t difficult to attract people to her comfortable home. She’d made it clear at the outset that she’d couldn’t take men into her house. She was after all a single woman and that wouldn’t have been at all appropriate.

Instead she wanted women, young attractive women. And that, despite a few hiccups along the way, was what she got. At first she was terrified of having someone else in her house. How did one speak to such a person? How did one get to know a woman twenty years her junior? Would they ignore her, or worse still, mock her? As it turned she needn’t have worried. The young ladies who were sent her way were almost entirely well-bred, respectable young students who were grateful to find a decent place to lodge in.

At first Margaret enjoyed having them around. She enjoyed their company and their happy conversations. Soon however their witless chatter began to pall. What she wanted was more than companionship, she wanted a companion. A young woman who she could be physical with rather than merely friendly. The idea thrilled her to the core, she could feel herself growing faint with excitement. And it wasn’t just physicality that she desired, she also wanted control. With a stab of pleasure that made her flutter, she realised that her dreams and fantasised centred around her, powerless downtrodden Margaret, taking control of her own life for once.

And that was when Belinda had entered her life. Beautiful Belinda as Margaret liked to think of her first real conquest. The young woman had been a cut above her regular clientele. She was very pretty for one, olive skinned, large dark eyes and lustrous black hair.  Whenever they were together outside the house, Margaret could feel her self-esteem rise. This must be what it was like to have an attractive boyfriend or girlfriend she thought wistfully. Men, and the occasional woman she couldn’t help notice, ogled Belinda constantly.

But oddly that didn’t seem to affect the young student, she was always and without fail polite and pleasant to everyone she met. Despite her looks and her background and her manners, she certainly wasn’t assertive. Did that mean she might be a little bit submissive, wondered Margaret. Although she desperately wanted to take control of someone like Belinda, she didn’t really have much of an idea how to actually go about doing it.

But then, quite fortuitously, the delicious little morsel was dropped into her lap.

The knock on the door interrupted her pleasant reminiscing. She realised that the brat had knocked twice! How dare she, the arrogant little bitch? Margaret quickly removed her finger from her sopping pussy and got hurriedly to her feet. She was quite angry now, she marched across the parquet flooring in her hall, her heels clicking on the wooden surface. She fumbled with the lock and then flung open the door. Outside the heavens had opened and the girl stood dejectedly in the rain.

“How dare you hammer on my front door, you insolent child!? The sheer effrontery! Get yourself inside this minute!!”

She watched as the girl sidled nervously by her and then stood awkwardly in her wet clothes at the bottom of the stairs.

“Are you stupid or something!?” She bellowed. “You’re dripping all over my hallway! Get upstairs this instant!”

She made to set off up the stairs until Margaret grabbed a hank of her blonde hair and shook her.

“Shoes, you little fool!!”

Caroline hurriedly unbuckled her smart shoes  and put them neatly next to each other by the door. As she scampered by on her way upstairs she wasn’t quite quick enough to avoid Margaret’s hand as it came crashing down onto the back of her modest, dark skirt. The girl squealed with the shock of the blow and ran as quickly as she could, her juvenile pigtails swinging backwards and forwards as she did so. With a smile, Margaret Gibson turned and checked her appearance in the hallway mirror. She patted her hair, it was immaculate as usual. She set of slowly upstairs to follow her prey. There was no need to rush, Caroline wasn’t going anywhere for the time being.

Chapter 6

She was being bathed. In a strange house. By a woman that she’d known for barely a month. Carrie bit her lip and tried not to cry. Well, tried not to cry any more. She’d been crying for a large part of the evening, ever since she got home in fact. Mrs Gibson had shouted at her for having the nerve ‘the absolute cheek’ to drip all over her newly polished hallway. She’d chivvied her up the stairs to her tiny little box room at the top of the house and simply made her strip.

Carrie hated taking her clothes off in front of strangers, she hadn’t even enjoyed doing at school, but being made to do it in front of a large aggressive woman like Mrs Gibson was much worse. For a second she was actually naked in front of her landlady! She was an adult, she wasn’t at school anymore and yet here she was, showing off the little she had to another woman. It was absolutely mortifying.

Not that Carrie could actually do anything about that, apart from stand obediently with her hands by her side and her cheeks blushing enormously while Mrs Gibson looked her slowly up and down. Finally after what seemed like an eternity but was probably only 30 seconds or so she was ordered to ‘stop flaunting herself like a little harlot’ and get herself into the bathroom.

Carrie had felt herself blush even more at those words as she scurried down the hall as naked as the day she was born and into the large, well-appointed bathroom. The bath was already running, Mrs Gibson had prepared it earlier and the steam was already rising from the bathwater. She stood nervously by the side of the bath, she desperately wanted to get the humiliating ordeal over and done with, but the water was too hot to enter.

“Don’t be in such a rush, young lady. We haven’t addressed your slovenly behaviour yet, have we?”

Carrie looked up anxiously.

“Don’t look at me like that, you know what I mean. My floor may well have been ruined by your lack of consideration.”

Carrie felt her stomach plunge as the large woman casually reached down and picked up the long-handled bath brush from the table.

“P...please, Mrs G...Gibson, please.”

“Bend over the bathtub young lady, and push out that naughty little bottom just as far as it will go please.”

Carrie stumbled over to the side of the enamel bath. Mrs Gibson followed her and turned off the water. The sudden silence only added to Carrie’s apprehensive state.

“Please...I’m ever so sorry about the hall floor. M...maybe I could...”

“Bend over now, please Caroline.”

Sobbing to herself, Carrie did as she was told.

“Out further than that, child,” instructed Mrs Gibson, struggling to maintain her false, bored tone.

