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				CHAPTER 1

				A BATTLE OF WILLS

				To say that Karen Lamberton-Marchment did not appreciate certain aspects of her stepdaughter’s, shall we say - contrary - nature would have been an understatement. But on the other hand young Alice Lamberton’s latest rebellious dalliance ironically seemed set to provide the key to change all that. Narcotics!

				Not that it was that unusual to read in the tabloid press of students flocking to the latest less-than-legal pharmaceutical recreation, even upper school students, such as Alice and certain of her cohorts. And of course it was not to the likes of ‘crack’ cocaine, ‘crystal meth’ and those other pollutants of disenfranchised inner-city youth that girls of Alice’s class and social position were likely to gravitate. Nor was it strictly speaking recreational - at least not initially; it never was that simple, was it? No, as far as girls of Alice Lamberton’s standing were concerned ironically it was all about ambition, never despair - at least not despair born of poverty, financial poverty that is. It was peer competition as much as peer pressure that drove these girls. If there was a sense of pressure, then it was academic pressure; the pressure to perform, to move on to the most prestigious universities.

				Ritalin-fuelled, they’d stay up all night cramming and revising. Then through the day too, once the candle became too depleted at either ends to maintain attention in class. Other ‘smart drugs’ soon followed, then even more addictive prescription agents of the benzodiazepine family - it had been typical of the pattern of upper-middle class substance abuse once confined to the high flyer’s office and certain university campuses but having now begun to trickle down to corrupt that all-important final year at school. But it was still drug addiction, pure and simple: so stupid... and yet so fortuitous - at least insofar as Karen Lamberton-Marchment was concerned.

				At one level it had been easy enough to deal with. The physical side of her stepdaughter’s withdrawal could be handled by her doctor. A long term friend, this singularly enlightened physician had devised what turned out to be the perfect substitute, and one which she had been more than happy to prescribe.

				The unfortunate fact that this substitute was nearly equally addictive - perhaps more so in certain respects - was not without its advantages.

				Her stepdaughter’s insolent devil-may-care audacity, impertinence and the discourtesy the girl habitually showed her she put down as much to the laissez-faire attitude of the school the girl had until recently attended towards matters of discipline as to the pampering of the girl’s over-doting late father. Well, the doting father was gone, the school was out of the picture and she herself - in her guise as Alice’s legal guardian - was no longer powerless, despite the girl’s years and the fact she was not now far from the ‘age of majority’. Much of that ‘self-reliance’ and ‘independent spirit’ the girl’s school had always crowed on about in their literature citing the benefits of their ‘progressive approach to education’ had now largely evaporated in the face of her stepdaughter’s new-found reliance on her physician’s script. Indeed, Alice’s growing dependence on the good doctor had placed her now well and truly under the woman’s control, and by proxy her own. But it was time now to more fully tame the girl, to get her stepdaughter properly ‘domesticated’ as her doctor friend liked to put it. In short; it was high time some ‘structure’ was introduced into the carefree life of Alice Lamberton.

				Outside of the involvement of her tame physician - Dr Anne Ecclestone - the action she considered to have been most pivotal in the development of her plans for her errant stepdaughter was the moment she anonymously tipped off the local police. The latter intervention had resulted in getting the girl’s dealer acquaintance safely put away for quite some considerable time, but not before she had carried out several ‘deals’ of her own through a trusted intermediary.

				Spread over several weeks she had accumulated quite a respectable stock of illicit pharmaceuticals through that route, certainly sufficient to implicate the girl’s fiancé as somewhat higher up the food-chain than a mere ‘user’, higher up than the dealer himself in fact. Planted about the young lad’s car - something that had proved surprisingly easy to achieve while both had been ‘distracted’ in the girl’s room - no longer neatly bagged up in ‘street deals’ but combined in a couple of large packages, the implication in the eyes of the investigating officers was obvious enough.

				As if this had not been enough to have ‘taken care’ of young Alice’s boyfriend in itself, patiently, over many months, she had been withdrawing various unconnected amounts from several different bank accounts in dribs and drabs - a precaution intended to avoid any risk of a pattern forming. She had amalgamated these sums into a substantial stash of cash that she had craftily contrived to have secreted away in the guy’s flat, using her very own stepdaughter as the tool to place the package, the latter having been wrapped by an intermediary as a further precaution against the discovery of her involvement. A single empty, used ‘wrap’ carelessly left interleaved between the wrappings was enough to supply the dealer’s DNA, connecting him to the cash. The implication, of course, was that Alice’s boyfriend was in actuality the supplier to the pair’s dealer rather than that nefarious chap’s ‘customer’ as was the truth of the matter.

				Bringing it all together had then involved simply choosing a time and date to tip-off the police when she was confident that her stepdaughter’s fiancé would be meeting the dealer to pick up a ‘fix’ for her young charge, the final piece in a jigsaw that had been, in fact, somewhat more complex in implementation than in description. She had been somewhat shocked, though, when through her machinations the girl’s fiancé had been awarded twelve years for supply and possession. In truth she had only really intended to get the lad out of her stepdaughter’s life by discrediting him, placing the blame on him for her stepdaughter’s troubles. The judge, though, had had different ideas; he had wanted to ‘send a message’, make an ‘example’ to ‘others out there’... But TWELVE years!

				Alice Lamberton herself had only just avoided prison; that had been the point when Karen Lamberton-Marchment had really begun to appreciate that she had gone too far. She had not cared too much about the fate of the girl’s beau - not once she had gotten over the initial shock - but she hadn’t wanted to relinquish her control over Alice, despite the notion of seeing the girl languishing behind bars not being without a certain frisson.

				All along, though, the ever-resourceful, ever-imaginative, Ms Lamberton-Marchment had been entertaining a notion of an even stronger frisson. It was not so much the general idea of young Alice being thrown in prison per se she had objected to, rather that it was she, herself - Karen Lamberton-Marchment - who she had always seen in her mind’s eye as the girl’s gaoler and the ‘prison’ a private one of her own singular conception. And yet in a way this ‘near miss’ had served to strengthen her hold over her stepdaughter. Several years’ worth of suspended sentence - suspended in so long as she received medical treatment and remained under the supervision of her stepmother - provided no little leverage.

				And she needed that leverage if she was to keep her paws on the family purse-strings. She managed the girl’s trust fund and dolled out the girl’s allowance, but the remainder of Alice’s father’s estate - by far the major part - was all tangled up in restrictive covenants aimed at protecting his over-pampered daughter’s interests. That was not to say she hadn’t been able to surreptitiously purloin a fair fraction through some rather dubious legal shenanigans of her own - the girl’s late father had not been the only one with the financial nous, foresight and wherewithal to employ clever legal representation. But that had probably made matters worse, long term - or at least it would have, if not for this new set of circumstances.

				The ‘foresight’ part of the equation had on occasion passed her by - and some of her ‘dubious legal shenanigans’ had been dubious indeed. She had tended to live for the day and had, if she were to be honest, squandered a fair portion of the estate earmarked for her late husband’s blessed daughter. In so doing, while not exactly blind to the possible legal repercussions - once her stepdaughter came of age and took control of her own affairs - she had certainly been guilty of living in a state of denial. But none of that would matter one iota now - not if she played her cards right!

				As for the pair’s dealer acquaintance: Being well known to the courts and with several previous convictions under his belt, he had stood to receive a good few years behind bars himself. He had been only too willing to agree with the investigating officers’ view implicating Alice’s boyfriend as his supplier, testifying against the unfortunate youth in return for a more lenient sentence. He certainly would not have risked bearing witness against the members of his true supply chain; East Londoners, from eastern European stock having strong links to Albanian organised crime; he would not have lived long if he had.

				But that had all been some time ago. Today was another day. Smiling to herself, those thoughts ever-fresh in her mind, Karen Lamberton-Marchment turned sidelong to the cheval mirror, her large almond shaped eyes narrowing. As so often, today she was in full equestrian attire: a greenish-tan fitted wool jacket monogrammed with her initials having a silk collar, a white shirt and black leather riding gloves, her tight white riding breeches showing off her curvaceous, shapely bottom to its seductive best. Having just ‘done the rounds’, as she referred to her habit of personally giving the stables the ‘once over’ - her traditional morning ride always completed before breakfast - the latter were tucked into the tops of a pair of rubber Wellingtons.

				The tall, green hardwearing classic Wellingtons she usually reserved for whenever she seemed likely to be spending the morning organising and supervising the stable hands rather than out riding - as she much preferred - had been eschewed this particular day in favour of a pair of super-glossy Wellington-style fashion boots that wouldn’t have looked amiss on a catwalk. These were of a sophisticatedly fruity split colour design, having a broad band of rich, deep fruits-of-the-forest purple, proudly embossed with the maker’s emblem, occupying the upper quarter of the leg before changing abruptly to a dense black there after.

				The shiny, glossed finish of the vulcanised rubber looked as if it could only have been achieved through the boots having been polished to within an inch of their lives. Yet that wondrous mirror finish was now streaked in shades of putrid yellowish brown, the moulded rubber perfection marred by the sort of detritus and muck typical of the stable yard. It would take even more sweat and even greater amounts of elbow grease to rehabilitate those streamlined, classically equestrian, sleek uppers with their sensually moulded slim ankles to the showcase condition Karen Lamberton-Marchment demanded. Glancing down, other than momentarily light-heartedly clucking her tongue, she barely batted an eyelid as she surveyed the ruination. She hadn’t been exactly careful where she’d trod. But then again; it wouldn’t be she who would have to expend the considerable energy it would undoubtedly take to rehabilitate them.

				It had hardly been a practical choice perhaps, wearing her latest fashion boots in such an environment, brand new and out of the box, but there was a practical aspect to it too. There was a method in her madness that ran deeper than any consideration of the way their sensuous silhouette flattered her coltish legs and calves and the intimidating effect that, together with the somewhat regal bearing that came - she liked to think - naturally to her, seemed to have on the stable hands. Sometimes, like the Devil, Karen Lamberton-Marchment liked to make work for idle hands; and there were certain hands hereabouts that had been idle for far too long. And she had one pair of hands in particular in mind - and they didn’t belong to either of the two, horsey, plump-bottomed young stable girls that she presently employed. Not that either of those two were ever left with idle hands.

				She sometimes felt she ought to thank the lord - if not the nation’s bankers - for having provided the sort of dire economic climate that could deliver two school-leavers into her lap under such blatantly exploitative conditions. Under less desperate financial conditions the dress stipulations she demanded alone would have had them up and leave. It wasn’t that she considered herself some sort of an old-fashioned harpy; it was just that she didn’t like to see young girls going around looking like young lads. She liked to be surrounded by femininity, though never in so attractive a form as to put her in any danger of comparison. It seemed quite reasonable; after all perfectly adequate feminine working attire had existed in the not so distant past.

				So, she didn’t allow boiler suits, she didn’t allow dungarees and she positively hated denim jeans. But she did like the idea of uniforms and the way a uniform identified the wearer’s station in life and over time her stipulations had tended to progress in that direction until what had evolved she now considered a ‘stable girl’s uniform’. The green check button-through overall she provided had to be worn over pantyhose not over jeans, with a bra, knickers and vest beneath - never a tee shirt or any other personal item - and with the addition of a thick plain full-length nylon slip in winter.

				These overalls had started out as a conventional coat-style design but influenced by an old acquaintance of hers, whom she had recently got back in contact with after many years, she had opted to supply something embodying a little more style which, while just as functionally utilitarian, possessed a defined self-belted waistline and a pronounced flare to the skirt that made it appear a little more dress-like. In fact the most recent changes she had implemented had seen the stable girls’ overalls being somewhat substantially shortened. While ostensibly purely for practical reasons, the aim being to cut down on the amount of laundry caused by muck splashing up and splattering the skirt, the effect was not without its coquettish eye-pleasing aspects and had inspired her to have the Marchment family crest added to the breast pocket.

				Styled on a day dress circa 1950s, the present incarnation was based on a one-piece princess-line dress with a shirt-like, collared bodice and long buttoned-cuff sleeves. A fitted, vertically panelled style, it buttoned from neck to hem, having a tailored waist that was further neatened by an integral, attached belt of the same fabric, itself closing at the front by way of two side-by-side buttons.

				The provision of matching headscarves, checked nylon like the overalls, to keep clean the girls’ hair had gone even further towards making the two stable girls’ working attire a form of uniform, in all but name. Dark green and short-legged sturdy yet feminine rubber boots, completed the picture and made each look as dainty as any stable girl could. The short-legged boots contrasted beautifully with long, shapely if plump and invariably muck-splattered pantyhose-covered legs and the short flared skirt of a thigh-length green check nylon frock-style overall.

				Even as these thoughts had been filtering through her mind, so Karen Lamberton-Marchment had been flitting, hither and dither, trying on this and that; for what was about to happen next, the plan she was about to swing into play, image would be everything. Admiringly glancing side-on at her reflection in the cheval mirror as she changed, and having discarded both riding britches and boots, she watched herself wiggle into the tight flesh-coloured rubberised girdle, before drawing her opera-length nylon stockings up legs that seemed never-ending.

				She caught herself frowning with concentration and no little consternation as she fiddled impatiently, her long fingers endeavouring to fasten the metal suspender clips over their little rubber buttons without catching and laddering the sheer nylon stocking welts with her long, professionally manicured coral-pink nails. The wire suspender clips were stiff, the pink rubber buttons reluctant with newness and the suspenders so short and taut that the dark stocking tops all but merged with her thick black pubic triangle.

				At long last she straightened up, pulling the white satin French knickers up her legs, before stepping into and pulling up onto her shoulders a full length satin slip, reaching back with some difficulty despite the litheness born of countless hours of yoga and zipping it up the rear. Having slipped on and buttoned a fine white silk-satin blouse she stepped into her favourite skirt before again checking herself in the full-length mirror. Her long black hair had already been tied back tightly in a black-velvet-banded ponytail, and it swung enticingly to and fro as she twisted her neck this way and that. Within a few minutes she had totally divested herself of her equestrian styling in favour of a very different look.

				The mirror now shone brightly, a hallo of light encircling what amounted to an entirely different, entirely revamped personality. The woman that smiled thin-lipped in return was every bit as authoritative as the switch-wielding horse woman who had entered, yet now portraying an image tempered with a certain domesticity while hinting at the institutional. It was a look that had settled quite naturally mid way between the stern aunt and the straight-laced governess. It was a cold, intimidating look, and she liked it, no she loved it. It filled her with power; the sight of her own reflection smiling confidently back at herself, hands on hips, made her heart pound. Finally satisfied that all was in order and that she headed out of the dressing room and off down towards the parlour... It was time...

				Downstairs at that very same instant Alice Lamberton was hurrying through the room that her father had always referred to as ‘the drawing room’. The walls were oak panelled and lined with book shelves filled with dusty, stuffy volumes Alice had never had much interest in - and that much, at least, hadn’t changed about her. To her left a pair of deep-set bay windows gave out onto formal gardens with beds of roses obsessively set out with an eye to symmetry and sweeping lawns edged with laurel hedges and twee miniature conifers. In the far distance the snaking line of chalk-scarred grass-topped hills with their scattered tufted stands of trees that made up the South Downs filled the horizon, putting in a fleeting appearance between the swaying poplars that marked out the furthest extent of the property.

				Tucked out of sight down between steep grassy banks, the river Arun demarcated the distant ancient limestone walls from the local village, forcing the broad sandy driveway to meander this way and that on its path to the bridge that led out to the road skirting the perimeter. The latter was an elderly chain-linked affair in the style of a medieval drawbridge installed by her great-grandfather shortly after his return from the Great War. Its cast iron chains could just be glimpsed out of one of the side panes, the black painted iron gates beyond just beginning to catch the first orange rays of the morning sun as it rose above the great oak that stood just to the east of the gateway. Walking determinedly and with purpose the pursed-lipped teenager headed straight for the side door that she knew gave out onto the narrow hallway which in turn led through to the side parlour and then on to what at one time had been the tradesman’s entrance, a small porch hidden away at the side of one wing of the imposing house.

				Having reached the parlour unchallenged, she paused, surprised. A goodly fire had been built in the grate and was enthusiastically blazing. Despite the day and age, an open fire was not that rare an event in itself about the house - several chimneys were still in operation and their fireplaces put to use in cold weather, augmenting the modern central heating system that struggled with the cobwebby early 19th century drafts. But this room was infrequently used, the grate rarely made up. A grunt came from behind her, a clearing of the throat. Startled, she spun around in shock, her eyes wide and her face flushing as pale as the frost that lay sparkling on the lawn outside.

				“And where do you think you’re going, young lady?” Karen Lamberton-Marchment’s haughty, educated and authoritative tone belied her youth. The double-barrelled name she thought lent her gravitas and for the time being she had decided to retain her late husband’s family adjunct, despite the Marchment name being both the older and the more prestigious. The title he had bought for her and she had already decided that she would retain that, even if she did one day revert to using her old name - Lady Marchment had a certain resonance to it.

				Nineteen years her husband’s junior on their wedding day, four years previously, she was still only twenty-five years of age - a rather young looking twenty-five at that, despite her favoured traditional, if not somewhat overly mature, mode of dress. The existence of his, then, fourteen year old offspring, at that time had hardly come in to the equation, the girl having long been packed off to boarding school and largely cared for over the holidays by her maternal grandmother, her father being obliged to travel far on wide on business much of the time. The same could not be said now, some four years on.

				What with the sudden shock demise of the girl’s father, after just three and a half years of marriage, the near-simultaneous death of the girl’s grandmother and then the coming to a close of the girl’s school career, some four months back, the existence of his now eighteen year old obstinate, arrogant and downright abrasive progeny was now very much part of the equation - a confounding, unbalancing and destabilising part.

				On the very rare occasions over the years that Alice had been home for the school holidays it had been bad enough, the girl’s father fawning over her and pandering to every wish. Now, what with Alice moping around the house all day in a state of almost permanent hangover... Well, although she received a more than generous income for supervising her ward, she couldn’t help but regard Alice as a burden, an intrusion into her own life. Still, Lady Lamberton-Marchment had to admit to herself that the girl wasn’t quite so arrogant nowadays, not since her plan had sprung into action, at least not until today. This, then, would be the first real test of the plausibility of her scheme.

				It had all taken a substantial amount of time trouble and effort to set up, but she had to admit to herself that there was a certain compensatory pleasure to be had in the prospect of curbing this independent and rather rebellious girl.

				“I just need to get out in the sun a while, that’s all. I mean... I’ve been in all month... Can’t I even go out in the garden now?” To the woman’s eye there was something faintly comical about the petulant pout that went along with the protestation. A delicately featured, slender, fey thing with a shortish blond pixie cut that was just on the verge of growing out and big walnut-brown eyes set in a gently tapering heart-shaped face; Alice Lamberton looked immature for her years as it was - even without the frustrated stamping of her foot.

				The gentle, almost overly pretty upturn to the tip of the girl’s nose coupled with those childish cow-like eyes invested her with a girlish obstinacy when angry and the thought suddenly struck the girl’s stepmother that dressed in the right way Alice could easily be taken for a girl at least four years younger than her calendar age. She made a mental note; it was an interesting notion, something she would have to look into doing something about at some point. Then there were the pink streaks the girl had had put in - she’d have to do something about those, too, at some stage.