Carrie hollowed her back and pushed her bottom out.

Whhaaack.

The first stroke was deafeningly loud in the tiled bathroom. Carrie couldn’t help but shriek at the sudden shock.

Whhaaack.

Whhaaack.

Two more rapid strokes had a similar effect on her tender bottom. Carrie howled and put one hand back to try and protect herself.

Mrs Gibson bent so that her head was near Carrie’s.

“What have I said about trying to avoid your punishments, Caroline?”

“I...I’m so sorry, Mrs Gibson. P...please...”

“I was going to give you just 10 strokes, dear. But now it’s going to be 20 and I’m afraid that you’ve only got yourself to blame.”

Carrie was already crying but the sheer cruelty of the sentence imposed on her made her sob even more, great big fat tears of self-pity rolled down her cheeks and dripped off the end of her nose. The heat in her bottom cheeks was already starting to radiate painfully. She wriggled her backside in a futile attempt to alleviate the sting.

“And I’ve forgotten just how many spanks I’ve already given you, so I think we’ll start the entire 20 from scratch, young lady.”

Standing naked in someone else’s bathroom, bent obediently over and having her bottom reddened like a naughty schoolgirl, Carrie didn’t feel as if she was in any position to argue.

The heat that Mrs Gibson had generated in her bottom cheeks only made the hot water in the bath feel even hotter. Carrie ouched and oohed and squirmed a little but didn’t dare disobey her landlady’s order to get into the tub and sit herself down. Mrs Gibson brought her little stool from the corner and placed it next to the bath. All the time, Carrie sat and waited patiently. She knew that’s what the older woman wanted.

She had closed her eyes as if by doing that she could blank out the shame of the situation. She felt the jug being dipped into the water by her thigh and then, a second later, it was tipped over her head. She spluttered a little and then it was followed by a second and a third. Then the shampoo and, almost unbelievably, it was being rubbed into her hair! The sheer ignominy of the whole thing was almost heart shopping. She had a sudden vision of her friends seeing her like this, naked and  being bathed by her landlady!

The rubbing increased in pressure, Mrs Gibson was using both her large hands to rub and massage Carrie’s head. She could feel how strong the older woman was and shivered involuntarily. She heard the water being run again and prepared herself. She still couldn’t help herself squeal in shock as the cold, clear water from the tap was poured over her head and shoulders. But her clean hair didn’t signal the end of her ordeal, it was merely the beginning of it.

“Hands up, dear.”

With a sob, Carrie obediently raised both arms and allowed the woman to soap her upper body, under her arms and her breasts. Especially her breasts, Mrs Gibson seemed to have a thing about soaping her small breasts. Carrie was sensitive about her breasts. Although no one at school had actually ever said anything, a quick surreptitious check had revealed that she probably had the smallest breasts in the entire class. And not only that, careful, unobserved viewing s of the girls in the year below her in their tight gym vests suggested that many of them were better endowed than she was as well!

But, rather than be a cause of further shame, Mrs Gibson seemed to quite enjoy handling them as she was doing at the moment. She was squeezing them now, she’d taken one of Carrie’s breasts in each hand and was squeezing and mauling them in a way that Carrie had to reluctantly admit wasn’t entirely unpleasant. An admission that made her feel just a little bit more ashamed if that was possible. How could she possibly enjoy such a humiliating situation? Another shock of cold water made her gasp.

“Stand up, dear. There’s a good girl.”

Carrie stood on what felt like empty legs. She squeezed her eyes even more tightly shut and felt herself holding her breath expectantly. She felt Mrs Gibson’s hand on her leg and although she tried desperately not to, she couldn’t help but squirm a little at her touch. She was rewarded with a hefty slap to her warm, wet thigh.

“We’ll have none of that false modesty here, young lady. I know that you enjoy being bathed like this. Don’t you?”

Mrs Gibson’s hand containing the bar of soap slid upwards and gently but insistently parted her legs just where her wispy covering of juvenile-looking hair started. Carrie bit her lip in an agony of embarrassment.

“Don’t you?”

Carrie nodded, “yes Mrs Gibson,” she whispered.

And if she was being honest with herself, Carrie sort of did enjoy being washed and soaped and well...rubbed like this. She was very, very inexperienced in this sort of thing. She just hadn’t had the opportunity to experiment during her short, closeted life. She’d masturbated a little of course, but she was fairly sure that was a sin. So it had always been a very guilty sort of pleasure. And it wasn’t as if she could discuss it with anyone.

She gasped  as Mrs Gibson soaped her little bush and couldn’t help but push her mound forwards. She blushed a little as she heard Mrs Gibson giggle and call her a ‘good girl’. But it didn’t stop her trying to rub herself against her landlady’s soap-covered hand.

“Oooohh,”

Carrie just couldn’t help herself as she felt her lips ‘down there’ being gently rubbed. She squirmed her hips again and parted her thighs. As the rubbing became more insistent, Carrie began to groan. She knew she shouldn’t, this was so naughty, so desperately sinful. But then Mrs Gibson had extended one single finger and slowly inserted it into her. The first time it had happened, the first time she’d been washed ‘down there’ by another person other than her gran many years ago, she’d been shocked to her core.

But once she’d got over that feeling of shame, and she’d had plenty of opportunities to do just that, Carrie began to guiltily enjoy what the older woman was doing to her. After all, she reasoned, she was an adult now. And wasn’t this part of the reason she’d wanted to go to university? To escape from the eminently respectable but ever so dull life that she’d experienced so far?