				Where Alice had got the denim jeans from was a bit of a mystery; she thought she had taken all Alice’s pairs from her in exchange for all the little favours she did her stepdaughter, which pretty much came down to doling out what was in the packet in her pocket. Judging from the uncertainty in Alice’s step, the slight tremor in her hands and the quaver in her voice it wouldn’t be long before that pair would be helping to fuel the old wood burning stove that sat in what once had been the servant’s scullery. The thought occurred that it would perhaps be a suitably pertinent lesson for Alice to have to take them down to the stove herself, if all went well now - she could watch them burn through the little mica viewing port, along with another of those posters from her room, as a reminder of what stubbornness brings.

				The jeans must have been down the bottom of one of the linen baskets - she must have missed them somehow, although Alice clearly hadn’t. But if there was one saving grace it was that dear Alice was at least wearing one of those button-through cardigans that she had procured for her, albeit worn over a plain white tennis shirt - but that was the last of those that Alice had on and she’d take it off her next time. Those awful tee-shirts the girl had once owned were all gone now anyhow.

				A second saving grace was that vaporous, semi-vacuous look that repeatedly came over the girl’s face, clouding her eyes with incomprehension. It told volumes; it said that this gambit was indeed going to work. And it had been a gambit - the girl could have easily walked out, summoned help, gathered all sorts of well meaning busybodies to her cause. But that wasn’t going to happen now, she could tell; in a way she had already won. She had won that very first day young Alice had first backed down and surrendered to one of her restrictions in exchange for her medication. There had been many small triumphs since then of course, but it was the magnitude of this coming victory that would make the difference. After this, if all went well, young sweet Alice would find herself, here, in her own house, brought to heel in a manner she could hardly have dreamt of. She would come to see the strap, hairbrush and the cane - once she introduced them, as she fully intended to in time - as lesser punishments in comparison; and that after all was the point of this charade.

				“You’re not going anywhere, Alice.”

				The girl looked pale, jittery, shrugging in faux dismissive rebellion but with little real commitment evident: “I can’t take any more of this nonsense - I mean, where’s all my stuff, all the things you keep taking off me? I’m not a little girl to be ‘grounded’, just because you don’t like the people I mix with... You know what? You can just do your worst as far as I’m concerned. I’m off out - and that’s all there is to it!”

				“Who with exactly? Certainly not with that fiancé of yours; he’s in the clink, which is where you are lucky not to have ended up in. And all your old school friends live up at the other end of the country, near that pampering, pandering waste of money holiday camp your father called a school. Some ‘school’ that was, they didn’t even have a school uniform let alone any semblance of discipline; not like the place I attended.”

				“I don’t care... Perhaps I’ll just go out for a walk then, around the grounds; they are my grounds you know - or they will be once I’m twenty one - along with this house. That’s how long you’ve got, just a little less than three years; then I’ll have you out on your ear. Right, then: I’m out of here! See you later, alligator.”

				“I don’t think so... do you? Or would you like me to toss this packet on the fire?”

				“You wouldn’t!”

				“Wouldn’t I? Just you watch me, then.”

				“You couldn’t do it... You wouldn’t dare; it would make me ill if I didn’t get my prescription, you wouldn’t risk it. You’re bluffing, you silly cow; I’m going for a walk around the gardens, maybe a little sojourn into town.” Turning the brass lever handle, the springs squeaking hoarsely, the girl stepped out into the glass-sided porch, pausing as somewhere out in the near distance a bout of gruff barking and baying suddenly started up.

				“Tyson and Soldier Boy are out there, don’t forget. You step out that door without me at your side and they are likely to consider you an intruder - they still don’t know you yet. I don’t think they’d hurt you - but who knows. And you know how scared you are of dogs anyway.” ‘Tyson’ and ‘Solder Boy’ were her two Staffordshire cross bull terriers, bought her by her husband to provide her with an extra blanket of security for when he had to travel shortly before his ‘passing’. Crossed with what was another matter; there was more than a suspicion of pit-bull about the pair, certainly enough to make their legitimacy questionable under the UK’s Dangerous Dogs Act’. For a moment the woman smiled sympathetically at her pasty-faced fear-struck stepdaughter, before, her expression hardening, she went on:

				“Now, come back in here and sit down at the table - I shan’t warn you again... AT ONCE, YOUNG LADY!!!”

				Alice Lamberton jumped. Her stepmother could be stern - and she hated the woman’s habit of referring to her as ‘young lady’ - but she had never shouted at her like that before. She knew she had to be strong but she was already beginning to shake like a leaf as she tentatively reached for the handle of the outer door.

				“Right then... Just you watch this...” Tight lipped, but with a determined smile on her attractively made-up face Alice Lamberton’s stepmother stepped across to the blazing open coal fire. A white, square cardboard pack dangled loosely from her long fingers, swinging to and fro dangerously from its corner, the stern woman’s manicured nails glinting in a pearlescent shade of pink in the flickering firelight and drawing the girl’s disbelieving gaze to the pharmacist’s label. The latter was printed in bold blue but appeared black in the orange-red glow of the coals - nevertheless it was plain enough to identify the package to Alice’s desperate and now pleading eyes. Never had a teenage girl’s attitude changed so rapidly.

				“No... Don’t... No, no!!!” Alice’s eyes, wild with anger and now topped up with dread, widened still further in sheer horror as the nondescript packet casually tumbled from her stepmother’s fingers. The flames flared up immediately the slim package hit the coals, as if the packet had been pre-soaked in some accelerant such as petrol or ethyl alcohol, leaving little scope for rescue, despite Alice’s frantic dash to her stepmother’s side. The effect on Alice was as immediate as it was traumatic, the girl immediately breaking down in tears and dropping to her knees at the fireside, adopting a posture almost that of fervent prayer.

				“Hush, hush, dear.” Alice’s stepmother’s hand dropped to her side, stroking her stepdaughter’s brow lovingly, despite the animosity she felt inside. “I think that’s enough to make my point, don’t you?”

				“B, b... But what am I going to do now?” Alice was spluttering between sobs, her previously defiant tone now replaced by one of hushed and deflated defeat. Her huge Audrey Hepburn eyes were peering up at her triumphant stepmother as if a frightened young puppy dog looking for reassurance, glimmering in the firelight and reflecting back the image of Karen Lamberton-Marchment in all its impressively domineering gravitas.

				As always the older woman’s dark hair was swept up into a practical bun that seemed a little at odds with her youth, little ringlet tendrils tucked back behind her ears softening the look. From where young Alice now knelt, looking up, the woman’s breasts seemed to tower over her aggressively, seemingly larger than life and straining outward against the buttons of her white, shirt-collared blouse. If anything the swell of her stepmother’s jutting bustline seemed somewhat over-emphasised from that angle, juxtaposed as it was above a tightly belted black satin knee length pencil skirt that cinched a trim waist and that girded broad out-welling hips and buttocks already augmented by the old-fashioned girdle the woman favoured.

				Along with the woman’s expensive glossy black seamed stockings and patent stilettos that caught the light every time she shifted her weight or shuffled her feet, the effect of this almost burlesque imagery for some reason came across as deeply intimidating to the rebellious teenager. It was an effect that was somehow emphasised still further by Alice catching the scent her stepmother had on, rich feminine and undoubtedly expensive - and undoubtedly paid for from out of her trust fund, from that part set aside as a regular allowance up to the age of twenty-one and intended to pave the way for her through university.

				It was all a far cry from the woman’s other favoured mode of dress and the slightly horsey smell that came with the skin-tight hound’s-tooth riding breeches and the green rubber Wellingtons she wore whenever visiting the stables but not actually intending to ride. She’d had the cheek to add the cleaning of those boots of hers to the list of chores she thought Alice should help with now she was back at home, citing that job as being outside of her housekeeper’s usual remit and her own time as being too short and too valuable to take care of the task herself. Not that the woman ever did anything other than swanning around about the estate and fussing over her horses.

				But then Alice herself was no paragon of virtue where physical labour was concerned; ‘work ethic’ had never entered her vocabulary. She had certainly not done much to date as regards those ‘chores’ she was forever being assigned, other than perhaps recently when she had allowed herself on occasion to be persuaded to carry the washing-up out to the housekeeper after tea. And even this much had been under protest; not so much with ‘good grace’ as with grimacing petulance. As for cleaning the bloody woman’s boots - and under the nose of the housekeeper, so she might ‘keep an eye on her’ - no way!

				The very thought made her angry, yet the sight of that packet now reduced to ashes in the grate, the yellowish capsules bubbling and bursting from their foil trays in little eruptions of oozing plastic dotted with blackening powder, now tempered that anger with a depressive sense of hopeless despair. “W, w ,what am I going to do now?” she reiterated, momentarily attempting to snatch one of the less damaged foil trays from the flames before withdrawing her hand in pain as the curling foil itself seemed to ignite all at once, spurting little jets of bluish flame in all directions.

				“Not to worry, my dear - the doctor said she’d be calling past again in a week’s time; I’m sure she’ll be happy to renew your prescription if you ask nicely enough. Of course you’re going to have to explain how you came to drop the packet in the fire in the first place...”

				“You threw it in there; that’s how - and I’m going to tell her so...” Alice had cut in, her voice starting to wail with emotion, only to be cut off in mid flow herself, her stepmother’s tone hardening with annoyance at the interruption:

				“I don’t think that would be a good idea - do you? She won’t believe you. Most likely she’ll think it is evidence of what she calls ‘drug induced psychosis’ caused by that muck you got yourself addicted to. I had to jump through all sorts of hoops to get her to agree to your being treated at home, not to mention keeping your name away from the police. You could have easily ended up ‘inside’ like that ‘dealer’ and that drug-pushing boyfriend of yours, you know. As it is, the slightest excuse and she’ll have you ‘banged-up’ in that clinic of hers; and you don’t want that.

				If they get you ‘sectioned’ as it’s termed, committed to one of those places, it is not the same as being handed a prison sentence you know. There is no definite period set - and they can come up with all sorts of reasons to keep you there. You might never get out - or if you do you’ll likely be too old to care.” It was a scare tactic of course - but one she had calculated was bound to work. Looking down at her stepdaughter’s tearful eyes, ghostly white complexion and the worried wrinkling of her otherwise smooth youthful brow - the latter making Alice now appear almost haggard in the fire’s glow - she could see that it had indeed hit the mark.

				“...But a,a a week - I can’t get through a week... Not without my medicine.”

				“Perhaps you should have thought of that, before you decided to defy me, before you decided to try to call my bluff - I don’t bluff, young lady... ever! That’s something I can see you still have to learn.” And there is a lot more you’re going to have to learn - and in the more conventional sense of the word, ‘learning’, - if you are going to have any hope at all of fulfilling all those highfaluting ambitions of yours.”

				“W, what... What do you mean?” Young Alice’s voice was becoming delightfully timorous; Karen Lamberton-Marchment could hardly disguise the smile on her face and it was taking a supreme effort of will to maintain some semblance of sympathetic concern.

				“Well... Look; I’m not sure how well you expected to do in your exams, but...”

				“B, but? But w, what? Please! Just tell me, for heaven’s sake!” Yes! She had her stepdaughter really worried now. The girl was too worried, even, to mention her medication, despite the uncontrolled tremor afflicting her hands, her shivering leg muscles - the movement clearly discernable through the denim of her jeans - and those trembling lips that were already beginning to invest her speech with a notably drunken-sounding slur.

				“There’s no easy way... Provisionally, at least, the university you applied to has accepted your application - we both know that...”

				“Yes, yes... B, b but what are you telling me? Please... For God’s sake, I can’t take this as well as...” She was cut off by her stepmother clearing her throat, her eyes now focussed hungrily on the last smouldering silvery embers of what had been her prescribed narcotic substitute, puzzled as to why she should be going ‘cold turkey’ so soon after having received her day’s allocation.

				The thoughts running through her stepmother’s mind at that very moment would have shocked her, had she any inkling: ‘Oh my God; here we go, this is it - the perfect moment to press home the advantage, after all this time. Produce the rejection letter first, and then the school report - that was the way to do it; just as Mrs Larkspear suggested’.

				Using the girl’s new-found dependency as a lever to ensure her passivity she planned to take Alice back a couple of steps, pass her back through the upbringing of a different era, something more akin to the 1950s. There would be no easy ticket through university for the pouting, foot-stamping young Alice Lamberton while she had any say in the matter. Quite the opposite: She planned to have the girl home-schooled for a period, ‘in the hope of improving her dismal academic performance’. She couldn’t help but smile to herself at that last thought: Improving academic performance indeed - just how cynical could she get?

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment cleared her throat a second time before continuing, just to make sure - it was important to sound confident now, unimpeachable. It was ironic, then, that the news she was about to deliver - and particularly the protracted manner in which she was going about delivering it - was designed to shatter young Alice’s self-confidence like a fumbled hand mirror. She would be in a million shards after this - and ready to be introduced to the next stage in her re-education.

				She was gladdened to see that kneeling posture already come so naturally to the girl; she could foresee her Alice someday spending a lot of her time down on her hands and knees:

				“Ahem... As I said; Provisionally, the university accepted your application, based on the results you achieved in your mock exams - though I understand that even then their decision was a little... shall we say... borderline. A little leeway was cut in respect for your family’s name and your father’s memory - he funded an entire wing at one time, I am given to understand. That letter of acceptance you received back then was not an absolute promise but rather was provisional on you achieving at least the grades it was suggested you might, based on your academic performance at the time...”

				She paused, waiting for the information to soak in, just as Mrs Larkspear had told her she should, knowing that Alice would be racking her brains, struggling with the memory that surely her mock results had been good to excellent rather than ‘’borderline’. In the latter young Alice would be correct - but she had an answer to that; yet another solution that had been proffered by the redoubtable and talented Mrs Daphne Larkspear, a woman who had actually once been one of her teachers when it had been she who had been the schoolgirl. The letter presently residing on the little round fireside table would be the convincer, along with the final exam results and the report from Alice’s school that she had ready and waiting in the wings, hidden away in her desk.

				These too had been the devious Daphne Larkspear’s doing; for a woman of her generation she was no slouch with the computer. The university letterhead had been the easiest to acquire, downloaded straight from their website. The school’s letterhead had proved a little more difficult and had had to be scanned in from the original documentation. While a correspondence opened up with the school’s head teacher - on some pretext or other - had at length furnished a signature and yielded plenty of handwriting samples from which could be pieced together the damming indictment that spelled out in no uncertain terms young Alice’s utter academic failure.

				“... I know what you’re thinking: ‘surely my mock exam grades weren’t that bad’. The trouble is they were that bad; it is the school’s fault as much as the university’s, really, for encouraging you to build up unrealistic expectations. Apparently they don’t like to risk discouraging borderline pupils whom they consider might do better at a later date and so the exam markers tend to try to find excuses for poor answers, dredging up marks where they can - and in your case exaggerating your, frankly rather poor performance. And in your case you most certainly didn’t do better at a later date, you just didn’t apply yourself at all from the looks of things. In fact you seem to have been on a downward spiral academically from day one...”

				She took a deep breath before going on. “I could show you earlier school reports, those you father kept hidden away from you for the same reason as the school; to avoid discouraging you in the hope you would one day improve scholastically.” And she could, too; thanks to the efforts of good old Mrs Larkspear. “Up you get! Let’s have no more of all this silly whining.” Tucking her hands under the kneeling girl’s armpits she helped the shaking teenager unsteadily to her feet, all the while smiling sympathetically. “Here; read this.” Gathering up the folded letter from the side table she thrust it into her stepdaughter’s shaking hands, watching the girl struggle with the crisp paper and the shocked expression spreading across her pale face as the gold and red university crest came in to view and the gist of the rejection letter became clear.

				“Please... I need help... I need a, a, ...a fix...” The hand with the letter had dropped down limply by her side, the three sheets fluttering to the floor. Her other hand, her right, swept up to her brow, dislodging the beads of sweat that had now broken out before cradling her face and attempting to hide the tears that were now flowing freely, the droplets trickling between her slender fingers to splash down on the red knotted silk rug. “Please... I can’t go a week, I...”

				“There will be no more ‘fixes’ for you, I’m afraid young lady - as I have told you before. Even if you had made it in to town there is no one you know there who could help you. The police mopped up the whole bunch your boyfriend had become involved with; one of the most successful drug busts there has ever been in Britain, apparently. They broke the whole supply chain; the streets of that town are officially the cleanest in the United Kingdom as far as narcotics are concerned. No, I’m afraid you are just going to have to rely on that prescription substitute the doctor was kind enough to provide you with until you can be slowly weaned off of it entirely.” The latter point made her smile involuntarily; she could feel the corners of her mouth twitch as she fought against it, but the irony was almost too much to bear.

				“But I don’t have any... and a whole week...”

				It had gone on long enough now. Tucking her fingers in to the tight confines of her skirt’s hip pocket Karen Lamberton-Marchment plucked out the key to Alice’s late father’s office safe, twirling it triumphantly around her index finger on its ring. Such a little thing; but it was as much the key to his daughter now as his safe - at least in so far as it pertained to the control of Alice Lamberton’s behaviour. She’d see about the girl refusing to clean her Wellingtons when she came in from the stables and refusing to work under the supervision of her housekeeper. She’d have the girl polishing those new custom designed rubber boots she had recently bought to a mirror finish before long, let alone cleaning them - and in a manner the girl probably couldn’t even conceive of at the moment. If young Alice felt humiliated now, standing there weeping like a child, it was nothing to how she would feel after she had accomplished that task a few times.

				Looking her stepdaughter up and down for a moment she nodded pointedly at the denim jeans that offended her so much, dangling the little silver key. “There does just happen to be one more packet - safely under lock and key, mind. And it will have to be rationed out if it is to last the week.”

				Alice Lamberton made as if to snatch the key, only to have it whisked out of her reach by the much faster and somewhat less addled older woman. “Hold you horses, there, my girl! This key would be of no use to you without the numerical combination to go with it; and, yes, I have taken the precaution of changing it since your father’s day.”

				“But please... I need it!”

				“Yes I know! And I need you to understand that I won’t have jeans in the house; not for you, anyway. So perhaps we can do a deal; you get those things off right now and I’ll get you a capsule from the safe.”

				“But what else can I wear?”

				“You have that old tennis dress I came across.”

				“But it’s a least two sizes too small - and it’s a bloody child’s dress!”

				“Don’t exaggerate, it’s a little tight around the bust and the skirt is a little on the short side, but it’s perfectly adequate for around the house - and there’s no one to see you here, anyway.”

				“But it’s going to be too bloody cold!

				“That’s enough of that swearing - I chose to ignore it just now; but any more, or if you continue to raise your voice to me, I’ll see to it you get nothing.” The girl’s stepmother shook the key threateningly as she spoke, her voice taking on a serious tone. “Now say you’re sorry - come on... I’m...” she coached.

				Alice could only now bite her lip in frustration, her face colouring red in the embarrassment of defeat. “I’m, sorry” she finally managed, twisting back and forth and staring down at the rug.

				“Right, thank you - now; no more of it! Yes, I accept it is a little chilly around the house at this time of the year but that cardigan you have on will be perfectly acceptable to me if worn over the top of the dress and I realise your legs would be cold with its short skirt, but if you look over there at the armchair in the corner you’ll see that I have thought of that in advance.”

				So saying Alice’s stepmother nodded toward a red wingback chair at the far side of the room. The contentious little white cotton A-line tennis dress lay folded on the seat with what appeared to a particularly voluminous pair of high-waisted knickers spread out on top. The latter Alice had not seen before but appeared to be made of some glossy white manmade fabric that took on an almost silvery appearance in the wintry light filtering in through the frost-laden window and had a diamond-shaped panel over the abdomen, a stiff-looking kite-shaped gusset and broad elastic around the waist and leg openings.