Carrie gasped and wriggled again as the woman’s knowing fingers found her clitoris and began to squeeze and manipulate it. The shocking thing was that she was much better at stimulating Carrie’s little bud than Carrie herself. How could that be, nagged away at Carrie’s mind. But ultimately she realised that she just didn’t care why this middle-aged, middle-class, respectable, church-going woman was so skilful. All she cared about was.....

“Oooooohhh...oh God!”

...experiencing her ‘little cummies’ as Mrs Gibson liked to describe Carrie’s earth-shattering climaxes.

Chapter 7

Carrie was sat at the back of the small cafe in a state of constant anxiety, she fiddled with edge of her pleated, blue skirt.

“Sit still, Caroline and stop fidgeting,” admonished Mrs Gibson without taking her eyes from the menu.

Carrie made herself sit still and erect. Her landlady seemed to be in a reasonable mood, but there was no sense in antagonising her, and besides, her loud assertive voice had carried to all corners of the cafe and had drawn some attention to the two of them. And attention was the last thing that Carrie wanted. It was bad enough being made to accompany her on one of her interminable shopping expeditions, but dressed as she was it was absolutely mortifying.

Mrs Gibson had laid out her clothes that morning as she normally did. Once Carrie had returned from the bathroom she found them and her heart had sunk to her boots. Mrs Gibson wanted her to wear her school uniform again. Carrie loathed and despised the uniform. When she’d been an actual schoolgirl she hadn’t even worn a uniform in her final year. The school hadn’t considered it necessary for their more mature students.

Mrs Gibson on the other hand certainly did consider it essential for her 18 year old lodger to dress as an overgrown schoolgirl and to that end had really gone to town. She’d taken Carrie shopping and made her buy herself a number of crisp white blouses, blue knickers and white ankle socks from a school outfitters.

Even her underwear was suitably childish and she wasn’t even allowed to wear a bra. Mrs Gibson had simply laughed at Carrie’s tearful pleading to be allowed to do so and had instead supplied a simple white vest with a tiny, pink bow on the chest, a distinctive yellow and blue striped tie, blue pinafore dress And as a final touch she had a blue blazer with yellow edging to match the stripes in her tightly knotted necktie. Even the yellow and blue ribbons in her hair were a match.

And the worst thing was that the elderly shopkeeper hadn’t even batted an eye when Mrs Gibson introduced her as her ward and asked for a set of blouses and underwear for a junior schoolgirl. She was 18! She wanted to scream. An undergraduate student at a famous university. Was he blind!? And yet here she was being calmly measured for a pair of brown, strap-over sandals as well!. But what could she say? She could hardy tell the man her true age could she? What would he say to that?

And anyway, Mrs Gibson had promised her ‘a dose of the strap’ if she played up in any way. The woman had recently bought a two-tailed leather belt from a local farriers and it really, really stung. Much more so even than her landlady’s  leather-soled carpet slipper. So she was careful to behave herself whenever that particular instrument was mentioned.

The bell above the cafe door tinkled loudly and Carrie couldn’t help herself look up. She really didn’t want expose her face any more than she had to. What if someone from college recognised her, a lecturer maybe or God forbid a fellow student? How would she explain away her juvenile appearance? It was just another middle-aged woman laden down with shopping bags, the place seemed full of them.

One slight relief as far as Carrie was concerned was that it was near the end of term. Most students had already gone home for the holidays so the chances of her bumping into someone on her course that she knew was fairly remote. But not impossible. She kept her eyes firmly on the glass of orange squash and the plain scone that Mrs Gibson had ordered on her behalf.

“Carrie, go up and order me a coffee and a slice of that nice looking Victoria sponge. Here’s the exact change, dear. Oh, and take your blazer off. At least make it look as if you’re going to stay.”

Carrie did as she was told, she bit her lip anxiously but nevertheless stood and accepted the small collection of coins that the woman was holding. Just the action of standing up had brought unwanted attention her way. She kept her head down and made her way to the counter.

“Yes?” Enquired an unsmiling older woman.

Carrie didn’t know whether to be annoyed by the woman’s dismissive tone, or relieved at the anonymity her childish uniform afforded her.

“May I have a coffee and a slice of sponge cake please, she asked politely.

“Have you got the right money, asked the woman behind the counter. “Only we tend to get most trouble from awkward little girls.”

Carrie felt herself blush profusely but meekly opened her fist to show the woman that she did indeed have the required sum. The grim looking woman scooped the money from her without a word and quickly counted it.

“You’re a penny short. Don’t they teach little girls to count nowadays?” She asked in a loud voice.

Heads swivelled to look at the developing scene by the counter, elderly eyes peered over the tops of spectacles. Carrie stood tongue-tied and bewildered for a couple of seconds.

"Well?" Demanded the woman looking at her with gimlet eyes.

"I...I'm sorry. I j...just."

"Stuttering and stammering like a little fool isn't any good, girl! Now, do you want this tea and cake or not?"

She was so mean, thought Carrie. She could already feel the tears began to prick at her eyelashes. She suddenly felt small and helpless

"That's okay, Mrs Garret. She's with me."

The shopkeeper, tall and thin with thinning auburn hair and angular features smiled with tight-lipped humourlessness.

"Oh it's you, Mrs Gibson. I's sorry, I didn't realise. I thought she was one of the silly little girls from Our Lady's. They're in here all the time to buy their bits and pieces."

"That's quite alright, Mrs Garret, Caroline is quite a silly little girl."

She half turned to her right where Carrie stood trembling and indignant.

"Aren't you, Caroline?"

Carrie looked up at her landlady, mystified. That was until the large woman took a firm hold of Carrie's left ear with her plump right hand.

"I was saying to Mrs Garret here that you're a silly little girl, Caroline. Don't you agree?"