				Over the back of the chair was spread out a pale blue quilted housecoat with a plain mandarin collar and long sleeves terminating in buttoned cuffs. It looked both heavy and to be long enough to hang practically to the floor on Alice’s petite frame. It fastened down the front from neck to hem with glassy-looking plastic buttons of a similar appearance to those that might be found on a gentleman’s pyjama jacket. A frumpier looking garment Alice would have been hard-pressed to name, though there were those around her - or soon to be around her - who would not have been quite so hard pressed to come up with something, as she would find out in due course. The real surprise was the breast pocket. As it was hung over the chair the upper portion of the housecoat was upside down, but Alice could see that there was a crest embroidered in red and god thread on the pocket. It was in the shape of a shield having an open book at its centre, a gold church cross surmounting it and extending beyond its perimeter and a scroll top and bottom bearing an inscription.

				Reading upside-down, something Alice was particularly adept at, she could make out the words ‘St Aloysius Convent Reformatory School’ running across the upper scroll and ‘Re-education and Indoctrination Centre for Delinquent Girls’ running across the lower. It had been part of some sort of school uniform at some time, and she was going to have none of it. She certainly wasn’t going to be dressing up as some sort of schoolgirl. What sort of school made their pupils wear a thing like that in this day and age - or in any day and age come to that? And what did ‘Re-education and Indoctrination Centre’ mean? Didn’t indoctrination mean some sort of brainwashing or something? And Delinquent Girls’ - she wasn’t going to walk around the house with the word Delinquent pinned to her chest.

				Her stepmother seemed to read her mind even as her lips began to form the word ‘no’. “Don’t think I’m going to take no for an answer! Or do you want me to get the whole pack from the safe and toss it on the fire in front of you, as I did the other one? Then you will go the whole week without your medication - make no mistake.” Again her stepmother dangled the key in front her, right under her nose this time. “Right, then - let’s get those jeans off right now, that dress and those knickers on and that housecoat buttoned up over the top - I think we can dispense with the cardigan for the time being. There’s a proper longline bra that should fit you lying under the tennis dress - we’re going to have no more of your fripperies and fancies in your ‘undies’ drawer from now on. Now, get going - I won’t tell you again, you’ll just see your medication going up in smoke!”

				Ten minutes later and shaking worse than ever, sweat pouring down her cheeks and cramping starting in her abdomen Alice found herself shuffling down the steps to the cellar and that old wood stove she knew was waiting to receive what was her last pair of jeans. In fact she was carrying pretty much the last of any of her clothing she could actually call her own, now that her stepmother had insisted she collect together the last of the contents of her underwear drawer and her last couple of tee-shirts.

				The tennis dress was every bit as tight and brief as she remembered it being the first time she had been obliged to try it on. The knickers pulled in her tummy mercilessly with their Elastane front panel while the elasticated side panels constricted her hips and waist, and the thick back-seam worked its way up between her buttock cheeks as she walked, the tight leg and waist elastics cutting into her flesh and adding to the discomfort. The longline bra lived up to its name, nearly reaching as low as the waistband of the knickers at the front and elevating and thrusting her bust upwards and outwards, making the constriction of the little ill-fitting tennis dress even more apparent. The housecoat was as heavy as it had appeared - and as she had feared it would be - when first she’d seen it folded over the back of that chair. The quilting made it actually a little on the over-warm side rather than cosy, despite the drafts that seemed to permanently chill this part of the old house, the nylon fabric’s inability to ‘breathe’ detracting still more from its comfort and the buttoning cuffs on the long sleeves adding to the unrequited warmth. The hem brushed the ground as she negotiated the stone steps, constantly threatening to trip her and somehow continuingly bringing her mind to dwell on that embroidered badge on the housecoat’s top pocket and that shaming word - delinquent.

				Her stepmother had got her own way but still she had had no respite from the gnawing hunger that seemed now to be consuming her soul. Now there was something else she had to do first. Now, she had been told, she would have to wait and watch while the flames consumed the last of her personal things, her last few posters, those taken from the bedroom wall alongside her bed, having been carried down by her stepmother to further fuel the fire.

				“Hands on head, fingers interlocked” her stepmother had ordered. She’d thought the woman to be joking - but she wasn’t and that key had been again dangled under her nose. Despite herself and the humiliation it made her feel she had hurried to obey - hating herself for her weakness even as she had complied. But was it over? The flames were beginning to die down behind the mica window of the stove and even that dense strong denim had been reduced to unidentifiable ashes, helped along by her stepmother’s wielding of the poker - but was it over? Something about her stepmother’s face suggested it wasn’t. And that hairbrush that her stepmother had carried down to the parlour with her after gathering up the posters was one of her stepmothers’ own, not hers, and definitely had not been destined for the flames - so what was it destined for then?

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 2

				UNDER HER STEPMOTHER’S HAIRBRUSH

				Her heart pounding as the reward for all this humiliating supplication beckoned Alice trudged back up the narrow grey stone stairway to the parlour following on the heels of her stepmother, all the while gazing, fixated, at the twinkling silver key that the woman dangled tantalisingly from her fingers as she led the way. Having reached the top and having crossed the red quarry-stone tiling to the silk rug set in front of the fireplace, Alice could only watch in cold-blooded horror as, rather than heading off to her father’s office and the safe, her stepmother instead slipped the all-important key back in her skirt pocket before brushing down her skirt and regally seating herself on one of the high backed wooden chairs that stood to the side of the chimney breast.

				“Please... You don’t understand... I have to have my medication - now... Right now... Please...” The teenager’s voice trailed off as she watched her stepmother quietly reach across to retrieve the wood-backed hairbrush that she had earlier left on the side table. Her eyes widened in disbelief as the woman, locking her in her determined gaze, began to casually slap the flat back of the hairbrush against the palm of her hand before then patting her lap in a gesture that Alice somehow instantly recognised, despite it being something well outside her realm of experience.

				“Yes Alice; I’m quite well aware that you need your medication - that is why you are going to do exactly as you’re told. Don’t worry, you’ll get the dose the doctor prescribed, but first we are going to have a little chat; I’m sorry, but it’s the only way I can get you to listen to me.”

				“But... I, I need it now! NOW!”

				Biting her lip she stamped her foot in frustration, immediately becoming angry with herself at the childish image she was portraying in that action and instantly reminded of that word embroidered on the housecoat her stepmother now had her in: ‘delinquent’.

				“If you shout like that again you will get nothing. Now say you’re sorry... come on. I mean it; if you want your medication you will apologise immediately, young lady!” Karen Lamberton-Marchment’s voice was calm, steady but determined, the emphasis being placed on that last part, ‘young lady’. Her dark eyes glinted with intent in the firelight, fixing her stepdaughter with her stare and seemingly daring her to defiance.

				Her limbs shaking like dried stems in the breeze, her stomach cramping and her nerves stretched like gut strings, beads of sweat breaking out all over her forehead, it took only a moment’s consideration for Alice to yet again swallow her pride: “Okay, okay. I’m sorry I shouted.”

				“And you won’t do it again - will you?”

				“No.”

				“Promise?”

				“Yes.”

				“No... Say: I promise”

				“Okay... I promise... But... I really do need it, now... I really, really do.” Alice couldn’t believe the pleading in her own voice now, the pathetic almost grovelling tone that was entering her speech. She hated herself for it - but she was beginning to hate her stepmother even more, for bringing her to this point. But then she wasn’t to know that this point was only the beginning as far as Karen Lamberton-Marchment was concerned, merely the jumping-off point for the long journey ahead she had mapped out for young Alice.

				“And you will get it, too, if you’re good, as I said. But first of all, let’s get you out of that housecoat for the time being. Unbutton it, slip it off and leave it over the back of that armchair over there where you found it earlier - folding it neatly first... Come on hurry along; the quicker you do it the quicker you will get your medication... Good - now, come over here and lie across my lap.”

				Up to that point Alice had been complying quite briskly, only too glad to rid herself of the embarrassingly dowdy and over-warm garment. Now standing there in front of her stepmother clad in that embarrassingly undersized tennis dress with its tiny flap of a skirt struggling to cover the old-fashioned acetate and Elastane knickers she had on, she could only stare aghast and open-mouthed in disbelief as the woman again tapped her lap meaningfully with her palm. The woman had to be joking - except that she could see that she very much wasn’t. She wanted to say no, so very, very much. She could feel her cheeks burning in embarrassment as the ever mounting effects of withdrawal eat away at her resolve, eroding her self-respect.

				“Come along, just pop yourself over my lap and then it will all be over - we’ll have a little chat regarding what we can do about your education and getting you back on academic track and then I’ll pop up to the office and get your medication for you.”

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment didn’t intend this, Alice’s first taste of corporal punishment, to be anything other than mild. It was supposed to be little more than symbolic, a little ritualistic affair designed to start off the process of creating the type of mindset in her stepdaughter she wanted the girl to have. At least that had been her intention.

				With Alice lying prone across her lap in the traditional manner of old she quickly flipped up the little flap of fabric that constituted the tennis dress’s skirt, bringing down the hairbrush several times in fairly rapid succession across the seat of the girl’s knickers. Other than for the last strike, which she made a little harder - her intention being to leave a modicum of residual stinging across the girl’s behind to bring home the message that she had just been punished like a schoolchild across her stepmother’s lap - she employed barely enough force to bring much more than a little yelp from the girl’s lips. Then something seemed to overcome her: Instead of letting Alice up as she had intended, she settled down into a rhythm: Again and again, at well spaced measured intervals, she brought the hairbrush crashing down across her stepdaughter’s full pert bottom, rapidly reddening the girl’s soft flesh, each slap of wood on girl-flesh harder than that preceding it.

				Poor Alice: Despite her determination to remain stoic and defiant to the end, having been caught by surprise by the sudden ramping-up of the severity of this onslaught she found herself instinctively twisting this way and that and doing and saying anything to get away from the blows raining down on her behind, but all to no avail. Her stepmother’s surprisingly strong arm held her firmly in position while she methodically covered every inch of her rounded bottom cheeks with well judged smacks of the hairbrush until Alice could take no more of the fiery torment - but still it continued.

				Ordinarily Karen Lamberton-Marchment’s view was that such a punishment is never truly effective unless taken to the point that the offender is broken down, reduced to tears and left bawling her eyes out. But the purpose here was supposed to have been not one of correction per se but rather to impress upon the girl her authority to impose such a correction - if and when it became necessary - and to encourage Alice to begin to see corporal punishment as the routine part of her life she fully intended it would become. The sting in the tail on this occasion had been intended to be all psychological.

				Now looking into the girl’s eyes, Alice having clambered to her feet, reading the defeat now residing there, Karen Lamberton-Marchment could see she had been more than successful. She had gone well beyond that point. This and certain similar procedures she had planned for the near future would suffice for now. It would be the scholastic side of the disciplinary regime she had planned for Alice that would break the girl. She herself would start the process but she accepted it would be Mrs Daphne Larkspear who would complete the task; that woman would, she felt sure, given a free rein break Alice entirely once she was passed into her hands.

				If Alice was to be schooled at home then there could be no finer ‘home tutor’ in all of Christendom than her old ex-teacher; that much had been decided upon now. But there was still much to be arranged, not least of which was the provision of a suitable school room in which young Alice’s education might be continued and extended. And then there would have to be some sort of alternative sleeping arrangements made to replace the girl’s present bedroom - some amenity preferably kept apart from the running of the house per se, more closely linked to the schoolroom and more amenable to certain supervisory measures she was minded to put into place. She knew well Mrs Larkspear’s views on the matter: Mrs Larkspear favoured what she enthusiastically referred to as a philosophy of ‘total immersion’, by which she inferred that the setup should approximate as closely as possible the workings and atmosphere of a strict girl’s boarding school and that within that ‘world within a world’ the girl’s day was to be regimented down to the tiniest detail.

				The later principle was to extend to Alice’s mode of dress, which was to be prescribed to the letter from the skin outwards taking into account of all activities and eventualities and was of course to be only that thought suitable for a girl undergoing strict scholastic discipline. Mrs Larkspear was adamant it had to be a genuine school uniform, though that description did not necessarily imply it needed to be ‘of the time’ nor that all the features needed to be taken from the uniform of any one particular school, since it would likely have to be bespoke to some degree in any case.

				What was important - according to Daphne Larkspear - was that a girl’s school uniform, in such a situation where discipline was to be to the fore, should play down the girl’s personality and scope for individuality while encouraging the idea of conformity and submission to authority. A good school uniform should be, in her words, ‘repressive, restrictive, humbling and all-enveloping while smart and pleasing to the eye of the onlooker - by which she meant that it, the uniform - or rather the girl in it - should appeal to her particular and singular tastes. The finished article, as she understood it, might well end up constituting an amalgam of stylistic influences but Mrs Larkspear had a definite vision in mind and the problem well in hand and she was minded to leave that particular quandary to her.

				Meanwhile the problem of locating a suitable site for the schoolroom persisted and was hers - Karen Lamberton-Marchment’s - and hers alone. But the house was extensive, sprawling and not short of seldom-used rooms, disused storehouses and locked and bolted cobwebbed attic quarters. It was the latter, once the province of the servants back in the era when such a household would have numbered many more staff than family members, which she determined she would explore first.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 3

				DESIGNING A ROOM WITH A VIEW TO SCHOOLING

				Turning the key in the lock and easing open the heavy wooden door, the first impression was one of stale, dry oppressively over-warm stuffiness. Swinging back the door Karen Lamberton-Marchment coughed as an invasive cloud of dislodged dust swirled up. Bringing a hanky quickly to her mouth and nose, forming a sort of makeshift mask, she tentatively ventured in, pressing on with determination through the still twisting eddy of grey smoke-like particles. The latter slow-motion whirlwind cloud hung in the air as if reluctant to settle now awakened, the floating motes of time’s sediment darkening the first of a parallel series of three steeply angled shafts of light that lined the length of the space like broad yet intangible yellowish-grey spars and that presently represented the only source of illumination.

				That there was so little fresh air was hardly surprising; the row of three rectangular portrait windows that provided that sparse illumination were shut tight and were sited so high up in the side wall as to be well out of reach even if jumping with arms stretched aloft - rather childishly, Karen Lamberton-Marchment tried, kicking up yet more dust in the process and triggering yet another coughing fit. Additionally, there seemed no other source of ventilation apparent other than the door through which she had just entered. Though the walls rose perpendicularly and the high ceiling consisted of a flat plane of discoloured plasterwork, the wood-framed windows with their three by four matrix of wooden surround panes were angled inward, reflecting the slope of the roof outside. Their lowest panels tucked back out of sight, other than if viewed from the far side of the room and then only if on tiptoe, they loomed from within their recesses like a row of stern, bespectacled invigilating schoolmaster. The latter notion had come unbidden and yet quite naturally; hands on hips Alice’s stepmother smiled to herself “...or schoolmistresses”, she added out loud.

				While the upper row of panes could be hinged inwards to provide ventilation this could be achieved only by means of an angled brass eye and arm affair mounted at the very top of each window frame. A long dark-wood pole with a brass hook mounted at its end, provided for that very purpose, was standing propped in one corner. Well, that would have to go, she thought. Just out of interest she took up the heavy pole and awkwardly engaging its hook through one of the brass rings she tugged but to no avail, not even the catch mechanism would move, let alone the window open. She moved to the next window and then the next in turn, banging the head of the pole against the wall, the frames and the glass in her clumsy manoeuvring and thanking her lucky stars that the antiquated glass was so thick and sturdy while briskly sidestepping to dodge the thick flakes of dislodged old paint that showered down.

				It was a task seemingly reminiscent of some sort of surreal fairground game and the thought broadened her smile as yet again her efforts proved futile and the final window failed to budge. All three had clearly become sealed in place through years of disuse and decade after decade of sloppy over painting, the latter evidenced by some of the paint chips that had fluttered down and that were fully the thickness of a workman’s thumbnail. The pole would go anyway, she decided - she could see no reason for spending good money freeing off or perhaps replacing those frames and hinges and so the thing was superfluous anyhow.

				Looking around she decided that this must once have been some sort of store room. Certainly, having windows that looked out on nothing other than an expanse of sky was hardly conducive to pleasant occupation - and even that view, due to the degree of recessing, was only available if standing with one’s back against the opposite wall. It was however perfectly conducive to focus the concentration if one was to be confronted with some onerous or particularly tedious task or imposition and in danger of becoming distracted - there could be no lazy window-gazing daydreaming in here.

				The walls were quite bare and with a snap of inspiration she decided they would remain that way, perhaps with a lick of white paint - no, not even that... Something even more nondescript was required - beige... a shade of light beige... There should be beige lino to match, to cover the wooden flooring; and in exactly the same shade. And the furnishings? It should be simple; a desk and chair combination slap bang in the centre, facing forwards, another, larger, office style desk with drawers either side at the far end and an easel or wall-mounted blackboard, or indeed both.

				Her first thought, looking around, was of traditionally-dark wood construction; a bench seat attached to the smaller desk and wooden tops for both. It was that notion of beige paintwork and flooring that changed her mind. Wood grain could be interesting to look at, distracting to the mind. Formica on the other hand... The desks, at least, would be surfaced with beige Formica, then. Formica was practical, clean and hygienic and it provided a nice impersonal if not downright institutional air - she liked that idea. No, not plain beige - there would be a fine ruled repeating crosshatch patterning embedded in it, made up of subtly darker and lighter lines.

				One would want to try to count the squares, subconsciously search for patterns that are just not there. One would find it monotonous to look at, yet one’s attention would be inexorably drawn to it in a manner that would quite quickly become intolerably irritating, if not concentrating on one’s work. It would make it particularly galling if that work happened to consist of mind numbingly tedious, repetitive mental drudgery - memories of punishment line-writing impositions at school came crashing back; the thought of nuns walking up and down rows of desks as girls scribbled away in silence made her shiver and shudder unpleasantly inside. Perhaps it shouldn’t be an integral bench seat fitted to the smaller desk that should be provided after all, but rather a hard, upright, high-backed wooden or metal-framed chair, finished in Formica to match the desk and set before it... So many decisions; but she was enjoying mulling them over all the same.

				All that thought about the mental drudgery of punishment line-writing brought her to think of the punishment aspect embodied in the concept of a ‘home school room’. Along with unending hours performing written impositions - writing lines by the thousands, copying dictionary pages, nonsense verse and tedious rambling Latin treatises on subjects of no interest even if one had a grasp of Latin - there would always be that other punishment so beloved of stern school mistresses and implacable governesses alike: that of corner standing. But what of a purpose-built room put aside specifically for carrying out such punishment exercises, more particularly for the deliciously humiliating chastisement of corner standing? Something devised with the aim of easing the teacher’s lot by simplifying the necessary chore of supervision - or even making superfluous that duty altogether - while at the same time acting to augment the effect of the correction on the miscreant.

				Strictly speaking the term ‘space’ would have been a better description of the image that instantly began feverishly fermenting in her imagination; certainly the nomenclature ‘room’ seemed overgenerous. For corner standing one merely required a corner and enough space to accommodate the miscreant’s standing - or indeed kneeling - in it, no more than that. A space little larger than a corner cupboard would suffice if of sufficient height. There were all those little motion sensor devices one could purchase nowadays to guard against intruders, not to mention motion-activated web-cams designed for a similar purpose that might be pressed into service to watch over young Alice. Why, with a little thought it could even be arranged for any sign of non-compliance on behalf of her pretty miscreant be flagged up to her via her smart phone if she were out riding or in the stables and/or an alarm might be sent to the redoubtable Mrs Larkspear - who undoubtedly would be only too keen to come running, cane in hand to deal with any untoward fidgeting.

				With such a setup Alice could be instructed to stand as motionless as a statue, nose presented to the corner, arms pressed close to her sides like a guardsman standing to attention and left to think about becoming the sweet, demure and hopelessly submissive thing both she and Daphne Larkspear willed her be without any - or very little at any rate - supervisory effort on either of their behalves. Correctly set up and the slightest movement would be enough to cause a brief video clip to be saved to the laptop computer she kept in her study. But would that be enough? Now that her mind was running its creative tendrils around the idea all manner of devilish refinements were popping up.

				She now envisaged a number of circles marked out in the corner, each sited slightly higher than the first, in any of which, depending on the whim of her ‘carers’, Alice might be obliged to keep her nose in contact with the wall. Some might require straining on tip-toes to hold position, others perhaps necessitating a tiresomely bent-backed posture be maintained. Why stop there, why not introduce an extra ‘twist’? She laughed out loud, at the perceived pun that had just sort of popped up in her internal dialogue and its apt applicability to the image now springing up in her mind, her soft giggly voice reverberating off the empty walls.

				Yes, she thought, why not have some of those circles inscribed at either side of the corner’s apex. In that way, while obliged to stand square-on to the corner, Alice would be additionally tasked to keep her neck twisted to one side or another - and to a lesser or greater extent, as her disobedience might demand. Perhaps young Alice might be additionally charged with maintaining a stoop or stretching up on tiptoes... Or to keep a sheet of paper aloft, anchored between the tip of her nose and the wall? What a grand idea that would be!

				And there should be a raised dais in that tiny - oh so tiny - punishment room for the girl to stand on; a cylindrical platform possessing just barely sufficient area to accommodate both the girls feet if pressed smartly together. But then again: what if that platform was interchangeable? What if, on occasion, it could be swapped for one possessing an even narrower top, one narrow enough to oblige the girl to stand on one leg?

				Still deep in thought she looked up at the far end of the room; perhaps that end could be raised to form a dais, the chalkboard set to the rear with the larger desk and a suitably comfortable chair placed in front of it and perhaps an easel board to the right, standing on the floor just off to the side of the platform. The extra elevation of the dais would make for a significant psychological advantage for anyone sitting there supervising.

				One thing she was sure about was that she was not going to tolerate any tampering with her arrangement once finalised, nor would there be any scope for tantrum-fuelled kicking around of chairs and the like - and she felt sure there were bound to be many bouts of foot stomping, pouting tears. She would have the whole kit and caboodle firmly anchored to the floor with bolted brackets. She knew it could be done; she’d seen similar installations put to use in homes for the behaviourally disturbed and even in the behavioural research facility she had links to and helped fund. What was more it was work that, given the right set of parts and tools, she could undertake personally or at most with the aid of her housekeeper - and she could be relied upon for discretion; she had too much on the woman’s past for it to be otherwise.

				It was a similar state of affairs where Mrs Daphne Larkspear was concerned - what a find she had been, what a boon to be able to be track her down after all these years, even if it had taken the efforts of a grossly over-remunerated private detective. That sour-faced woman had taught at the convent school she herself had been a pupil at. They had all known what she had been like, had all heard tales of what she would do if she got you alone in her office, but her dismissal had been so hushed up that there had been barely a whisper outside that immediate knot of pupils known among themselves - and affectionately, by her - as ‘her girls’ - those that understood particularly well while that title of ‘Mrs’ was so inapt.

				There had been, though, rumours that there had been some sort of unwritten agreement that she would never hold another teaching post again. There were certain individuals, not a million miles away, who could say for sure - if pressed - that those whispers had been more than mere conjecture. Indeed there were letters, missives of flowery verse, outpourings of love and desire not too mention less fragrant and even more ill-advised suggestions - and all of it tucked away in her dear departed husband’s safe, along with the leverage she now kept there that gave control over his darling daughter.

				Not that she’d need any of it to persuade dear Mrs Larkspear to perform; not when she was offering the woman her heart’s most secret desire on a plate. She’d always been going on about the lack of ‘standards’ in the modern school system and hankering over the ‘good old days’ of strict discipline and even stricter uniforms, well now she could have all of that - in spades! The latter it seemed had always been the woman’s thing. She had barely mentioned the bare bones of her plan to her old teacher before the woman had been scratching out lines, seams and curves on a pad, with all the aplomb of a fashion house designer - though what had emerged through sheet after hastily scribbled sheet had had little to do with desirable aspirational dressing and more a modern teen’s worst nightmare.

				She turned to walk out, and then she paused for thought: Should there be a clock? Surely there should be a clock? But was there any need for one - was it even desirable, come to that matter; and wouldn’t it just be distracting? No, there probably wasn’t any real need, but then again she had just the thing to match the décor she had in mind.

				The timepiece in question was an old 1950s wall clock that had come as part of a job lot of fixtures, fittings and equipment that she had purchased at a North London sale room. She had made the purchase on behalf of a charity she helped support and the furnishings - having been salvaged from a famous London mental hospital in the process of being converted into residential apartments - had been thought perfect for a project they had been chewing over. Much of that purchase had indeed been pressed into service. The poor old clock, though, had seen better days; yet it seemed to have a charmed life and, despite being a useless piece of plastic, had somehow avoided both the builder’s skip and the local recycle yard and presently resided in an old outhouse.

				It seemed such a shame to waste it. It would be equally useless anywhere else, it had just the right institutional look - and it was even beige! It had once graced the wall behind a departmental reception desk, its plastic case functional rather than decorative. It had a large face and an eye-catching sweeping second hand, but that was where its utility ended nowadays - the hour and minute hands hung limply, permanently indicating half past six, and merely swung to and fro if one rocked it.

				Actually, the latter was not quite true - once mounted up on a wall the clock’s behaviour became a little more complex. In situ it took on a bloody-minded character as if its innards were possessed by some mischievous demon, determined to drive all and sundry quite insane by its antics. Indeed, quite unpredictably, both the hour and the minute hand would on occasion begin to struggle their way up the clock face, jittering and quivering and threatening to fall back at every step.

				Sometimes the minute hand in isolation would decide to tackle the climb to the top of the hour. Once there, the long, slender, black arrowhead would wobble, hesitating either side of ‘twelve’ and wavering from side to side like some over-anxious schoolchild’s hand quivering excitedly in class. Other times it would jerk suddenly past this uncertain equilibrium, as if powered by a stretched elastic band, succumbing to gravity and plummeting back to the bottom like an executioner’s axe - usually, but not always, in a clockwise direction.

				The stubbier hour hand, by contrast, rarely, if ever, made it past 9 o’clock, whereupon it would shudder to a standstill. Sometimes it would stick there for days. At other times, wherever it had happened to grind to a halt, It would twitch for a while, as if determined to continue on its way - perhaps for a few dozen ticks, perhaps longer - before unpredictably slipping back down to its customary half-past-six position. Always, though, the bright red second hand would continues to tick its way around the dial as normal, as if that was of any use.

				There was another problem suffered by this useless old hospital clock, though: Despite being electrically driven It suffered from an intrusively loud tick. Once connected up - it ran on mains electricity - it issued a particularly maddening metronomic tapping that most people would find hard to live with outside the noisy hustle-bustle of a hospital intake room it had originated from.

				But was any of that such a detraction from the clock’s utility, when it just looked so ‘right’? Did it really matter that it did not actually give the time? In fact, now she came to think about it, that aspect of it was perfect. Yes indeed! It had the potential for distraction, but it was the unwelcome distraction of the dripping tap, the flickering fluorescent lamp on the verge of failing, or the hidden or misplaced gizmo that intermittently bleeps in the dead of night, yet defies location. It was not something that might lead to wistful daydreaming - quite the opposite in fact; it tended to continually break one’s chain of thought. There were circumstances under which the right sort of distraction had it uses.

				Carefully closing the door behind her she turned the key in the lock. A good sturdy lock, she noted. Slipping the heavy iron key in the hip pocket of her skirt she made a mental note to have wire mesh fitted over those windows - just as a precaution; there was so much crime these days she felt sure the contractors would understand. If a room was to be modified for the use she had in mind, this was it. With the addition of the usual accoutrements one might expect and a few books it would be perfect - especially given all those little refinements she had just come up with.

				Now she would settle with a sherry and look through all those sketches her old teacher had sent her - she would want to have come to a decision by the time she arrived to move in. Then there were all those fabric swatches to look through, even when a style or set of styles were settled upon. And then there was that corsetiere woman Mrs Larkspear had given her the address of and that she had still to get around to consult. That might prove interesting, although she might have to tread warily given some of the decidedly singular specifications her old teacher had suggested.

				Tapping lightly down the stairs, her high heels clattering on the dark wooden treads, her hand tracing the length of the polished banister rail and poised ready should she misplace her footing on the narrow steps, her mind again flashed back to her old teacher and that ‘reunion’ get-together she had engineered.

				Mrs Larkspear had always been one of those tweedy old fashioned teachers who one felt would have had little compunction in putting to good use the school strap, rattan cane or Lochgelly tawse across the bottom or hands of her girls at the slightest sign of insolence or the mildest of perceived infractions had it been left up to her. Of course she had never been given the chance to have a free hand - such measures had been frowned on even then - officially. Unofficially on the other hand, at least in so far as some of her ‘inner circle’ of girls had been concerned - her ‘favourites’ - she had been apt to flout the rules, once she had something ‘on’ a girl, some hold over her, and the poor thing felt unable to speak up.

				More than one had been encouraged to be ‘friendly’ under the persuasion of the pliant bamboo wand she kept in her room - hidden in plain sight as a support for one of the many tall house plants she kept there. Some had taken longer to wear down than others - and she had only ever gone for ‘straight’ girls - but alternated with supervised ice-cold showers together with enforced early morning cross-country runs urged along by the switch she would carry with her, a good hard caning administered on a day-to-day basis always did the trick in the end.

				She had never suffered that sort of thing herself. She had been too clever for the aging perverted dyke. In fact unbeknownst to the redoubtable Mrs Larkspear it had been her testimony, anonymously forwarded to the powers that be, that had indirectly led to the woman’s downfall; she had done just enough to flag up the trail of crumbs, she’d let others follow it. It was ironic, therefore that she should now be the one to help kick-start the rehabilitation of the woman’s professional reputation through finding her a post where her old fashioned views on educational practices would be appreciated. What was more, it was a post that would be clear of all those interfering modern restrictions and legal obligations she had found so frustrating and where a blind eye would most decidedly be turned to any ‘extracurricular activities’ that might come to the woman’s mind.

				She had been glad to see the woman still dressing in her customary tweed jacket-and-skirt ensembles or woollen twinsets and retaining that slightly butch hair style she’d had back then, albeit that it had been allowed to grow and was these days tightly pinned back to achieve the same effect. She had been gladdened, too, to see that same sparkle light up in her old teacher’s hard blue eyes. She didn’t doubt that given a free rein this woman would keep a girl busily embroiled in a life of never-ending punitive tedium - in fact, the perfect private tutor-cum-governess; just like back in those ‘good old days’ the woman had forever been rambling on about when she’d been at school.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 4

				DOMESTIC DISCIPLINE IN THE HOUSE OF DAPHNE LARKSPEAR

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment had rounded off her tour of the more obscure, rarely visited, corners of the great house with a thorough exploration of her rambling home’s other extreme, vis-à-vis the many basement rooms. This was an area that had once served as the ‘downstairs’ ‘engine room’ of the house, back in those far-off days of ‘domestics’, scullery maids, ‘tweenies’, parlour maids, butlers and footmen and the like. It was also a zone that had yielded much to investigation, offering discretion, privacy, security and isolation while requiring very little in terms of modification beyond the fitting of sturdy locks here and there, a little ‘bricking-up’ and the addition of one or two key fitments and fittings - all factors that went to bolster her plans.

				Okay, so perhaps the house had never been grand enough to have justified a butler and footmen, but she couldn’t help but reflect on how such a household would almost certainly have included most of the rest of the domestic servant pack, back in that time of hand, foot and finger luxury. Now there was only the housekeeper; though she could be useful in her way. But of course soon, if all went well, there would be the addition to the household of a sort of governess-cum-school ma’am figure in the overbearing and domineering form of the redoubtable Mrs Daphne Larkspear - and perhaps the poor repressed young thing that presently ‘kept house’ for her. Yes, now she - Karen Lamberton-Marchment - had been left in charge the house was coming back alive.

				The housekeeper, though, was a strange bird. She had always harboured some sort of unexplained grudge against the master of the house in his lifetime. It was something she had taken little care to disguise yet at the same time had apparently never been admonished for - something else that had always gone unexplained. Yet since his untimely passing this animosity of his housekeeper’s, rather then subsiding, had somehow become transferred on to his daughter’s shoulders, and noticeably so, as if the girl were acting as a proxy for her true target. But what had merely been a sort of grudging disrespect, in the case of his daughter, had become magnified, more focused somehow, manifesting as an almost pathological dislike that bordered at times on an out and out irrational hatred for young Alice. She knew her father’s housekeeper had few scruples and she had always thought she could read something of a spiteful nature in her, residing just below the surface. Now she was beginning to suspect that there might actually be some kind of psychopathology at work there too, perhaps something that might be amenable to a little manipulation - now that would be useful.

				Full of self-satisfaction Karen Lamberton-Marchment now seated herself comfortably by the drawing room fire, a full schooner of sherry already in hand. It was a hand cut lead crystal glass, one of her best, one of the special ones she kept for such occasions, when she was in a celebratory mood, and the flames danced in the facets of its stem. Her mind was made up and her plans for her errant stepdaughter were now well in hand. With very little else in life to trouble her she could now afford the time to relax - it was a present to herself. Reclining back in her favourite resting place, one of a pair of elegant Georgian Revival high wingback armchairs in the manner of George III that were set to either side of the grate, her mind drifted back to the second meeting she’d had with her ex-teacher.

				On that occasion she had visited Daphne Larkspear at her home, a Georgian townhouse standing on a leafy square situated in a surprisingly fashionable part of Hackney, East London. She remembered feeling a little nonplussed standing, waiting, on her ex-teacher’s step and not a little envious. She had always admired Georgian architecture and all things Georgian and yet her present home, though imposing in a rambling sort of piecemeal-built style, was in actuality largely early Regency, though she did her best to make it look the part.

				She had been straight away introduced to the young girl who ‘lived in’ with Mrs Larkspear, shown what Daphne Larkspear had achieved with her over the years. It had clearly been intended as a demonstration of what she expected to achieve with her Alice once she had the girl in her hands. And it had been an impressive, if frightening one.

				She recalled that the girl had been small built, much like Alice, though perhaps even more petite if anything, almost birdlike in stature. She had been with the ex-teacher since leaving school and had seemed to possess all those qualities she hoped one day to see in Alice. Quiet, subdued and polite, there could be no doubt as to that girl’s status about the house. It had been she who had come to the door, dropping a low curtsy with head bowed and fingertips lifting her skirt hem with the utmost servility.

				She remembered the girl had been dressed head to foot in the garb of a servant girl, every detail carefully chosen to reinforce her position in life, both in her own eyes and those of others who might by chance make her acquaintance. The pastel lilac button-through dress she had been dressed in was in a thick, practical workwear-grade polyester that slithered and rustled and whooshed with every movement, yet was well fitted and closely tailored to her figure. The latter was particularly the case where it came to the bodice, which adhered closely to the girl’s extraordinarily high and thrusting bust line to the extent that the chunky hard plastic lilac buttons nestled deep between two sharply delineated hillocks yet without any hint of tightness or of pulling around the buttonholes.

				It was an effect that had taken many fittings with the dressmaker to achieve, helped along by a longline underwired bullet bra, an old-fashioned open-bottom rubber girdle to control her waist and a pair of high-wasted elastic-fronted control knickers to further flatten her tummy. It was also an effect that was further augmented by the upper part of the dress being of a soft-toned lilac and white vertical candy stripe, the dress changing at the waist to a solid block of lilac for the skirt.

				The latter was a plain, panelled A-line affair of a length chosen to just skim the floor with the girl kneeling upright and that fastened up the front with glossy plastic buttons matching those of the bodice. The skirt flared out from a remarkably narrow, fitted waist that was accentuated still further by a lilac-coloured plastic belt that was threaded through a series of belt loops and buckled at the front. The skirt front was covered to perhaps two thirds of its length by a lilac and white candy striped waist apron that was edged in lilac piping to match the bodice and that fastened behind the girl’s back by in large bow, the free ends of which hung down exactly to the length of the apron itself.

				The bodice was topped off by an oversized Peter Pan collar that demurely buttoned high at the girl’s throat, extended almost as far as the shoulder seams and that was a solid block of lilac - matching the skirt - being finished off in a edging of diagonal lilac and white piping. The long sleeves, too, though candy striped like the rest of the bodice, were finished off by buttoned cuffs in a contrasting solid block of lilac trimmed with that same diagonal lilac and white piping. An embroidered crest occupied the single breast pocket and was topped off by the word ‘HOUSEMAID’ in a glittering scrolling gold thread that rivalled the few golden tresses that had somehow escaped from under the discipline of her maid’s cap.

				The latter headpiece covered the top of her head in glossy plain lilac fabric, in the manner an elastic-edged mob cap might have, but rose up at the front to present the usual aspect expected of a maid’s or waitress’s cap and was edged all around by that same diagonally striped lilac and white piping that seemed to be just about everywhere, even around the buttonholes. That same nomenclature - HOUSEMAID - was embroidered across the front of the girl’s cap in large letters. Her waist length honey blonde hair had been tightly plaited and tied off at the bottom with a large lilac and white striped bow and was threaded through with a length of ribbon of the same type which had been plaited in with her hair.

				What had been really surprising, though, was the coincidental discovery that not only did Mrs Larkspear happened to own exactly the same boots as she, albeit in her case for use in her rather modest garden rather than the stables, but that one of the tasks she had set the girl that day, something to keep her occupied while they were taking tea, should have been to clean them.

				The woman had perfunctorily ordered her girl there and then, in front of her visitor, Karen Lamberton-Marchment, much as that same esteemed woman might have commanded her own stepdaughter, Alice - and without the slightest prompting on Karen Lamberton-Marchment’s part.

				But her young Alice she had always brought to her knees and set to work in the reassuring privacy of home. This girl, Mrs Larkspear’s girl, had been toiling on her plump haunches in front of witnesses, unaccustomed visitors. That augmentation added something to the piquancy of the situation; it had made the girl’s red-faced humiliation seem almost palpable.

				Of course Ms Lamberton-Marchment had commented - how could she not have? For starters she had expressed surprise as to the impracticality of those long sleeves for such a task, not to mention similar and perhaps even messier tasks such as washing up, scrubbing floors and the like. She had been informed in reply that the design was indeed as functional as the rest but that function in this particular case was somewhat different then, say, the choice of fabric. She said it was all about discipline and psychological control and to note that the girl had not even attempted to roll up her sleeves - in fact she forbade the girl to do so, it was one of her strictest rules.