Caroline squealed which only brought more elderly heads eager to see what was going on. Mrs Gibson twisted Carrie's ear just a little more firmly and gave her one of those looks. Carrie knew the significance of that look well enough by now. Images of herself being thrashed with that horrible strap flashed through her mind.

"Y...yes I am...I'm a silly little girl...I'm s,sorry."

"Now apologise to Mrs Garret for not having the correct change ready for her, please."

"I...I'm sorry, Mrs Garret for nor having the right change."

"That's okay, dear. I can see that Mrs Gibson has got you well in hand. You probably won't be making that silly mistake again, now will you?"

There were a few amused goggles from the ladies near enough to hear the conversation. Another little tug on her ear reminded Carrie to reply politely whenever an adult was speaking to her.

"No, ma'am."

Carrie's ear was released. She glanced around to see a half a dozen old women and couple of men staring back at her. She felt herself blush to the root of her hair.

"Go and sit down, Caroline. You've caused quite enough fuss for one day, young lady."

Despite her intense humiliation, Carrie was pleased to be able to disappear to the relative anonymity of her seat at the back of the room. As she walked away from the counter she could hear Mrs Gibson and the shopkeeper discussing the many failings of the 'youth of today'.

Chapter 8

Church was a chore. Back home, Carrie was happy to accompany her gran to St Mary’s on a Sunday morning. It was a beautiful old place, everyone was friendly, and the sermons weren’t too long. She was back home almost before she knew it, changed out of her Sunday best and enjoying herself. But here at St Wilfred’s, Mrs Gibson’s place of worship, things were done differently. The woman seemed to be on every single committee for example. She knew everyone and everyone knew her. Which meant that Mrs Gibson and by extension, Carrie, spent an inordinate amount of time on Sunday’s attending to church matters.

Recently she had been made to wear her uniform to Church. Mrs Gibson liked her to dress ‘respectably’ and in her mind Carrie’s silly little uniform was the most respectable thing she had. Carrie had argued at first, but a dose of the strap to her bottom and the backs of her legs had soon persuaded her otherwise. So, dressed in that ridiculous fashion, she had been led into church by the hand much to the delight of Mrs Gibson’s friends. That was the way little girls should be dressed in church, she overheard one elderly, grey-haired woman announce to a friend who nodded in agreement.

The problem was that Mrs Gibson had introduced her to all her friends as her ward and because she was invariably dressed as she was, they assumed she was younger. And now, without appearing to be an absolute fool, she could hardly tell them her true age. She had to accompany Mrs Gibson early on Sunday morning to St Wilfred’s so that she could ‘help out’ with preparation for that morning’s service. She even had to attend Sunday School for an hour before the bone-numbing boredom of the actual service itself.

Although Caroline had been brought up in a religious house and would have considered herself a Christian . she found the whole thing to be so tedious and drawn out, especially when she had a whole pile of preparation for Monday morning to deal with. Sunday School, for example, where she was the oldest ‘child’ there by a good 5 years consisted of the pupils sat crossed legged on the floor listening to Miss Singleton read some sort of age-appropriate story and then some colouring in and then a few songs to finish.

Carrie was obviously mortified, but once Mrs Gibson had committed to attending the stupid thing, there was no going back. As far as Miss Singleton was concerned, she was a school child and like the rest of the group she attended lessons in her school uniform. For a person like Carrie who considered herself to be quite a stylish, mature sort of young woman, the experience was as shameful as it could possibly be. And the longer it went on, the more impossible it became to extract herself from it.

Once, when the true shame of being a new parishioner at St Wilfred's had sunk in, the work she was required to do, and her membership of Sunday School, Carrie had attempted a rebellion. She told Mrs Gibson that she wouldn’t be attending church with her that morning as she had college work to attend to. The woman was clearly shocked. Her first reaction was one that Carrie hadn’t anticipated. Her landlady was going to call gran and explain the situation to her!

Carrie felt the panic rise within her. Her gran couldn’t hear about her refusal to attend church! Whatever would she think?! She had scurried after the woman into the hall where she had just picked up the telephone.

“Please, Mrs Gibson, don’t...”

The woman ignored her and carried on dialling.

“Please, don’t tell gran.”

“You should have thought about your poor gran earlier shouldn’t you, you foolish child? Before you opened your insolent mouth for example?”

Carrie sniffed miserably. Her horrible landlady was right, what was she thinking? Gran would be absolutely shocked if she heard about this.

“I’m sorry, ma’am. Yes, I should have thought before I spoke.”

The woman still had the phone in her hand, she looked enquiringly at Carrie.

“Well, do you have an apology to make?” She demanded

“Yes, ma’am, I’m very, very sorry for my behaviour.”

Mrs Gibson sniffed, “well that’s something I suppose. Run upstairs and get changed, we’ll be leaving shortly.”

Carrie turned and literally did run up the two flights of stairs to her miserable little room at the top of the house, the smallest little room in the entire house. She was quite sure her gran wouldn’t approve of her accommodation, it was hardly what either of them were used to. It looked as if it hadn’t been decorated for years, the only furniture was a tiny little desk where she did her college work , a chest of drawers with a cracked mirror and a small wardrobe to hang her things in.

Ignoring that for a moment, she snatched up her uniform from its hanger and dressed herself in it, knickers then socks then her gleaming white blouse, before tying the tie tightly and neatly around her throat. She caught a sight of herself in the mirror. In just her blouse and knickers she looked like a child getting ready for school. Her spindly little white legs didn’t help matters either. No wonder she passed so easily for a much younger girl. The childish, grey, pleated pinafore didn't help either, the lining of it rustled uncomfortably as she slipped it over her head. She daren't even look at herself, she just scampered downstairs as fast as her thin legs would carry her.