				Uniform was to be worn at all times, and in the manner she dictated - and that meant those cuffs and that collar remained buttoned at all times. It forced the girl to take exceptional care at all times in order not to dirty her cuffs and sleeves and in that way kept her permanently mindful of her uniform and thus of her position in life. It would be the same once she got Alice in the schoolroom in the school uniform she would devise.

				“You see what I can do to a girl. Crush her, break her down bit by bit until pride is something she can barely remember having. This one’s been with me three years; she hasn’t left the house in the last two, not even for a minute, not even for as much as a walk in the garden. I forbid her to speak unless spoken to, I don’t allow her access to books, newspapers or magazines, nor do I let her listen to the radio or watch TV - and she loves me for it, loves me deeply in fact. I could make her lick those Wellingtons clean if I so wanted. And she would too, down on her knees, right there in the corner. She would lick them, slather over them, until the rubber shines if I told her to.” She smiled proudly as she addressed the girl directly, nodding towards the kneeling teenager. “...Isn’t that right, dear?”

				Red faced the humbled girl had glanced shyly upwards, her eyes momentarily flickering between both her wickedly smiling tormentors before hurriedly averting, the shame of her position undoubtedly too much to bear. “Y,y,yess Miss Daphne”.

				The voice had been pleasantly hesitant, endearingly uncertain and vulnerable. There had been an anxiety there, in that quavering, submissive tone, the hopeless acquiescence of a soul left eternally hanging in chains. But these had been psychological bonds the girl had been caught up in. It had been an entanglement forged of far stronger stuff than mere physical fetters, even if the latter had been manufactured from the strongest case-hardened steel. It had been the kind of entanglement she immediately knew she wanted woven around her Alice, and the thought had thrilled her to the very darkest reaches of her soul.

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment could still recall forming the vivid impression that she could actually see those metaphorical heavy links, weighing down the girl’s bowed and rounded shoulders as the servant girl hunched over those boots, polishing away as if her life depended on it. She could still recall how the image before her eyes had swapped interchangeably back and forth with the one inhabiting her imagination, the vision she had had of the still - at that time at least - headstrong Alice Lamberton kneeling there in the girl’s stead. She had known then that that day would come - and who would be best to recruit to make it so.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 5

				LATE TEEN SCHOOL PUNISHMENT

				It had taken less than a fortnight to put the first part of her scheme in motion; relocating Alice’s bedroom. Of course young Alice had made all sorts of protestations about being given a room that was actually below ground level. She relented a little when it was pointed out that it was not really below ground level, in the sense that it did have a window, albeit only looking out on a dugout basement stair and entrance. She relented even more when told it was to be merely a temporary measure while her old room was ‘in renovation’ a process Alice had been led to believe would involve a substantial increase in space, her room being converted to ‘en-suite’ and benefiting from having been fitted out with all manner of confections likely to appeal to a young woman of her age group.

				The final convincer had been an exasperated authoritatively voiced, “because I said so” delivered in clipped tones and backed up by the threat of the cane and a comment alluding to how quickly the time had passed since the last time her medication had been due. That latter part had done the trick and she had even had the girl bend across her lap for a quick chat with the back of a hairbrush to ‘christen’ her new room before she would hand over the girl’s pills to her. But that had been a while ago. Alice had had sufficient time to settle down in her new environment now and so it was as good a time as any to proceed to the next waypoint.

				Quietly twisting the brass handle of the door to her stepdaughter’s new bedroom, the lightest of metallic squeaks accompanying the lock sliding back, the words of her ex-teacher, Daphne Larkspear, kept running through Karen Lamberton-Marchment’s mind: “I will want Alice in the schoolroom for a good while before I begin her re-education proper. Meanwhile the idea is to keep her sleep deprived, disorientated - she’ll be all the easier to handle for it”. Well, the device Mrs Larkspear had loaned her certainly seemed to take care of that aspect; such a clever mechanism.

				Alice had not as much as stirred as her stepmother had entered her room, her constantly disturbed sleep pattern had seen to that. The random ‘bleeper’ had done its work well. It would sound at varying intervals throughout the night; loud enough to momentarily rouse Alice from her slumber, yet sufficiently brief to not fully do so nor tip off the sleeper as to the nature of the disturbance. The result, a mere two weeks after the ‘bleeper’s introduction into the girl’s bedroom, was a constantly bleary-eyed stepdaughter as mystified by her increasingly debilitating state of mental exhaustion as in her inability to concentrate generally and who was consequently becoming ever easier to browbeat into submission by argument alone.

				Indeed it had proved a simple task to use Alice’s constant tiredness as a way of justifying to the girl ramping up - with her doctor’s co-operation - the dosage of the barbiturate tranquilizer that had been originally introduced as a substitute for the illegal drugs she had let herself become addicted to. The result of the latter intervention was a deepening of the girl’s already quite pronounced dependency on her medication, a trend her stepmother had every intention of encouraging.

				The use of the cane and the strap had by this stage become firmly entrenched in the running of the household as a way of controlling Alice, the girl’s acceptance of these methods being enforced where necessary by the constant threat of the withdrawal of her medication. But in this sleep-deprived, constantly drowsy and confused state it was becoming increasingly common for Alice to submit to some new restriction or erosion of her freedom without resort to corporal punishment. Somehow Alice’s stepmother didn’t think the latter was likely to remain the case now that it had come time to put Alice in school uniform, especially given that so many features of the design had been incorporated with the sole conscious intent to increase the sense of humiliation a girl of Alice’s age would likely experience from being made to wear it.

				Moving quietly around the Spartan and effectively windowless room - the latter’s glass having been newly covered by a milky-white sticky-back plastic film - Karen Lamberton-Marchment hung the hanger containing the green and white striped blouse, on a hook on the wall at the foot of the girl’s bed. The buttons were all smartly fastened and the school tie was in place around its high and deliberately stiffened collar just as it would be in wearing, the short little wraparound grey PE-style skirt flaring out from beneath it. She smiled to herself - the ensemble would be the first thing Alice would see on opening her eyes; the message would be clear enough.

				The firm reinforced white corselet she decided to drape over the back of the bedside chair while the high-waisted, full-bodied bottle-green knickers she laid out on its seat. These she carefully arranged to showcase their polythene inner lining and the odd-looking hammock-like arrangement by which was strung out a thick, coarse hygienic towel, some ten inches long, slung on elasticated strings between rubber buttons sewn into the inside of the waistband and that constituted an integral sanitary napkin belt.

				This latter garment she felt sure would be the straw that would break the camel’s back. She wanted an excuse to cane Alice in conjunction with her being put in uniform this first time and these knickers she felt sure would give her that excuse. Refusal was especially likely once Alice saw the metallic ‘U’ shaped hasp and clasp arrangement that emerged through the fabric at the front of the waistband. This latter construct was the visible portion of a spring-steel hoop that was hidden within the waistband and threaded through the fabric in place of the elastic that one would have expected. Once Alice laid eyes on that and the little gold-coloured padlock that could so easily be put to use, a gentle click ensuring that a simple visit to the toilet became a privilege rather than a right... well she was bound to kick over the traces to some extent.

				Externally the knickers were styled very much in the form of a pair of conventional if rather old fashioned looking school knickers, being manufactured in some manmade interlock woven fibre and possessing the usual kite-shaped double gusset. Yet they had been designed to incorporate features that had been taken from the sort of ‘tamperproof’ hospital issue incontinence pants usually supplied to those institutionalised with ‘mental impairment’. The scope for humiliation was as obvious as it was seductive in its potential for stimulating the darker aspects of the imagination; it was something Alice’s stepmother intended to explore to the full. Full-fitting, the knickers were designed to fit snugly, so snugly that Alice would be kept constantly and embarrassingly aware that she was not dressed in the usual fashion expected of a young woman her age, the broad, tight leg elastic nipping into the tops of her thighs acting as a constant physical reminder of that fact.

				Looking back at the misty-looking opaque white panes of the single window she smiled to herself in satisfaction. The white painted hinged diamond wire-mesh grill padlocked across it was quite superfluous given the thick, toughened glass, double-glazed construction and the vertical array of iron bars mounted externally, embedded in the stonework sill, but she enjoyed the prison cell-like aspect that the thing lent the room. The window had only ever looked out on the whitewashed wall at the bottom of what had once been the external basement access steps, the greyish light filtering down through a concreted-in metal pavement grille mounted above that altered even the relative freedom of that space into an oppressive prison cage.

				The steps themselves had long ago been removed, leaving a bland rectangular space of concrete and stone, and the two external basement doors through which coal and other essential household supplies had once been carried had been bricked up and concreted over to the point at which there was no longer any evidence of their ever having existed, neither inside nor out. It had been an uninspiring view, a depressing, spirit-dampening vista, yet it had still been potentially ‘too distracting’ for Daphne Larkspear’s tastes when she had been shown the room and that identical chamber that had been set aside for her own girl’s living space next to it.

				She had been right of course. The simple addition of that self-adhesive plastic coating to the glass had done more than enhance that sense of imprisonment that the room undoubtedly embodied, rather it had transformed the space into a sort of a timeless realm. It was a place now where all mental focus could be lost and where a girl’s sense of reality could become whatever her carers or keepers - for want of a better description - might dictate it to be. What would one day be Daphne Larkspear’s girl’s quarters shared these characteristics, as did a third, larger room, set up with a double bed in place of the institutional hospital style cot, in which two girls, suitably tamed, might be encouraged to form the type of bond that would undoubtedly be frowned upon elsewhere.

				This self-enclosed world was one that extended up a windowless stairwell - a previously long-disused servant’s access way bricked off from the rest of the house halfway through the 20th century but now reinstated where it connected with the attic space - to that segment of the house now reassigned and subdivided into the class room, PE room, punishment room, and ‘domestic education’ room and the rest. And that carefully crafted element of isolation had been extended to all these rooms as well. Despite being mounted well above head height, the windows illuminating these areas too now shared that same permanently misted-over appearance. Alice, Mrs Larkspear’s girl and - any others that might one day be housed here - could be shepherded from their basement sleeping quarters, dressed in their school uniforms or ‘domestic education’ uniforms of work-dress, apron and maid’s cap, to the attic ‘schoolroom’ without coming into contact with any other section of the house or as much as glimpsing the world outside.

				Almost laughing to herself Karen Lamberton-Marchment pressed the button on the remote control box concealed in her pocket that would trigger the wake-up alarm. Sensuously she fingered the long, thin pliant rattan switch in her other hand: She didn’t much care whether Alice capitulated immediately to the idea of being put in school uniform or whether she objected like a bull and screamed the place down. She had already decided the girl was going to receive a good hard caning by way of introduction to this new restriction of her freedom - what little there was left of it - whatever the case. It was good psychology to underline her authority in such a manner. One thing she knew for certain was that the girl would bend for the cane when she ordered her to; it had been at least eight hours since her last dose of her medication and she would awaken desperate for it, a soul-famishing hunger consuming her being.

				The bell was not quite ear-splitting, but as shrill as it should be. Alice sat bolt upright, disorientated, her mouth agape. She was dressed in her plain white polyester/cotton mix nightdress, not the one-piece green and white striped fleece-lined pyjamas she would be soon wearing and from that day forth, with their school badge embroidered breast pocket, buttoned flap over the bottom and matching plastic knickers beneath.

				“Wha...?”

				“Good morning, sweetheart!” What did it matter that it was three thirty in the afternoon? It was morning as far as Alice was concerned; she - Karen Lamberton-Marchment - told her stepdaughter so. And so, therefore, it was. Bleary-eyed and uncomprehending the girl was staring straight at the obvious school uniform blouse, tie and skirt arranged on the hanger, her eyes flicking momentarily to the fearsome looking cane in her stepmother’s hand and then back again while throwing an occasionally sideways glance at the bedside chair and the horrors it held on show. The question went unasked but was there to be read, nonetheless, in her stepdaughter’s eyes - and so Karen Lamberton-Marchment answered it anyway:

				“Yes, it is.”

				“Wha... what?”

				“Your new school uniform of course - it’s arrived at last. Remember we talked about it?” Smiling knowingly Alice’s stepmother twisted away momentarily, plucking the hanger from its perch and brandishing the blouse and skirt with her cane-holding hand - the switch hanging now loose from her wrist by a leather loop - open-palmed beneath the garments before hooking the hanger over the iron bed rail at the foot of the bed.

				Alice Lamberton did indeed remember her stepmother’s remarks regarding school uniform. She had said nothing at the time, believing it nothing but an empty threat, if indeed not something of a joke made at her expense and for that woman’s amusement to see her squirm. As indeed she was squirming now - although she was trying not to show it, not wanting to give her stepmother the satisfaction of seeing her discomfort.

				“I’m not wearing... I mean... I can’t wear....” For a fleeting instant the old, as yet untamed, Alice flared in the girl’s eyes - just as Karen Lamberton-Marchment had hoped it would. Then her eyes flickered once again to the length of yellowing but smoothly polished rattan swinging from her stepmother’s wrist, the woman already beginning to palm the cane in preparation, and she relented, trying to retrieve the situation: “I, I mean...” She had wanted to simply say ‘yes’, but then had taken in the ugly knickers and foundations and the words had stuck in her throat. But it was too late in any case.

				“Right! I’m not having that defiant attitude, young lady! Get out of bed, bend over the bedside and get that nightdress up - let’s see that big fat backside of yours bared. Perhaps a few strokes of the cane will make you more appreciative of your new uniform.”

				“No, please! I didn’t say I wouldn’t wear it, honestly!”

				“Too late! Up! Now!... and get yourself bent over that bed.”

				“Please, I’ll wear it! Honest I will”

				“Yes, you will - and quite ridiculous I expect you’ll look in it too; a girl of your age in school uniform! But it is going to be the cane first.”

				“No... I, I, I... won’t! I WON’T!” Alice was biting her bottom lip, her demeanour failing to back up the strength of her words and betraying her closeness to defeat. Almost immediately she tried to retract her defiant stance, her determination crumbling even before the threat she knew was coming next: “I’ I... I’m sorry - look I’m getting up, please, I’m sorry...”

				“Yes, you’re going to be... I was going to give you three strokes, but now it is going to be six. Any further delay and it will be twelve - and no medication for the rest of today! And there’ll be a repeat performance tomorrow morning.” Karen Lamberton-Marchment smiled with satisfaction, readying the cane, her arm already twisting back over her shoulder in anticipation of the first full-bloodied swing: That last part - the part about withholding her stepdaughter’s medication - had done the trick. She had barely finished uttering the threat and already young Alice was out of bed and compliantly flopping herself over the bedside. She looked on, fascinated, beads of sweat breaking out on her brow and her breathing becoming heavy, as her stepdaughter reached back, drawing her ankle length nightdress up over her buttocks, the milky half-moons betraying the marks of previous canings and the outline of the strap in faded criss-cross patterning. Murmuring breathlessly ‘oh my god’ to herself, hoping beyond hope that the girl had not caught those tell-tale sighing words, she brought her arm down and across, describing a wide whistling, swooping arc, the length of rattan bowing against the air resistance before springing forward at the last instance as her wrist flexed and twisted and the tip of the cane bit in to the teenager’s taut, resilient flesh. A girlish scream rent the air and a shiver ran up the older woman’s spine - she was made for this, she knew now; just as much as her stepdaughter’s bottom was made for the cane’s kiss. She knew, too, she wasn’t going to stop at the promised six. And she had the strap with her as well, and the thought of having Alice over her lap for that... But first the caning - then, perhaps, the strapping!

				Alice Lamberton knew now that by the end of this she would be begging to dress in the school uniform that was lying across the chair just a few feet away and waiting, freshly-pressed on the hanger now dangling from iron rails at the foot of the bed, the school blouse’s collar and cuffs appearing even at a distance to possess a consistency reminiscent of stiffened cardboard. She almost jumped to her feet as a wickedly thin cane slashed down across her already burning buttocks. Her hands shot backwards, fingers outspread in an attempt to protect the inflamed flesh but stronger hands seized hers and yanked them up over her head. A full half-dozen more sizzling strokes were slashed in before it stopped, but by then she had ceased to try and twist away from the searing pain, just lying there like a lifeless wet rag, her mouth wide open in a grimace and emitting continuous piteous, broken wail.

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment took a long hard look at her sobbing ward. Although the glint of defiance still showed in the girl’s eyes she was rather pleased with the result of this, Alice’s first real lesson in what corporal punishment was all about - and there were many, many more similar lessons still to come. She had expected a little more defiance from her stepdaughter despite the leverage that the girl’s drug problem gave her over her, but even so she was certain that there would be some struggle before she became properly tamed - but properly tamed she would be. It was more than just being about correcting the girl’s erroneous behaviour now; she wanted Alice to be hers, body and soul - and she would have her.

				“Now, I think we’ll have you over my lap.” Karen Lamberton-Marchment sat herself down on the bedside, patting her lap where her fitted skirt moulded her hips, the fabric drum-tight and ignoring her stepdaughter’s desperate tears. The split-tongued leather strap seemed to tumble open in her palm as if having a mind of its own and barely had the girl flopped across her knees than she found herself bringing it down rhythmically across thin raised cane lines, some of which now showed thread-like flecks of blood, punctuating her lecturing with a slow steady slap, slap, slap in synchronism with each and every sentence:

				“You have to understand, Alice; your education is going to have to continue, here at home. As I have said before; sadly it turns out you are somewhat... how shall we say... academically backward? Let’s face it; you barely passed your GCSEs, let alone your ‘A’ levels - which, incidentally you failed badly. Even when you were still at school I had been considering sending you to a special school specialising in remedial teaching - did you know that? Then for a while I considered having you educated at home, employing private tutors. Now, given these new circumstances we find ourselves in, the power given me over you by the courts, it is the latter path I have decide to explore.

				In fact I have already given this matter a lot of thought: I have even taken the liberty of appointing a teacher, a certain Mrs Larkspear. I have selected a room in one of the upper storeys which I have had suitably fitted out, following her advice, as a school room. And yes, she is the sort of teacher that will expect you to have been kitted out in full, traditional school uniform from the skin outwards, despite the fact that your school never had one; part of its problem in my opinion. Since your school was so lackadaisical in its attitude to standards in that direction, the good Mrs Larkspear has been obliged to set her mind to the problem herself. Luckily she was up until quite recently employed in a very fine private educational establishment that had a school uniform eminently suitable for a girl of your age in my opinion. She has gone to a great deal of trouble off her own back to procure the entire dress list for you, right down to the physical education kit, domestic science overall and apron, underwear and nightwear.” Face down over her stepmother’s lap and so out of sight, Alice’s eyes tear-reddened, now startled, eyes widened still further at that last statement and she twisted round, the movement prompting her stepmother to further elucidate, reinforcing her statement with yet another slap of the heavy leather strap across her stepdaughter’s tortured bottom:

				“Oh yes, dear; nightwear as well - there is to be no letup. You are going to be spending your days in a genuine school uniform - and it is very strict indeed. Knickers, bras, a nice tight leotard for ‘PE’, a nightgown for the evening - it’s all regimented; a regulation for every little thing, right down to the tiniest detail; it is why I had that woman who visited a while back take all those tedious measurements you moaned about so much.

				Now, in a moment I am going to let you up off my lap and when I do you are going to try on the ‘day-uniform’ I have laid out for you. And you had better get used to it if you want to receive your prescription each day; it is all you are going to be wearing day-in day-out from now on. Mrs Larkspear wont be arriving for two or three weeks or so, but you are going to be wearing your school uniform every day regardless of that, so that by the time she does arrive it will seem the most natural thing in the world to you. And you are also going to write her a nice letter, once you have changed, thanking Mrs Larkspear for your new school uniform.”