Chapter 9

"And so may I have £4 please, ma'am?"

Margaret slowly looked her charge up and down. She was wearing a nice short skirt and smart blouse combination and her hair had been well brushed and put into ribbons. Mrs Gibson liked it when Caroline was dressed respectably, it reflected well on her role as a concerned landlady.

"What was that, dear? Something about a ticket?"

Her little girl blushed again. She was so cute when she did that.

"Yes, ma'am, a railway ticket to go home and visit my gran. I haven't seen her for two months. I...I just thought... I should go and see her, that's all ma'am..."

Carrie felt herself tail off into an embarrassed silence. She was having great difficulty recently in expressing herself. Mrs Gibson was such an intimidating lady.

"I'm not sure if that's going to be acceptable, Caroline."

Carrie felt her face fall. The embarrassment of asking Mrs Gibson for some of her own money to spend was bad enough. But the idea of the woman turning down a perfectly reasonable request was doubly humiliating.

"B...but why, ma'am? I mean, I don't intend to waste the money on anything."

Chance would be a fine thing, thought Carrie bitterly. Mrs Gibson had simply told her to transfer all her grant money for college into her own bank account, out of which she now handed out what she liked to term as 'pocket money' to her 18 year old lodger. 'It will be safer with me, dear. You're such an addle-headed little scatter-brain at times, aren't you?' Carrie could still remember the overbearing woman's exact words.

Christmas.

"Caroline, here please!"

Carrie heard her name called from downstairs and hurriedly made her way there. She stood in front of her landlady, hands behind her back.

"Christmas in a couple of weeks, dear. What are your plans?"

"I'm going home at the end of term, Mrs Gibson. Just as soon as I've finished my last exam."

"Are you now?"

"Erm...yes, I've arranged it and... and I've already bought a bus ticket."

Carrie felt a cool trickle of panic in her stomach.

"That's as maybe, Caroline, but have you cleared it with me first? I don't recall that conversation, young lady?"

Carrie shook her head.

"But I didn't know I had to clear it with you, Mrs Gibson?"

"I thought we'd agreed that you need to get my permission for anything that might inconvenience me?"

"B...but, it's the end of term?" Carrie said, plaintively

"So what? As far as I'm concerned, I feel responsible for you throughout your time at the university. Especially now that we've established your new routine?"

Carrie blushed furiously. She hated any reference, no matter how oblique, to her past indiscretions.

"Yes, Mrs Gibson, we have established that," she made herself say the humiliating words. It was certainly inadvisable to get into any sort of confrontation with the older woman.

So, what I want is for you to scurry back up to your bedroom and first, write me an apology. Bring that down for me and read it and then, if I deem it acceptable, we'll discuss your holiday plans. Is that fair, dear?"

It wasn't fair at all, it was enormously intrusive and embarrassing.

"Yes, Mrs Gibson, that's fair."

And before you do that for me, Carrie. I want you to consider yourself under punishment. Go and put your uniform on before you begin your letter.

Carrie felt the heat in her face. This was a new development. Mrs Gibson had decided that whenever Carrie was 'under punishment', she was to wear her hated school uniform to advertise that fact.

"Yes, Mrs Gibson."

Carrie had discovered, often painfully, that here wasn't much room for negotiation with Mrs Gibson, not unless she actually wanted her bare bottom to be humiliatingly spanked as she lay kicking and struggling over her landlady's thick, fleshy thighs.

She hurried back up the stairs and removed her comfortable sweater and skirt and then her adult knickers and barely necessary bra. Biting her lip she went to the single chest of drawers in her room and pulled out a pair of large, navy blue panties, a pair of white knee socks, and a white vest. She put them all on and then went to her cupboard and took one of the crisp white blouses from the hanger. After buttoning it at neck and wrists she turned up the collar and tied the green and yellow striped tie around her neck.

She was very careful with the tie, she knew Mrs Gibson liked it to be just so. Very tight to her top button. Then, and perhaps most shamefully, the pleated grey pinafore that went over her head. Both the tie and the pinafore had belonged to Mrs Gibson's daughter, Deidre, and she'd  last worn them when she was twelve, as Mrs Gibson never seemed to tire of telling her. She checked her appearance in the mirror and blushed. She couldn't get over how silly she looked in a pleated pinafore dress that said the words 'Our Lady's Junior School' on a badge on her chest for all the world to see.

Which was complete nonsense of course. Both of them knew it was because Mrs Gibson enjoyed humbling her and there was nothing Carrie could do about it. Checking herself for the last time, she straightened her tie and put her hair into two pigtails with ribbons that matched the yellow of her tie. She sat down at the small desk that had been provided for her. She thought for a second before taking up her pen and writing pad.

Dear Mrs Gibson,

I'm very sorry for not consulting you with regard to my plans for the Christmas holiday. I understand that we've agreed that I can't be trusted to make these sort of decisions on my own.

I humbly apologise and promise to ask your permission for all future plans that I may make.

Respectfully

Caroline Jane Rowling.

Carrie checked the spelling and then ran back downstairs again. Mrs Gibson was still reclined, regally on her sofa. She looked up enquiringly as Carrie entered.

"I...I have the apology here, Mrs Gibson," said Carrie holding out her piece of paper for the woman to take.

"Good, let's hear it then?"

Margaret smiled as Carrie stood and read out her humiliating little note. How ridiculous she looked in Deidre's old school uniform! A university student reduced to the status of a junior school girl by the simple expedient of changing her clothes. How amusing!

"Very well, apology accepted. Now let's discuss your plans."

Margaret sat and listened while her lodger haltingly explained her plans for the festive season. Her last exam was at the end of the week apparently, and she'd reserved a bus for the day after that. That would mean she was home two weeks before Christmas.

"I'm not so sure, dear?"

The look on Caroline's privileged little face was enough to send a familiar little jolt of electricity through Margaret's sex.  Being able to manage the child's personal life like this was really quite exciting.

"B...but, Mrs Gibson...I have the bus  ticket and everything."

"Do you, dear?  Go and get it for me and show me."

I watched as my little girl turned and shot off upstairs once again. Within seconds she'd returned with a little sub of cardboard in her hand. I held out my own hand. When she gave it to me, I read it. A single ticket to that miserable little provincial town she was from. I tore it in half, and then quarters and then eights.

"You don't have it any more, young lady. Let that be a lesson to you."

Her pretty face was a picture. She was right on the brink of tears, was that her bottom lip starting to tremble.

"What are you going to do in future, young lady? Whenever this situation arises again?"

"I...erm...I should always ask your permission, Mrs Gibson."

"Good girl. Although you have been naughty as well, haven't you?"

A tear dripped onto Carrie's cheek.

"Yes, Mrs Gibson," she sniffed.

"And what happens to naughty little girls in this house, Caroline Jane?"

"Naughty little girls always get punished in this house, Mrs Gibson."

"That's right. I think this time I'll have you on the sofa, on your back."

Reluctantly, Carrie did as she was told. She really hated this position. But, unfortunately, it was one of Mrs Gibson's favourites. When she was ready she lifted Carrie's legs and raised them to the vertical. The girl sobbed self-pityingly, which was all Mrs Gibson had to hear to prove her method of humbling the arrogant young woman was actually working. Carrie's skirt fell naturally back toward the sofa leaving a long expanse of white thighs and a chubby little bottom at the woman's disposal. Ignoring her whimpering, she quickly got to work.

The thighs of a teenage girl were surprisingly tender, it has been Mrs Gibson's pleasure to discover. Before too long the backs of Caroline's were a lovely red colour. Once they'd achieved a certain shade of red, the woman moved on to her cute little bottom and began to belabour that quite hard, she don't even bother to remove Carrie's navy blue knickers, they offer very little protection against a determined hand-spanking.

Eventually though, even Mrs Gibson's iron-hard hand began to ache. Reluctantly she lowered the woman's legs back down and then watched, amused, as she immediately started to rub at her scorched rear.

"Up you get, child. Stop feeling sorry for yourself. Go upstairs and bring down your pad. Let's see if I can't help you get some ideas straight in that empty little head of yours?"

Margaret sat down on the sofa, flushed but exhilarated, and waited for her thoroughly cowed lodger to return.

"On the floor please, Caroline. Cross-legged, like you do for Sunday School, there's a good girl. Smarten yourself up a little, please. You're not a tramp."

She smiled as the girl obeyed, her uniform and her posture made her seem so much younger, so much more malleable, so much easier to control.

"Now then, as I've mentioned, the Christmas break is a busy time for me. I'm hosting a party for some of the ladies from church, so obviously I'll need some assistance from you there. There's Christmas shopping that need doing, the house has to be cleaned from top to bottom, all the decorations have to be put up. No, Caroline. I'm afraid I just can't spare you for that many days."

The look on her face was so sweet, a mix of rage and fear and then acceptance.

"Plus, as a conscientious landlady, I'd be failing in my duty if I didn't keep a close eye on you for as long as possible, wouldn't I dear?"

Carrie sniffed, wiping at a stray tear.

"Y...yes, Mrs Gibson."

"Because without my supervision, heaven knows what you'd be getting up to?"

Caroline blushed quite beautifully in Margaret Gibson's opinion.

"Am I right, Caroline?"

"Yes, Mrs Gibson."

"Do you want your grandmother to find out about your various indiscretions this term, Caroline?"

"No, Mrs Gibson."

"No, Mrs Gibson," mimicked Margaret in an amused tone. "I'll bet she doesn't, Caroline. I can just imagine her face though, if she ever found out, can you?"

Carrie nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

"So, young lady. Rather than making strident, and quite rude demands about what you intend to do, you'd be better off trying to anticipate my needs for once. Are we understood?"

"Yes, Mrs Gibson, understood."

"Good girl. In that case let's find you some work to do shall we? And don't bother to change, Caroline. You look fine just as you are."

Carrie managed to swallow the indignant reply that was already forming on her tongue, ' you'd be better off trying to anticipate my needs for once' was the woman quite serious? But Carrie's bottom was already much too red and tender to risk another dose of correction.

Chapter 10

Anita Brampton smiled to herself as she knocked on the door of the house in the cul de sac. Margaret had invited her over for afternoon tea and had promised her a little entertainment as well. She knew of course just who would be providing that entertainment. Mmmm, just the thought of the cute little blonde was enough to make her juices flow. She'd been...interested in that particular tasty little morsel ever since that first day in the lecture theatre.

She like to keep an eye open for the more attractive girls. There were never that many of them in the university as a whole, never mind the rather challenging course that she led, but that didn't stop her looking. Therefore the bubbly little blonde was quite a find, like a diamond in the rough. It didn't take long to find out everything she needed to know.

Professor Brampton was helped very much in that by the fact that the little poppet was boarding with one of her acquaintances from church, Margaret Gibson. They weren't friends exactly, but she respected Mrs Gibson's forthright and sometimes uncompromising views regarding undergraduates and their place in the scheme of things. And the fact that the woman was clearly a hard-edged lesbian like herself certainly helped.