				Sobbing, Alice was allowed up. Released from her stepmother’s deceptively vice-like grip she at first flopped to the floor before, chided by her irascible step-parent, scrambling unsteadily to her feet encouraged in no little measure by the promise of a repeat performance. Meanwhile her firm handed nemesis crossed to the far corner of the room. Slipping a key into the lock securing access to the toughened Plexiglas cylindrical shower cubicle she pulled back the door, the milky white cloudy gloss giving way to the equally glossed plastic interior.

				“Hurry along! Pop in the shower and get that over with; I’m keen to see you in your smart new uniform.” Karen Lamberton-Marchment had taken care to retrieve her cane from where she had discarded it across the end of the bed when she had taken her stepdaughter across her lap and now tapped it meaningfully against the side of the cubicle. The message having been received loud and clear by its intended recipient, Alice, struggling free with some urgency from her now unfastened one-piece pyjama outfit, half hopped, half tripped towards the waiting shower.

				Five or so shivering minutes later and Alice was alone. Having supervised her stepdaughter’s showering Karen Lamberton-Marchment had departed triumphantly smirking and taking care to lock both the shower and bedroom doors behind her in that order, having first gathered up Alice’s night things destined for the laundry basket.

				Alice had been left doing her best to preserve whatever tatters of modesty she had remaining within the coiled form of an all too brief towel. She was pleased to have been freed from the harshly cleansing icy rain, the warm water supply having mysteriously failed a week or so into her tenure in this, the new bedroom that had been set up for while - she had been told - her old room was being redecorated. She was not quite so delighted to have been informed that her harpy of a stepmother intended to return in only ten minutes - no more - and that by that time she had better have dealt with her ‘ablutions’ and to have ‘damn well got that uniform on’. ‘

				Ablutions’, now that she had been transferred to this room - demoted to this room was how she thought of it - consisted of a limited term of privacy on a commode chair. The latter amenity doubled as the bedside chair, this possessing a hinged plastic cushioned seat that when raised revealed a porcelain toilet seat poised over an inner cylindrical porcelain liner imbedded within the chair’s box-like base or plinth. The concept of privacy was limited, always, by the plausible threat of her stepmother’s imminent unannounced return but no more so than today when that woman’s hurried return was guaranteed and when there was an unaccustomed pile of apparel to be negotiated.

				Under the circumstances she determined to deal with her ‘ablutions’ in the first instance - a seemingly logical decision, one affording her the greatest chance of continued dignity. Embattled by mounting psychological stress and pressure born of apprehension over the potentially humiliating form of garb she was to soon adorn herself in and amplified by the uncertain pace of time’s tide - she had no timepiece of any type to consult - failure had been guaranteed from the start. Instead she now opted for a change of tack: Perhaps if she got the dressing part over and down with, just gritted her teeth and got on with it, the anxiety might subside and she might yet ‘go’ before her stepmother’s return.

				Straightening up from her uncomfortable perch she moved across to the foot of the bed, reaching out tentatively and with no little trepidation to the hateful pile of humiliation waiting there. Then, her nose twisting with distaste, she moved across to the wire clothes hanger swinging from the bed frame’s metal foot rail. Raising the hanger and its shaming load by its wire hook to eye height she inspected the garments it supported with growing, near-phobic, dread. A cold clamminess came over her; there was something inherently perverted about it all somehow, something beyond her hated stepmother’s attempts to control and humiliate her. This was about changing who she was, drowning out her old personality, stamping down on her self expression.

				The terylene / viscose - it said so on the label inside - green and white broad-striped school blouse came over as almost sort of ‘plasticy’ to the touch, its substantial close-woven fabric seeming turgid and possessed of a crisp stiffness reminiscent of the sort of heavyweight paper Alice had more commonly seen fed into printers. Long-sleeved and betraying no signs of tailoring or fitting it featured a high cardboard-stiff shirt-style collar and cuffs that seemed just as unforgiving. The Trutex Schoolwear tag seemed genuine, though the styling suggested a commercial mass-produced origin as dubious and the sewn-in nametag - printed ‘Alice Marchment’ in bold capitals - was very obviously a later addition. It was also just plain wrong, and she felt herself bristle at the thought; she was Alice Lamberton - not Alice Marchment, or Alice Lamberton-Marchment or any other odd combination of names someone somewhere might have come up with. Lamberton had been her father’s name and it was her family’s name; and that was all there was to it.

				Still bristling she plucked at the skirt. Taking the brief garment from the hanger she saw it to be a mid-grey wrapover skirt with a knife pleated rear in winter-weight Terylene. ‘By Gymflex’ it said on the inside of the waistband, the brand name written in scrolling gold embroidery on a satiny dark green sewn-in label at the rear. ‘Alice Marchment’ it said in bold black capital letters on the sewn-in nametag just above the maker’s brand. There was something particularly humiliating about having a nametag sewn in every article of clothing - something beyond simply what she perceived must have been the deliberate misspelling of her name, no doubt some point her stepmother was trying to make.

				The old fashioned open bottom long-line girdle was a nightmare of straps and buckles, elasticated panels and boning and the idea of wearing such a thing was anathema to her, as it would have been to any modern teenage girl. But she needed the loo and with, she felt sure, time running out she knew she’d never manage to ‘go’ unless she’d at least got dressing out of the way - there was just too much pressure otherwise. And so she struggled into the thing, tugging at the zip that ran up the front and experiencing for the first time the unfamiliar disconcerting grip of heavyweight rubberised fabric, elasticated nylon satin panels and unforgiving stiffened ‘boning’ as together they moulded her form into someone else’s ideal.

				The strange, elderly foundation garment flattened what little there was of her tummy, drew in her waist drastically, squeezed and spread outwards her buttocks - encouraging the latter to seem to protrude unnaturally behind her like a hanging shelf - and flattened down her bustline. The latter was a particularly distressing outcome for a girl not particularly blessed in that department to begin with and who, as a result, had a tendency to be more than a little self-conscious of her bosom.

				The detestably ugly knickers she found she’d rather not examine too closely, instead opting to draw them quickly up her legs without looking, having grabbed the things off the side by their waistband, shaken them out and stepped in to them in as near to a single movement as she could manage. Overly substantial and designed to cover from mid-thigh to navel in prim knitted one-hundred-percent polyester, she nevertheless found she had to wriggle the tight waistband over her hips; something she found she could accomplish only with great difficulty. When the broad elasticated band did finally slide into place around her waist it did so only by simultaneously drawing up the gusset uncomfortably snugly into her crotch. The back-seam slipped deep within the cleft between her buttock cheeks at the same time - despite the fact that the stretchy fabric still somehow managed to maintain its prim coverage of both globes in their entirety, - and resisted all attempts to pluck the raised central ridge of rubber-lined fabric out from hiding.

				The deep-section, rubberised elasticated banded cuffs that surrounded the ribbed leg openings bit into her thighs just a smidgen above the midpoint, triggering the red-cheeked concern that the abbreviated skirt might be just a little too brief to cover them. She had never been too worried about short skirts before, but all that had instantly changed with this getup; this most decidedly was not fun!

				It was only at this point that she realised that there seemed something caught up around the top of her legs, something that caught and nearly tripped her as she went to turn, part in her efforts to wriggle the knickers into place easing the discomfort they were causing, part in at the same time reaching for the school skirt in her hurry to cover up. A short bridging bottle-green fabric strip extended between the leg cuffs of the knickers, joining one to the other. An experimental tug and a ‘feeling around’, Alice’s first thought being that this was something left over from manufacture, revealed a tether stronger than it looked. Further dextrous exploration led to the discovery that something tough, wiry and web-like was incorporated within this strap-like slither, something embedded within the fabric itself that could be traced back across in both directions to where it was continuous with a thin band running around both leg cuffs. For now she could do nothing about this new restriction but work around it as best she could.

				Taking care not to trip she reached for the blouse and fastening the first few buttons at the bottom drew the tiny skirt around her waist, zipping up the side fastener and relieved that its hem did indeed hang past the thick, broad leg elastics of those humiliating knickers. The juvenile-looking pleated school games skirt did little to lift her spirits but it did at least cover those awful knickers, if only just, and she fiddled with the double button fastening to the side of the waist band.

				Having fastened the majority of the remaining buttons up the front of the overly-crisp and fussy school blouse with little trouble, it was nevertheless with the self-conscious unease of someone who had never worn a shirt-blouse and tie in her life that she struggled with the final collar button. The latter was of course, given the absence of any mirror in her room, or any other source of reflection come to that, out of sight, being tucked away beneath her chin and had to be dealt with first before moving on to dealing with the tie. Cursing herself for her stupidity, in addition for so weakly kowtowing to her stepmother’s wishes in this manner, she now found herself embroiled in desperately attempting to replicate from memory the knot which she had unthinkingly unfastened in its entirety when removing the diagonally striped symbol of childish repression from around the blouse collar when still on its hanger.

				In her mind’s eye Alice could see an imaginary second hand sprinting around a clock face like the proverbial white hare in Wonderland, stopwatch in hand, though in truth she had little idea how long it had been since her stepmother had withdrawn. With one eye on the still as yet unused commode and with that imaginary second hand now taking on the guise of a rapidly emptying hourglass she struggled on. Tears of frustration were now developing in the corners of her pretty almond-shaped eyes and self admonishment growing steadily in her heart. That she should have been beaten so easily and yet still be trying so hard - it was a bitter pill to swallow.

				She was still struggling - and that commode still languishing unused - when the key rattled in the lock, her blood curdling as the door burst inward. Her stepmother marched straight up to her, tut-tut-tutting and arching her eyebrows, her jodhpurs rasping together and her stride accompanied by a rubbery clumping indicating that she had now exchanged her polished riding boots of earlier in the day for the equally pampered designer Wellington-type she habitually wore around the stable yard when not actually intending to go out riding.

				A tinkling little giggle escaped her red- glossed lips at the sight of her stepdaughter’s obvious plight, The frustrated, frantic discomfiture that was presently etched across her stepdaughter’s face was a delight to her eyes - it was an insight that she was quite at ease about betraying. There were times when it paid to play the inscrutable enigma, keep the girl guessing, struggling to tease friend from foe from the tangled little web she had woven around her. There were other times when there was advantage to be had from having neglected to turn the page with sufficient rapidity - not quite the ‘open book’, for sure, but perhaps a leaf or two glimpsed in passing? Well, this was one of those latter times. An apparently clumsily fumbled guard, a momentary slip, and an even more rapid re-attainment of equilibrium - it all served to undermine the poor thing’s grip, that was the point. Cruel, for sure, but so, so exquisite in the execution.

				“Oh dear, come here honey; I can see you’re going to need a little help with that.” To Alice her stepmother’s sudden adoption of this uncharacteristically helpful, almost friendly, tone seemed both strangely disarming and more than a little disorientating. Confused and befuddled through the terrible mental weariness that seemed to have become her permanent companion in latter times Alice found herself stepping forwards to where her stepmother was pointing at the floor.

				“Come along, silly. Put your arms down by your sides out of the way and let me get a look at the mess you’ve made of that tie.” Alice complied automatically, without thinking and was instantly annoyed at herself for her complacency in the face of this ever increasing domination of her will and the ever-mounting pile of regulations and restrictions she found herself labouring under. Despite her undeniable natural rebellious streak it was becoming more and more automatic, more and more natural, for her to do as she was told - it was becoming almost a reflex action. Her stepmother was taming her, just as she tamed and schooled her horses - she was becoming tamed, just like one of the fillies in the stables.

				With a condescending, haughty smile etched across her beautifully made-up face Karen Lamberton-Marchment gazed deep into her stepdaughter’s satisfyingly panicky widening eyes as her hands and fingers slipped around the girl’s collar, flipping it up and looping around the tie before expertly forming a perfect tie-knot and sliding it up underneath the girl’s chin to sit squarely over the uppermost of the three collar buttons. Stepping back for a moment as if to admire her handiwork she nodded approvingly before reaching forward and turning down the collar. Running a slender finger between it and her stepdaughter’s neck, checking that all was neat and tidy, her smile broadened at the observation of how the snugness of fit made inserting a fingertip so satisfyingly difficult and the way in which the integrally stiffened collar effectively forbade the girl to lower her chin to her chest.

				Her stepdaughter would be obliged from now on to hold her head proudly erect, no matter how crestfallen she might feel inside. And she would ensure - with Daphne Larkspear’s aid and the clinical complicity of Dr Anne Ecclestone - that young Alice would be left feeling more than merely crestfallen by the time she was finished with her. But for now that side of her intentions had to be buried away: this was a time for praise. Punishment had its part to play, but so did praise - that was how it worked, that was how one trained a filly.

				“There’s a good girl!” She affected a chirpy yet gentle singsong tone, just as Daphne Larkspear had suggested she do under such circumstances when there had been uncomplaining compliance or capitulation had taken little more than coaxing words: ‘There’s nothing wrong with a little coaxing; one should not have to fall back on the cane all the time’ as Daphne had said. ‘The idea is that she should be led by hand down a path leading to her becoming more malleable, to the point at which it becomes possible to remould her ideas, thoughts and beliefs to the extent that she can no longer even envisage of a life outside of the type of domestic servitude I know you would like to see her reduced to. The cane should be there to break resistance, to get past those sticking points. Where there is no resistance then there should be reward. And your words alone should eventual suffice for that. If she is to receive the cane, if that should be your will, then by all means give her something to resist, something to fight back against - there is always one more peg down for a girl to be taken even if she herself might think she has reached rock bottom’. Such a wise woman, Mrs Daphne Larkspear - she had already partaken of the joys of that woman’s protégé’s tongue. She wondered how that moist velvet appendage would feel in her present condition. Her ‘monthlies’ were never particularly pleasant, nor light - now that would take the girl down another rung or two of the ladder in self-respect terms, that would be worth baring the girl’s bottom to the attention of the cane! Idly she wondered just how many strokes or repeated sessions it would take to wrest that shred of pride from the girl - not that Mrs Daphne Larkspear’s girl had much left in the way of pride or self-respect from what she had seen of her. Almost reluctantly she returned her attention to the task at hand:

				“Right lets have a proper look at you. No, don’t fidget; keep you hands down at your sides. If you’re standing up straight properly you’ll notice that your fingertips just come level with the skirt hem. You’ll also notice that there is a seam running down either side of your skirt and I would like to see your thumbs lining up with this seam, if you don’t mind; thank you! Yes, very smart; I think you look very smart in your new school uniform. I’m actually very pleased with you. Yes you made a bit of a hash of knotting your school tie but I’m not that surprised really. I expected you would and so I have set up a video disc for you to watch upstairs and you can spend the rest of today sitting in front of it, watching it over and over while practising putting on and trying your tie. Then, tomorrow, there will be no excuses; mess it up tomorrow and there be a few strokes of the cane, I’m afraid.”

				She smiled again, watching at first the relief wash across Alice’s face as the realisation that she was not to be punished sunk in and then the wince that wiped off that expression as the girl took in the manner in which she was to spend the rest of the day. Poor Alice was becoming somewhat accustomed to these short looped films prepared by Daphne Larkspear on various subjects - it was to form an important part of the girl’s re-education. She had set up a flat screen TV in the corner of her study for that very purpose with a hardwood upright chair set before it on which Alice would be obliged to sit.

				With a dense black curtain pulled around, hanging from a curved runner screwed to the ceiling, the corner became what amounted to a little darkened booth lit only by the flickering light from the screen. A pair of headphones placed on the girl’s head circumvented any disturbance being caused to her work, while a small webcam mounted above the screen and angled back at the viewer allowed her to keep an eye on the girl via a small window kept open on her laptop. The threat of the cane, backed up by the additional threat of withholding Alice’s medication if necessary, did the rest, ensuring Alice pay complete and continuous attention throughout.

				“Actually I’m quite impressed that you dealt with the corselet alright. I don’t suppose you’ve come across one of those before either but I can see by the way the skirt hangs and the blouse is filled-out - or rather the way in which it isn’t...” she gave a little giggle at her own joke at her stepdaughter’s expense “...that you have got that right at least.” Indeed, though Alice’s waist and hips had been drastically reduced, so similarly had been her bustline. Along with the efforts of crisp blouse, which of course, being a genuine school uniform blouse, was not fitted, the corselet had resulted in a delightfully immature flat-fronted profile. Just as delightful to Alice’s stepmother’s way of thinking was the fine, sparse downy blond covering that could just be made out on the girl’s legs now that waxing was out of the question and the coltish way the girl’s bare legs tapered from her slightly over-plump thighs down to the little white nylon fold-over top anklets, each threaded through around the top with a length of bottle-green ribbon that tied at the front in a little bow.

				“Right! Come along - follow me; don’t dawdle.” The door was wide open, pressed back against the wall, and Karen Lamberton-Marchment was already through it and waiting on the far side, out in the passage, the key poised between her fingers waiting to lock the door after them. Ahead lay a day of tediously repeated video instruction and inhumanly tiresome repetition practice revolving around knotting, arranging and tying a school tie - over and over and over again.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 6

				ARRIVAL AND INSTALLATION OF A STRICT GOVERNESS

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment hurried to the door as soon as she heard the tires crunch on the gravel, having been given advance warning by Mrs Wilson, her housekeeper. The latter’s hawkish eyes had picked up the garish golden-orange Fiat Punto glinting in the early spring sun as it snaked across the fields following the meandering course of the narrow, unmetalled road that ran up from the village. A four-door hatchback it was a compact, modest affair - a real ‘lady teacher’s’ car; there was one for every generation, it seemed. It looked positively miniature swinging around alongside the 4X4 ATV ‘battle-bus’ she favoured.

				Mrs Larkspear looked her usual ‘tweedy’ self as she clambered from the diving seat. Without as much as acknowledging her onlooker she brushed down her trademark business suit ensemble of tailored greenish-brown check tweed jacket and matching knee length skirt as she extracted herself from the vehicle. Her ‘sensible’ dark-tan built-up heel brogues crunched on the gravel drive as she turned to close the car door behind her, the shoes appearing a little incongruous juxtaposed against her sheer fully-fashioned seamed stockings, the latter being of a similar hue. From between the lapels of the three buttoned jacket peeked one of those 1980s blouses of the type that typically possessed a large frilly bow at the neck. The latter added a singularly feminine touch that along with the nylon stockings was working hard to counterbalance the rest of the otherwise butch ensemble.

				Bending and reaching back inside for a moment, she retrieved a hat, apparently made of a similar fabric as her suit, and unceremoniously plonked it on her head with one hand, her mannerism decidedly masculine. Styled as a sort of feminised trilby and decorated with a pheasant’s feather inclined up along the crown to one side, the hat seemed to naturally come to rest at a suitably ‘jaunty’ angle, instantly softening the masculine effect while retaining an element of prim authoritarianism.

				For a moment her dark beady eyes met those of Karen Lamberton-Marchment and she smiled that dangerously thin-lipped smiled of hers, her head tilting back as she glanced up at the imposing house. Then, moving round to the rear of the passenger side of the vehicle and turning her back, the leather elbow patches on her jacket conspiring to reiterate that tweedy image of hers, she swung open the rear door, bending as she helped a smallish, hunched figure out and into the sun.

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment had expected the ex-teacher to be bringing along that girl of hers along, of course. They had negotiated the situation at length, Daphne Larkspear eloquently arguing that she could hardly leave the girl alone after all the time she had been living under her roof under her close supervision. The way she now had the girl she would be lost without an authority figure to tell her what to do and quite frankly could no longer be expected to be capable of fending for herself.

				Then she had suggested employing the girl as a classmate, role model and companion for Alice, She had explained the advantages and all the pieces had seemed to suddenly fall into place - in fact the girl was the missing piece in the psychological jigsaw.

				She was surprised to see that the girl had been decked out in ugly, plain-framed pebble glasses, the lenses so thick that they magnified the girl’s cornflower blue eyes to the point that they appeared like watery, swimming, pools. For a moment she was puzzled as to why the girl should require such strong lenses; certainly when she had previously seen her at Mrs Larkspear’s home she hadn’t noticed the girl suffering any particular deficiency of eyesight.

				Then all became clear - if that was really an apt phrase, considering what happened next. As the girl began to make her way from Mrs Larkspear’s car, she saw her stumble uncertainly, then watched astounded as the girl turned to head off at a tangent to her original path as if disorientated. She was rescued within a couple of steps and turned back towards the house by Mrs Larkspear, the woman protectively wrapping one of her arms around the girl’s shoulders.

				“This way, silly. We don’t want Mrs Lamberton-Marchment to think you are some sort of retard, now do we? I’ve told her you’d make a good classmate for her stepdaughter - don’t you let me down, now.”

				“No Miss Daphne, I’m sorry Miss Daphne.”

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment was taken aback; far from being necessary for clear vision, wearing those awful, thick spectacles actually seemed to reduce the girl’s eyesight down to a few inches in front of her face.

				The other thing that struck her was the girl’s voice. She hadn’t heard the girl speak before, not as such, but now it became clear that the poor thing suffered from some sort of awful speech impediment. There was a childish simpering lisp to the girl’s enunciation. Worse than that, though, was the fact that the girl also seemed inflicted by a sort of stumbling incoherence.

				The poor thing’s impediment almost put her in mind of a character she had seen in a movie once and who was supposed to have had his tongue cut out, although this was nothing like as severe. Despite this latter reservation, though, it did make her decidedly difficult to understand - and yes, it did unfortunately make her sound just a little retarded. Mrs Larkspear’s strident tones, on the other hand, suffered from no such impediment - she continued to lecture her protégé even as the pair approached and she listened, entranced.

				She was entranced, too, by the girl’s revamped appearance - but that was another story. At that distance there was still little to note of detail other than that the girl’s customary maid’s cap had been replaced by a grey felt boater-style hat that was bracketed either side at around collar height by greenish ribbon bows that floated in the breeze like outsized butterflies. The girl’s pretty head, at that distance, seemed as if mounted on the apex of a sharply defined triangle of billowing greyish fabric that came to a wavering halt just above her knees at which point there was a pink break of flesh before glossy white socks drew the eye down to what appeared to be grey T-bar sandals, seemingly teetering as if possessing significantly elevated heels.

				“The girl you are going to meet is named Alice. But remember what I have told you - you are not to speak to her or communicate with her in any way unless under my strict supervision. Should she attempt to communicate with you in any manner, you are not to respond but must report it to me immediately - otherwise it will be your bottom feeling my cane across it as well as hers. And you know what it’s like to have my cane across your fat behind, don’t you.”

				“Yes Miss Daphne.”

				“You are going back to school for a while; it is going to be a little like when you actually were at school and I was your teacher, except the discipline will be far, far stricter. But then you’re no stranger to my brand of discipline. It is going to be more akin to the stage when you’d left school and I took you into my home and installed you in that little schoolroom I’d set up.

				Do you remember how I took control of your life then? Do you remember how I made you leave school as soon as it was legal to do so, how I forbade you to continue on to the sixth-form college with all your friends and from there on to university, as I’m sure you would have otherwise? Instead I put you in that school uniform you hated so much, the very same one you have on right now, didn’t I?

				While all your old friends were carving out a life for themselves, meeting boyfriends, perhaps future husbands, I set you to slaving away on tedious written impositions, hour after hour and month after month, sitting there in your own private classroom, disciplining, spanking and caning you for the slightest infraction or infringement of my rules, until finally I wore you down, completely broke your spirit. Instead of the nice cosy office managerial position or academic post that might have been awaiting you out there in your future I put you to work as a domestic servant - and you are going straight back to being a skivvy when this is over. You do remember what I told you that title, skivvy, means, I suppose?”

				“Yes Miss Daphne. A skivvy is the lowest in a hierarchy of household servants.”

				“Good girl! Well just like back then, if you step out of line you can expect the same sort of long, hard caning I always gave you. It tamed and domesticated you - and you are going to help me achieve the same with young Alice.... Right we’re nearly at the steps to the main entrance, there are five and then you’ll be at the door so then you’ll be standing right in front of your new classmate’s stepmother, so don’t forget to drop a curtsey as I’ve taught you to when I introduce you. I know you can’t elevate your skirt as you should, not with your hands restrained like they are; just do your best to present at least a modicum of elegance.”

				It was while surmounting the stone steps to the portico covered landing that Daphne Larkspear first deigned to formally acknowledge her ex-pupil, smiling and nodding in greeting as she urged her companion forward. The latter was clearly finding difficulty mounting the steep Cotswold stone stair and, coming closer, the reason quickly became easy to see. Although the girl’s shoes were not possessed of high heels - in forming that impression she had been sorely mistaken - a steel ‘D’ link sewn in to a leather tab on each, emanating from the rear just above the heel, had been linked together by a thin leather strap equipped at each end by a metal clip, limiting the girls gait to a mincing restrained step.

				The pair coming closer, it now became apparent that the girl’s glasses were equipped with clip-on safety eye protectors at the sides, these effectively functioning in this application as blinkers and further limiting the girl’s field of vision. The fabric triangle was in fact a grey cape buttoned at the collar and falling to around mid thigh at which point its coverage was continued by the flared flat front of a wraparound kilt-like grey skirt, its razor-sharp rear pleats just visible at the sides and a bright shining giant safety pin-like ornament functioning to hold together the overlap at the front, just above the girl’s left knee.

				A school badge was embroidered to one side - angled just above the skirt hem and below the pin - and was repeated in a much larger form on the cape, over one breast. The girl’s long hair had been plaited in two pig-tails, each tied at its end with a bow formed from a length of broad bottle-green ribbon that was diagonally striped with broad bands of mid-grey. The pig-tails had then been coiled up and pinned at either side of the girl’s head, leaving a few inches free so that stubby vestigial plaits stuck out at both sides, terminating just above the girl’s shoulders.

				The cape was open at the front below the collar, revealing glimpses of a green and white striped blouse that was covered by a fully buttoned mid-grey V-necked cardigan having grey buttons running down its frontage, a broad-striped green-on-grey school tie evident in the ‘V’ of the neckline. The cape itself was trimmed all around by a piped edging of bottle-green as was the skirt, and the cardigan. The whole thing was a veritable symphony of English private boarding school uniform.

				“So you like my schoolchild, then?” Despite her amicable if thin-lipped smile Daphne Larkspear’s tone instantly betrayed the derision she felt for this woman who sought to manipulate her through this, her one weakness.

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment eyed the blushing girl up and down: “Well I have to say that really is a school uniform as it should be; smart yet at the same time belittling, simultaneously symbolizing obedience, discipline, humility and submission to authority... Though I dare say you have taught her enough about submission to authority, hmmm, Daphne?” The girl blushed furiously in response to that last comment, her burning cheeks and downcast eyes confirming that she had indeed been broken to Daphne Larkspear’s will - and in every way conceivable. The woman herself just smiled back, shrugging resignedly:

				“She’s served her time on her knees right enough - isn’t that right, Angel? I call her ‘Angel’ but actually her name is, or rather, was Angelina - like that actress - Angelina Hessington. Far too grand for a serving girl; now she has ‘come of age’ I’ve had her change it by Deed Poll and had her take my own name. Legally she is Angel Larkspear now and what little had been left to her in her mother’s will when she died has passed into my hands, she has not a penny in the world.” Smiling broadly now she turned her attention briefly to the squirming girl at her side: I said; isn’t that right, Angel. Look Mrs Lamberton-Marchment in the eyes, girl. I know I have taught you to feel shame in the things that I make you do and in the way I make you dress and that I have trained you to be shy but it is rude to look away - you must let people see the humiliation you feel, in your eyes.

				The watery pools behind the thick pebble glasses reluctantly lifted, straining to focus through the dense lenses, the girl’s neat little chin lifting. Karen Lamberton-Marchment felt herself blushing; a thrilling little shiver had just run up her spine. It was amazing; Daphne Larkspear had the girl utterly crushed. In fact it was difficult to imagine the girl ever having had any sort of independent spirit in the first place. The thought ran through her: ‘’what if she could do this to her Alice, bring that once arrogant little cow down to the point she had this girl?’ What was more amazing was that the girl seemed to absolutely adore Mrs Larkspear, she practically worshiped her. She had done more than just break the girl’s sprit, she had totally re-educated her, it was as if she had been brainwashed... Daphne Larkspear was speaking again and it broke her train of thought.

				“Yes, she can do more with this than cleaning duties and polishing my boots until they shine - can’t you, Angel?” As she spoke she casually ran a couple of fingers over the girl’s generous bee-stung lips, a little saliva coming off on the black leather of her glove.

				“Yes Miss Daphne.” The reply was quiet, lisping, submissive, the girl’s eyes flickering uncertainly back and forth behind the thick lenses and trying to make sense of the blurred world around her.

				Now that she was up so close to the girl the reason for her impaired speech became clear. A large and undoubtedly heavy stud occupied the very centre of the girl’s tongue, projecting both above and below and obstructing its movement. Mrs Larkspear noticed her ex-pupil’s eyes widen in surprise:

				I had the piercing done to put a check her profanity, back in the days when she had still been apt to be a little rebellious at times. I did try the old ‘mouth soaping’ thing - the traditional cure for profanity - we had to eat our way through many bars of soap before we got you cured. Didn’t we Angel?”

				“Yes Miss Daphne”

				“The last time was when she objected to cleaning those rubber wellies of mine in the manner I demand as proper to her station...” She again brushed her gloved fingers over the squirming girl’s lips, parting them pointedly by way of demonstration as she continued: “...just because she thought I’d stepped in something ‘nasty’.” Reaching around behind her she gave the girl a sharp slap on her bottom through the fabric of the cape: “I gave her something ‘nasty’ all right - didn’t I Angel? Tell Mrs Lamberton-Marchment what you got across your fat behind for that little incident, Angel.

				“Yes Miss Daphne... Eighteen... strokes with the... with the... school cane...Miss...”

				“Ma’am... You address all women other than my self as ‘Ma’am’ and all men as ‘’Sir’. I have told you that before!” Quick as a flash and right before her startled ex-pupil’s eyes she flipped up the back of the girl’s cape and skirt together in one hand, revealing a tight-fitting pair of old fashioned looking bottle-green school knickers that peeked out from beneath the lower edge of what appeared to be some kind of girdle or corset. Slapping her other hand three times in quick succession across the back of the girl’s thighs, the leather of her glove resounding like a pistol shot on the tender flesh, she dropped skirt and cape back in to position, turning back to her ex-pupil and continuing on almost as if nothing had happened.

				“I had to do that in a shop once, right in front of everybody, when she wouldn’t address the shop assistant as Ma’am. That soon taught her. It was in a school outfitters - a traditional little place in a village not far from here, actually. Luckily I know the proprietress and she knew what to expect, so everything was all right. But there had been a couple of younger girls in there and the shop assistant was a girl of her own age and they laughed at her. They hadn’t been particularly subtle about it either; I think it was because of her age and that she was being fitted for a school uniform even though she looked so adult. She had left school by then of course but I had decided to put her in uniform as the first step in taming that rebellious streak she had. A good, well designed school uniform works wonders when it comes to curbing a rebellious teenager... that and a little judicious application of the cane, tawse or strap across her bared behind.”

				“Quite so!” Karen Lamberton-Marchment was doing her best to sound and look nonchalant about the discussion - it was proving a struggle.

				“Well I expect you think eighteen strokes a little excessive but a lesson has to be well learned if it is to stick in the mind. Ordinarily I’d have taken her knickers down just then, by the way, right in front of you, as I did in that shop in front of every body - well the assistant and the proprietress; the other two girls had left by then. But she’s lucky today; it would have been somewhat awkward pulling down her drawers, you’ll see why in a moment or two, once we go inside. She absolutely hates having her knickers pulled down, though. I’ve taught her the value of shame, you see, but also of feminine hygiene - I keep her well depilated down here...” Again Karen Lamberton-Marchment’s eyes bulged with surprise, despite her best endeavours to appear unmoved, as her ex-teacher casually patted the front of the girl’s skirt, noticeably cupping her hand as she did so before continuing: “...and of course she finds the exposure shaming; as she should do. Nature has not been kind to her as regards her appearance ‘down there’ - she is one of those whose labia minor extend notably past her outer lips; it’s an unfortunate look.“

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment noted that the girl’s lips subtly move during that last part, silently forming the word ‘please’, her cheeks so red as to prompt the notion that one might warm one’s hands if one was to hold both palms up to the young thing’s pretty face and her expression betraying the internal prayer that she might die on the spot. But she would not; God would never be so kind to her. Furthermore, Daphne Larkspear had clearly not yet finished tormenting the poor young thing, and she was patently an expert where humiliation was concerned; she knew exactly which buttons to press, her words slicing through the girl’s psyche in a manner more agonizing in its way than the most vicious caning. For a moment she pondered what magnitude of evil, perhaps perpetrated in some previous existence, could have led to the girl having been forsaken so, left to her fate, let alone to have been allowed to fall into this wicked perverted woman’s hands in the first place. She just as quickly shrugged off the notion as nonsense. The girl was the very picture of blame-free innocence; she had done nothing to deserve this, committed no crime, other than perhaps to have been so naive as to have allowed herself to come under Daphne Larkspear’s influence - that was what was so frightening, so horrifying, about it. It was also what was so exciting about it, she realised with a shudder.

				“...But there are times when dropping a girl’s knickers and giving her a taste of the cane just does not cut the mustard, not in isolation. Where frank out-and-out obstinate refusal is met or perhaps some personal taboo must be overcome, sterner measures are required. One must supplement the lesson, reinforce it with some experience more directly related to the, the... difficulty... to be overcome, but in such a way that the original ‘sticking’ point, as it were, becomes preferable by comparison. Of course the role of corporal punishment cannot be overestimated in this approach, in that the cane and the strap must be employed in order to enforce the corrective experience - for want of a better term - that one requires the subject to undergo.

				To go back to the incident with my Wellingtons: As I said; I gave her ‘something nasty’ all right. But not just figuratively speaking, as in that initial caning she received - and those eighteen strokes were merely the preliminary. Oh no. I sat her up the dining room table and presented her with an entire bowlful of that ‘something nasty’ she objected to so much...” Daphne Larkspear paused, watching her ex-pupil’s eyes, allowing time for the implication of her words to sink in before continuing. “... And a spoon! And the promise of a further eighteen strokes of the cane while strapped down across the old Victorian whipping horse I keep in my basement, repeated three times per day - every day - until such a time as that bowl was empty.

				In actuality, after three similar such corrections, albeit of incremental severity, and her having taken the first couple of desert spoonfuls I gave her the option of finishing cleaning my boots as she should have in the first place. I have to say, she did an exemplarily job, plucking every particle from between the treads, lapping every stain from off the rubber and polishing the uppers to such an extent I could almost see my reflection in them by the time she had finished. Such was the enthusiasm engendered in her by being relieved of the onerous task of finishing cleaning out her bowl. But make no mistake: had she still refused I would have had no compunction about making her finish the entire meal - every mouthful - and lick the bowl clean afterwards... isn’t that so, Angel? “

				“I,I... Yes... Miss Daphne.”

				“Of course it helps that she has never had a boyfriend, not a real boyfriend, in the physical sense - have you Angel?”

				No, miss Daphne.”

				“No. I plucked her from school as soon as it was legal to do so. It was a timely intervention as it turned out, before she’d had time to form an intimate relationship, it having been a single sex establishment and all, not to mention being somewhat geographically isolated. It was also no disadvantage that our young lady here had had something of a sheltered background beforehand.

				Of course, had she been allowed to have gone on to sixth form college, it might have been a different story. Especially as that would have been a co-ed establishment, one sharing its intake from a certain boy’s school of dubious reputation. I don’t even allow her to touch these, let alone some randy young lad.” So saying she casually slipped a gloved hand under the open flapped front of the girl’s cape, displacing the vertical folds of draped fabric and revealing a juvenile grey cardigan, the frontage of which stretched across a high, distended bustline that was anything but childlike.

				In the blink of an eye Daphne Larkspear’s hand had slipped through the space between two of the cardigan’s buttons, her fingers moving under the grey fabric and gliding over the smooth green and white surface of the school blouse beneath. Her palm cupping the front of the swollen melon-like feminine exuberance, her nimble fingertips went to work like tweezers, tweaking the thimble protrusion at the centre, the twin of which already distended the fabric of the cardigan on the opposite side like a miniature stumpy tent post.

				In response the red-faced girl groaned, partly in despair, partly through the unmistakable tension of unreleased sexual frustration, expertly built up through weeks if not months of denial. As if in explanation Karen Lamberton-Marchment’s ex-teacher continued on, her hand all the while gently kneading the girl’s uplifted, underwired mammary flesh through the fabric of her school blouse, her fingers rippling beneath the fabric of the girl’s school cardigan like so many fat and loathsome caterpillars on the march.

				“I don’t allow any relief, save under my close supervision - and even that decidedly seldom...” She slipped her hand out from under the cardigan, the grey fabric of the girl’s school uniform cape closing across the evidence of the girl’s embarrassment like the reuniting of the parted waves of the Old Testament Red Sea.

				Barely pausing and bending sideways slightly from the waist, one knee subtly buckling so as to provide a greater range of lateral movement, she stretched a hand downwards - all the while keeping her eyes latched on those of her ex-pupil. Deftly flipping up the abbreviated hem of the girl’s school skirt by means of flexing her wrist, she tucked her middle finger backwards and upwards, tracing out a line along the centre of the well-defined puckered cleft that dominated the front of the girl’s snugly fitted school knickers, drawing her fingertip from the rear to the front and then back again, in an unmistakable, stroking, teasing gesture.

				“...And I never allow her to touch this - not ever. Only I ever touch this. But I may be prepared to make an exception in the case of your young Alice’s tongue - it might make for a salient lesson for her... And vice versa, of course.” She drew her hand away from the younger woman’s crotch, allowing the grey Terylene skirt to drop back into place, the weight of the steel skirt pin drawing the flat fronted skirt straight and tacking together the overlap of the wraparound kilt-like garment. Straightening up she regarded her ex-pupil seriously, a slight frown on her already hard face - handsome rather than beautiful was how some had described it.

				“In fact I have been thinking along these lines since you agreed to house my Angel here with your young Alice, and I have to say I agree with your view: At the start young Alice needs to be isolated from outside influences - of that there can be no doubt. But at the same time there are certain advantages to allowing her a modicum of contact with Angel.