How someone like Mrs Gibson had managed to acquire, if that was the right word, someone as unworldly and as pretty as little Miss Blondie was quite a mystery, but one that nevertheless she was determined to get to the bottom of. When she found at the simple truth, that Mrs Gibson had been chosen to be the girl's landlady simply on the basis of her religious devotion she was amused at first, but then she formulated her plan.

To be honest she'd had her plan worked out for quite a while. All she was waiting for were the stars to align in her favour. And it seemed as if, finally, they had. The right girl had finally come within her orbit, and Margaret Gibson could finally be of use to her. Caroline Rowling was no fool. She wasn't anything special, but her work was very solid. However, that didn't matter. In order to shock her out of her complacent little bubble and take charge of her all that was needed was a little manipulation of her test scores.

Of course, being so young and naive, the girl hadn't considered for a second that her grades might have been underscored, and by quite some way. The mere thought that she might have failed, probably for the first time in her academic career seemed enough somehow to freeze her brain, rather as she had planned in fact. There were no demands for her paper to ne remarked and no complaint to any higher authority. The girl was well and truly snared.

Anita licked her lips at the sound of the word, snared. It was such a lovely, evocative term and described the situation perfectly. Caroline, the helpless, trusting little bunny rabbit trapped by a more intelligent predator. There was movement behind the door, Professor Brampton didn't bother checking herself for possible imperfections in her appearance.. She seldom did that sort of thing nowadays, and anyway who did she need to impress? Certainly not the scared bunny.

The door opened slowly and there she was in all her blonde-haired, blue-eyed beauty. And my, didn't she look a fool! The girl clearly knew that she looked like a fool as well. Her face was absolutely bright red with shame. And no wonder, she was dressed in Deidre Gibson's old school pinafore and tie Anita couldn't help but smile  again, the uniform had been her idea, she did so love a girl in uniform. And, from what she could see, this girl was the perfect candidate.

"Miss Rowling, what a surprise! Is this your normal out of college apparel? I thought a grown up college girl like you would have been wearing all the latest fashions?"

"Erm...no, professor. Mrs Gibson likes me to be s...smart around the house, so..."

"She gets you to wear school uniform? I see...but  if it makes her happy I suppose? That's the main thing, I suppose? Are you going to invite me in, young lady, or shall we stand on the doorstep all afternoon?"

Anita was extremely gratified to see the young woman blush to the very roots of her blonde hair, her naturally pale colouring made the whole think that much more amusing somehow.

"N...no, sorry. Please come in."

And the dear little thing seemed to have developed a little stutter as well, how endearing! Caroline led the way into the sitting room, Anita was amused to see how short the pleated skirt of her pinafore was. Idly she wondered what colour knickers the 18 year old was wearing. But no doubt that would soon be made very obvious.

Margaret Gibson was already pouring the tea from a rather nice teapot into two china cups. There was nothing for Caroline.

"Go to your corner, girl" ordered Mrs Gibson brusquely.

Caroline obeyed immediately, pushing her nose right into the corner furthest from her landlady and placing her hands on her head. As she did so, her short skirt rose revealing the answer to Anita's earlier thought. Blue, it seemed was the answer. Glancing across at the diminutive, cowed figure it was hard to reconcile her with the rather precocious, entitled undergraduate of three months ago.

Professor Brampton and Mrs Gibson passed the time like old friends. In reality, neither much approved of the other one. They were different ages, different backgrounds and the product of two different social classes. However one subject did both unite and excite them, and that was Caroline Rowling. When Mrs Gibson had first heard the professor’s idea she had been quite astonished. She knew all about and accepted her own perverse interests of course. And what the austere woman was proposing did align wonderfully well with her own fantasies, but coming from her well-bred lips the scheme somehow sounded doubly perverse.

The woman was a lecturer at a prestigious university for God’s sake! Using her position to entrap and then abuse an innocent, naive first year student was so wrong. And yet so deliciously thrilling. She could feel her sex fluttering with excitement as the scheme unfolded. The professor was so...calculating. She made it clear that if Mrs Gibson was not interested then she should simply forget that their conversation ever took place. And of course, if she was unwise enough to repeat any part of it the professor would simply deny it and then make sure that Mrs Gibson was removed from the register of approved landladies.

When Professor Brampton’s lips had smirked slightly at the word ‘approved’, Margaret Gibson had known at that moment that the university lecturer had somehow checked her list of past tenants and that she knew, or had guessed where her own preferences lie. She had a sudden image of beautiful, olive-skinned Belinda and the things she’d made that particular young woman do. Surely the austere woman didn’t know about that, did she?

Nothing more was said on that particular subject. Margaret promised to think it over and then spent the majority of the weekend masturbating furiously to the idea of her pretty little lodger being under her control. She’d long suspected that she was the only person who felt as she did. Having a posh, educated, professional woman saying exactly what was on her mind was both exciting and profoundly liberating. She felt validated somehow. She wasn’t some sort of a freak after all. She was merely a woman with a high sex drive and a particular range of interests.

The scheme had worked with ridiculous ease, exactly as the professor had told her it would. Whatever sympathy she might have had for the entitled brat simply evaporated in a haze of sexual pleasure. The idea that it was taboo, forbidden even, just served to make it all the more arousing. The girl had succumbed to their joint attack, as the professor predicted. Her shame at her academic ‘failure’ combined with her guilt at letting down her only relative had proved a potent combination which had rendered her extremely malleable.

She had played her part in the girl’s downfall, and had enjoyed every minute of it. But Margaret had to admit that the ideas for Caroline’s debasement had been mainly Anita Brampton’s. And now, for the first time, the professor had come to claim her reward. She knew of course that the academic had a thing for pretty girls in uniform and had accordingly made Caroline dress in her hated junior school uniform.

And now, almost unbelievably, the entitled arrogant brat was now stood sobbing in the corner of her living room! Standing obediently with her hands on her head and her blue, cotton knickers on display waiting on the pleasure of the two women who now ruled her life. Margaret squeezed her stocking-clad thighs together pleasurably in anticipation.

“Come here please, Caroline.”

The professor’s voice was low and controlled, not betraying the slightest display of emotion. As if ordering an 18 year old woman dressed in a humiliating uniform out of the corner was something that she did every day. It was a voice that didn’t encourage discussion. Caroline turned and made her way shamefacedly to stand by the side of Anita Brampton’s chair.

“It’s almost the end of term, young lady, as I’m sure you’re aware?”

“Yes, miss.”

Margaret Gibson had insisted that Caroline address her professor in that way. She felt as if it was more respectful.

“And the question which I imagine you’re desperate to know is, will there be a second term at least as far as you personally are concerned?”

“Y...yes, miss.”

“Do you think that you’ve done enough to be invited to continue your studies here at the university? Or do you think you should be sent home in disgrace and have to pay back your study grant?”

By now, Margaret could recognise Caroline’s reactions, and too her delight it looked as if the tears were already beginning to form in the girl’s fair lashes.

“I...I’ve worked really hard, miss.”

“That wasn’t the question I asked, you silly girl,” replied Professor Brampton with a sigh.

"No, miss. I’m sorry, I think I want to stay at the university.”

“Are you sure, young lady. You don’t sound too convinced? Would you like me to speak to your grandmother and explain just exactly why I’ve had to remove you from my course. What do you think she’d say when she heard about your laziness and general misbehaviour. Would she be pleased do you think?”

Margaret could feel that familiar buzz in her pussy again. The professor was very, very good at pushing exactly the right buttons as far as Miss Caroline Rowling was concerned. And of course, Caroline hadn’t misbehaved at all and she wasn’t any more lazy than the average older teen allowed to spread her wings for the first time. But the blushing young woman had merely accepted that statement as if it was true. Margaret had to fight the urge to slide her hand beneath the waistband if her decorous tweed skirt.

“No, miss...please, I’m sorry.”

“So we’re in agreement? You want to be allowed onto next term’s course?”

“Yes please, miss.”

“Good. Well at least we have that sorted out. Now, as to whether I’m going to allow you to continue your education here, well that’s a whole different question.”

Margaret watched intently as the girl bit her lip in humiliated confusion.

“We’ve established the fact that you want to stay, but we also know that you’re a lazy, disobedient girl who is struggling to keep up with the work, don’t we?”

"Y...yes, miss. Sorry, miss."

"So why on earth should I have to put up with your poor attitude and your general sub-standard performance?"

Margaret could feel herself growing damp between her thick thighs. The professor was certainly wringing out the maximum humiliation for the girl.

"I...I'll try harder, miss. I really will."

The woman stared at Carrie dubiously.

"We could give it a try I suppose? But you must be made aware of the seriousness of this. Mrs Gibson and I are only doing what we believe is best for you. You know that don't you?"

"Yes, miss." Carrie hardly knew what to believe, but she considered it wiser just to agree with the woman.

"With that in mind, I've drawn up a contract that should make each of our respective roles in this project quite clear."

From her briefcase she extracted a single piece of paper and placed it face up on the dining table. She signalled for Carrie to come over and stand slightly bent forwards with her palms on either side of the document so that she could read what was written on it. Returning to her briefcase, Professor Brampton produced two clothes pegs and pinned up Carrie's already brief skirt.

"Now, I want you to read the contract while Mrs Gibson witnesses it. Mrs Gibson, if you would be so kind?"

That was Margaret Gibson's cue. She went to the back of the door and unhooked a long, slim, whippy school cane and handed it to Professor Brampton. The woman took it from her and swished it through the air menacingly.

"And at the end of each paragraph, I'm going to give you one cut of the cane in order that the instruction contained may somehow lodge in that empty little head of yours. After which you will thank me. Is that clear Caroline?"

It was a measure of the control being exerted upon her that Carrie didn't even think for one second of disobeying the imperious woman's command.

"Yes, miss. It's clear."

The woman nodded to Mrs Gibson who stepped forwards and took a firm grip on Carrie's navy blue knickers . She slid them off the little hump of her backside and down her thin legs before gently lifting them over the girl's shiny shoes and removing them. Professor Brampton swished the cane again before placing it directly across the centre of the girl's unmarked, porcelain-white buttocks.

"Read," she ordered. "All of it."

"Erm...this contract is between Miss Anita Brompton, Mrs Margaret Gibson, and Caroline Jane Rowling."

Whiiip!

The thin Malacca bit the white buttocks leaving a thin red weal.

Carrie gasped and wriggled. The stroke itself didn't hurt particularly, but it stung abominably afterwards!

Margaret Gibson held the girl's school knickers to her nose and inhaled.

Professor Anita Brampton smiled mirthlessly, only ten more clauses to go. After which she'd be taking the girl home with her for the night, marching her out to the car just as she was, tearful, without her knickers, with a dozen horizontal red stripes decorating her pretty little backside and then driving her across town to her place,

Mmmm, she licked her lips she'd been patient. She'd waited long enough while Gibson had her pleasures, and now it was her turn to put into action some of the many, many scenarios that so far she'd only dreamed about.

The first paragraph of their 'contract' was coming to an end. Professor Brompton raised her cane and with a pleasant tingle of anticipation deep inside her, carefully measured the distance between it and Caroline's gently twitching buttocks.

The End
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