				Let me explain: It is quite natural to seek to form allegiances in the type of situation your Alice now finds herself in, to seek mutual support. But of course Angel, here, is very much mine - body and soul - and can be relied upon to report back any act of rebellion young Alice might attempt, however slight it might be. Now, once Alice finds herself betrayed - that she does not enjoy the support of her fellow classmate and cannot rely on her to conspire with - she will feel more isolated than ever. In fact she will feel more isolated, in a way, than if she were actually on her own in and in solitary confinement. Indeed, if anything she will find herself under pressure to conform to Angel’s mode of behaviour. Later we will do well to draw the girls into forming a relationship between them, but in the early stages we will have to wear down young Alice’s natural resistance first... Shall we go inside?”

				It was telling that her ex-teacher should have invited herself inside before being formally asked in such a manner. Had almost anyone else shown such temerity Karen Lamberton-Marchment would have undoubtedly quite visibly bristled.

				As it was she stepped aside, swinging back the heavy ancient oak door to allow the pair to pass, noting with no little sense of satisfaction Daphne Larkspear’s petite companion dropping yet another of her neat but strangely stiff little curtsies as she crossed the threshold, wondering again as to the lack of involvement of the girl’s hands. Now, within the comfortable confines of the echo-swamped, broad, parquet-floored hallway, the sound of their voices and foot-falls barely deadened by the collection of late medieval tapestries lining the walls, so many such questions were about to be addressed at once.

				“Let’s just pop this off - it’s far too warm in here for this.” Having divested herself of her tweed jacket and deposited it willy-nilly over the back of a red-leather upholstered chair by the side of the door, Daphne Larkspear now turned to her young companion, whipping smartly around in front of the latter and reaching for the button at the collar of her cape. Seconds later and she was lifting the shape-defying kite-like garment from the younger woman’s shoulders, the thing sliding away, rendered near frictionless by dint of its satiny grey nylon lining. Beneath the cape was revealed a figure that, as it came into view, fairly took Karen Lamberton-Marchment’s breath away.

				It was not so much the juxtaposition of the girl’s mature curvaceous voluptuousness enwrapped within a garb that due to its juvenile connotations - it being very much a genuine British public school uniform in most respects - argued against it, as the streamlined sleekness of the silhouette being unveiled that shocked her. There emerged from beneath the camouflaging triangular tent of woven polyester the classic couture-sculpted hourglass figure, the exaggerated, almost inhuman, form of which confirmed the original impression she had formed based on a glimpse she had had of the bottom of what had appeared to be some form of corset. But it was a near perfect spindle-like silhouette the girl presented, other than for the twin protuberances at her front - these being set unnaturally high up on the girl’s chest and near conical in profile - a sculpted perfection unsullied by the distraction of limbs.

				It was like observing some mythical ‘Venus De Millo’ figure in school uniform - certainly there was little evidence of the existence of the girl’s arms to upset the picture, save for a vague drainpipe-thin outline running down the girl’s sides and a thickening across what would ordinarily be the hollow at the small of the back. That latter protrusion was largely swallowed up by the protuberance of the girl’s notably chubby buttocks anyhow, the pleats at the rear of her skirt falling like a curtain to mid-way down the back of her thighs - though certainly no further - and presenting a charming enhancement.

				What was even more remarkable was the way in which this apparent unfortunate loss of the girl’s upper limbs had been accommodated - though of course Lady Lamberton-Marchment knew this to be an illusion, having previously encountered the indentured young thing slaving away on her hands and knees at her ex-teacher’s home. Though correctly tailored in all other respects, both the cardigan and the blouse beneath it - though the latter could not be viewed in detail at this point due to the design of the cardigan itself - had been made without sleeves or any other consideration given to the existence of upper torso appendages. The sides of the cardigan were panelled to take into account the inward curvature of the feminine waistline and the swell of the hips but were continuous from shoulders to hips without any opening. Similarly the blouse - once brought in to view upon the unbuttoning of the cardigan - although sporting fetching, feminine puffball shoulders, possessed tailored in-sweeping sides that were unbroken by any hint of a sleeve or other opening.

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment’s unspoken question was answered even as her jaw dropped open, almost before it had fully formed in her own mind in fact: Turning from the coat hook on which she had now strung the girl’s cape the remarkable Daphne Larkspear smiled knowingly at her ex-pupil, nodding towards the red faced young girl awkwardly standing and looking embarrassed in her strange, almost cylindrical, school uniform.

				“I had the corset made especially by a corsetiere I sought out on the ‘web. It is traditional in almost all respects - being based on a commercially available open-bottomed corselette - but possesses additional lace-up sleeves running down each side that restrain the upper arms and that cross over at the small of the back to restrain the forearms also.

				The special - what I like to call her ‘outdoor’ - school uniform, on the other hand, was actually an awful lot easier to come by. Acquiring that simply came down to contacting the manufacturers and explaining that there was a young lady - sadly doubly disabled - who did not wish to wear prosthetics and who did not wish to unnecessarily draw attention to her disability by having empty sleeves draping and flopping all over the place.

				The cape on the other hand was supplied pretty much as you see it now. It is an archaic garment dating back to the nineteen-fifties and worn only now on special occasions at the public school I took the inspiration for the uniform from - but as far as my girl is concerned it is de rigueur any time she is out of the house. But saying that - today is only the second time in two years she has been outside of my four walls.”

				“And you would see my Alice restrained in this manner?”

				“Only if leaving the confines of the house - unless you’d like otherwise, of course. I could easily arrange to instigate this or some other similar alternative restraint measure fulltime, if you would prefer. Speaking personally, though, I prefer to see a girl trained to restrain herself - through discipline in its own right, if you understand me.”

				“Quite so, Mrs Larkspear”. Karen Lamberton-Marchment kicked herself immediately the words left her lips. She so much wanted to have addressed the woman as ‘Daphne’ yet still it came out as ‘Mrs Larkspear’... Pathetic, she thought - I’m going to have to put my foot down here at some point.

				“And where is young Miss Alice now, if you don’t mind me asking? Only I think it best that she isn’t introduced to young Angel here until I have had time to change her back into her ‘indoor uniform’.”

				“Sulking upstairs in her room over my removal of her television viewing privileges, as you yourself suggested; probably reading, given she has little else to do since I took away her CD player and radio.”

				“But nevertheless in full school uniform, I take it?”

				“Oh yes, of course. I put her in her new things as soon as they arrived, around two weeks ago. She has worn nothing else during her waking hours since; in fact she has nothing else to wear since I cleared her wardrobe but her uniform.” Karen Lamberton-Marchment gave a little laugh before continuing. “I have to say; it’s very much a genuine school uniform, isn’t it? I mean to say; I guess I imagined some sort of fantasy ‘make-believe’ outfit for some reason or other - the sort of thing that one sees marketed at young women her age on the Internet.”

				Mrs Daphne Larkspear sighed resignedly as she answered, turning back towards her young companion and she replied. “You have to understand the aims here; putting her in school uniform is not an end in itself but rather part of the means to that end - and to reach that end point requires that her freewill be thoroughly and irrevocably broken. Putting her in a restrictive and personality-quenching school uniform, curbing her under strict schoolroom discipline forced to perform hour upon unending tedious hour of soul destroying written impositions under the yoke of the strap and the cane - these things are part of that wearing-down process, designed to erode both her self-confidence and defiance.

				So yes, the uniform you will have received for your Alice is very much the genuine article, albeit with certain provisos. For example, the skirt I specified is actually based on the ‘games’ skirt worn for sports and physical education at the school concerned but with the addition of the skirt or kilt pin, as it is sometimes called, to add to the formality of the look. The blouse is the very same as worn by the girls at school, although I’ve specified the incorporation of stiffening plastic inserts in the collar and cuffs to add to the feeling of restriction and a higher, closer fitting collar for the same reason. The cardigan, tie and school knickers are exactly as supplied to the school, other than for the insignia I have had added to the cardigan and the breast pocket of the blouse in place of the original school badge designed, quite frankly, to augment that all-important aspect of humiliation. The school knickers are something of a different story and you will have noticed that among those that I have forwarded to for Alice are several pairs based on the original pattern externally but modified internally to allow for certain... shall we say... specialised applications.”

				All the time she had been speaking Daphne Larkspear had been busily working away at the buttons of her companion’s school cardigan as the latter stood passively with her head slightly bowed in that sweetly submissive manner only ever achieved in a most thoroughly broken filly. Slipping the strange tubular garment off the girl’s shoulders and folding it over the crook of her arm, a crackle of static evident as the woollen-polyester mix fabric sloughed off over the 100% polyester blouse beneath it, she now went to work on the girl’s tightly knotted school tie. Murmuring “just lift your chin a moment for Miss Daphne, honey, there’s a good girl” she momentarily glanced back over her shoulder at the woman who was now ostensibly her employer before returning to her task, simultaneously continuing with the conversation as her fingers plucked at the neatly tied knot at the girl’s throat.

				“So tell me, Mrs Lamberton-Marchment...” There was a slight note of derision at the double-barrelled name this time, something that did not slip by unnoticed by aforementioned Lady Lamberton-Marchment - she would have to say something, now. “... Did you have much trouble putting young Alice in uniform that first-time?”

				“Not as much as you might imagine, considering the shame one would expect a young woman of her calendar age would experience through being made to wear school uniform, and especially in view of the fact that she never at any point had to wear school uniform even when she was actually at school. I handed out a nice long hard caning beforehand, to impress upon her and reiterated my authority as much as anything else. But I daresay that I could have got her into uniform without the threat of the cane had I wanted to persevere and wait her out.”

				“And you already have her accepting corporal punishment from you? Just like that?” A rising inflection of incredulity had entered the ex-teacher’s tone. Having drawn the school tie from around her charge’s neck, adding it to the cardigan draped over the crook of her elbow, she was now busying herself unfastening the girl’s striped school blouse. Having unbuttoned the high, stiff collar she was now working her way down the buttoned front of that strangely tailored garment, one crafted without either sleeves or arm holes of any kind. The contoured outline of the girl’s nipples could be plainly seen pressing out into the stiff starchy fabric and as the constraint of its buttoning was gradually relieved and the front of the blouse peeled open the reason for their prominence now became clear. Slowly coming into view was what appeared to be an old-fashioned corset or corselette but one which, although it appeared to extend over the girl’s shoulders in the conventional manner, had otherwise the appearance of being an under-bust garment, its bra cups being high-slung, underwired and yet open fronted. Beginning to tug free the bottom of the girl’s blouse from the abbreviated school skirt’s waistband Daphne Larkspear paused to glance back over a shoulder before continuing. “You seem to have already taken control of the girl to a quite astounding extent - if you don’t mind my saying so - even without my aid.”

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment found herself struggling to suppress a note of exasperation from entering her voice; it was an effort almost as fraught as disguising the astonishment she felt as Daphne Larkspear’s companion’s youthful yet heavy breasts bounced into view, thrusting forward through apertures in the front of the boned white corset and balanced on underwired quarter cup supports as if presented on serving dishes. The fact was that she had thought she had made quite clear the nature of the hold she had over her stepdaughter and the complicity of her doctor friend in all of this. In fact she had even asked to be introduced to the good doctor, citing that she had certain issues of her own that she could usefully consult with the doctor on, though she had been somewhat vague.

				“Well, with regards to the issue of the imposition of corporal punishment; it definitely was not ‘just like that’. As for the influence I wield over her; it has not been so much the case of my taking control of the girl as Alice herself having handed me control over her. After all, I didn’t ask her to get herself addicted, did I? I put her in touch with Dr Ecclestone, organised the supply of a drug substitute for treatment. The price for all that concern was that I take responsibility for Alice’s decisions and control of her life - and as I control her access to that substitute, my word is law.

				There are disagreements of course; but when there are it is just a matter of time, of waiting. She always has to back down in the end - and she knows it. Your job, as I am sure you understand, is to use that leverage and take that level of control one step further. I want Alice to become as dependent on you and I - as individuals - as she is dependent on that narcotic substitute her doctor has her on.”

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment couldn’t quite believe she’d actually said that last part, but as she looked on the scene unfolding before her was affecting her in ways she hadn’t prepared herself for. The blouse had now joined both the cardigan and tie slung across Daphne Larkspear’s forearm leaving the blushing girl standing with her breasts on display like some tempting trifling item offered on display in a shop window thrust outwards from a boned wasp-waisted corset from which sprung at the narrowest point of the waist a grey mid-thigh-length kilt-like wrapover school skirt, flat panelled at the front and sharply knife pleated at the rear.

				The corset itself had running down either side lacing that served to constrain two tubular compartments. These pipe-like laced compartments, upon reaching the waist, crossed over at the small of the back where an additional strap and buckle arrangement further secured them and clearly contained the girl’s arms. Reaching for the side of the skirt the ex-teacher unfastened the safety pin-like skirt pin at the hem, dropped a zip and unhitched a clip at the waist and without further ado whipped off the girl’s skirt in one move.

				Young Angel Larkspear was now left standing in a white restraint corset, for want of a better description, and a pair of exceedingly snug-fitting bottle-green school knickers of a superficially traditional appearance, their elasticated trunk-style legs extending down almost to the point where her skirt hem had been moments before. It transpired that two or three of the lower clasps at the front of corset had to be released before the girl’s knickers could be pulled down, the latter’s waistband being locked around the girl’s waist beneath the foundation garment as young Alice’s now so often were. Instructing the hideously embarrassed looking young girl to turn around, the ex-teacher slowly peeled down the extremely close-fitting, clingy fabric, the back seam easing its way out from it’s seat deep within the cleft separating the girl’s notably chubby buttock cheeks.

				Looking on Karen Lamberton-Marchment found herself, despite her best efforts, unable to stifle a startled gasp. Angel Larkspear’s rounded buttocks were a patchwork of literally dozens of thin, discoloured, reddened lines, all crisscrossing this way and that, some extending around the sides of the globes and streaking across the dimples, others reaching up and under the overhang and disappearing deep into the crease at the top of the girl’s thighs.

				“The work of the martinet, Karen... I may call you Karen?” Daphne Larkspear paused, her quizzically arched eyebrows coupled with her faintly amused expression signalling that she fully expected her ex-pupil’s consent.

				Karen Lamberton-Marchment hesitated, frowning, before answering. She knew of the Martinet right enough through what she, herself had long recognised as a somewhat unhealthy, not to mention unseemly, interest with corporal punishment that she had developed over the years. The latter was an obsession born of too many long and lonely nights spent ‘web surfing’ with Alice’s father away on his frequent and frequently protracted ‘business trips’ coupled with the intermittent temptation of the low-hanging fruit exemplified by his teenaged daughter’s succulent pear-shaped rear and more than ample bosom.

				Given a free rein she would have had his daughter transferred there and then, when first she had been introduced to the girl, to the sort of strict finishing school that might have employed such a disciplinary measure, had such an establishment survived much beyond the demise of the nineteenth centaury. An overly self assured, chatty, vivacious and spirited young thing, she would have loved to have seen Alice confined in a secure convent high up in the French Alps somewhere, stifled in a strict regimented school uniform and curbed by even stricter ‘no-talking’ rules enforced by cane and martinet-wielding nuns. In her mind’s eye this had always been the kind of establishment where one could cross certain palms with silver to ensure that what was returned would be a tractable, compliant, submissive domesticated sop, a husk of a girl emptied of spirit and cleansed of even the notion of defiance.

				Now she had been given a clearer picture of that fuzzily imagined endpoint. Now she saw that returning girl as one readied to swap one uniform for another, one more suited to the kind of domesticated servitude she had seen Daphne Larkspear’s girl reduced to. Her mind flitted back to the ‘domestic training’ uniform that had been delivered along with the rest of her stepdaughter’s new school uniform attire - the severe button-through dress with its contrasting stiff high collar and equally stiff cuffs, the matching cap and apron that went with it and the uncompromisingly tight rubber girdle and tan stockings that went beneath it - and her eyes instinctively flicked across to where her tall, glossed-green designer rubber Wellingtons waited muddied on the mat beside the door.

				In the blink of an eye the redoubtable Ms Lamberton-Marchment found herself yet again reflecting on that visit she had made to Daphne Larkspear’s home some weeks previously. Her mind whisked back to what she had been told about young Angel Larkspear’s duties as regards cleaning and polishing her mistress’s near identical fashion boots and how the girl was obliged to use her velvety young tongue for the task. Then her eyes fell once again on the fine mesh of raised red lines decorating Mrs Larkspear’s girl’s delectable heart-shaped backside and her mind was brought back to the surreal fantasy that was in actuality the present. Some of the more historic-looking, faded, slightly pinkish-brown, tracks looked to be permanent; a permanent branding of shame.

				In inexpert hands - depending on its construction - the martinet could do that, mark a girl permanently; she had heard of such things happening. But she suspected that Daphne Larkspear would be anything but naive when it came to the use of the martinet, nor when it came to its construction. Indeed she had little doubt that the woman would have custom specified the construction of her implement or implements - there was no doubt she would have more than one, each designed for different purposes - down to the most tedious of minutiae.

				Having the appearance of a short, stiff, though occasionally flexible baton with a loop for one’s wrist at one end and a host of leather fronds gathered at the other the martinet could be a fearsome beast. In the right hands - and those of Daphne Larkspear were definitely the right hands - the martinet or one of its variants could be the ultimate threat. And she had seen many variants in her virtual travels: The French Domestic Martinet sprung from the flagellarium, beloved of the Roman Empire, as a more manageable short-handled version, and just as the latter may have utilised supple bull hide, harness leather or, much more frequently, knotted hemp or flax cords to form the tails of the flogger so the martinet too could be found, or could be made to order, utilising a variety of materials of different cross sections to form the half-dozen or so thongs depending on one’s intent.

				Ordinarily whatever the material, but especially if of traditional leather, the thongs would be rounded to avoid breaking the skin but she knew, too, that variants existed possessing square section, hexagonal or even triangular cut-leather thongs, the naturally sharp edges of which could hardly fail to leave some trace of their kiss on the miscreant’s flesh. She had heard tell of the use of tails made from long slender fronds of a particularly pliant and flexible moulded plastic of square, triangular or even star-shaped cross-section, the whole raison d’etre of which - reading between the lines - had seemed to be that the edges of the thongs did not ‘dull’ over time with usage.

				The latter she had come across as part of an intranet search result which had caused her to blunder on to what had quickly become apparent as some sort of religious fundamentalist website ranting on about godly modesty and pious decency what it described as ‘proper and correct feminine shame’. The aforementioned implement of the ‘righteous scourging of the soul’ was recommended where chasing the ‘devilment’ from the more ‘flighty’ modern young miss was the task at hand and where enforcing a suitable ‘modesty of dress’ was the aim. In particular the instrument was recommended for use in conjunction with what the website described as ‘dress discipline’ and more particularly in breaking a girl’s reliance on, and preference for, ‘modern obscenely brief panties’, thongs and other ‘ frills and fripperies of immodesty’. It was suggested the instrument be put to use wherever and whenever an objection might be raised against the wearing of the full-bodied style ‘modesty-knickers’ prescribed - a style that from the illustrations no self-respecting teenage girl or young woman would want to be seen dead in; an all-encompassing waist to near mid-thigh garment with elasticated sides, tummy panel and deep leg cuffs that seemed to share, as she remembered it, a remarkable homology with the school-style knickers that young Angel had been kitted out with.

				The technique apparently involved the implement being judiciously applied around and about the rear of a girl’s thighs, well below what the website clumsily described as the ‘bikini point’, by which it clearly inferred any point below that area of flesh ordinarily covered by modern briefs or bikini style knickers but that would be covered by the prescribed form of underwear. This approach was said to be particularly efficacious in conjunction with the wearing of a suitably abbreviated skirt and particularly so if it might be arranged that the girl ‘overhear’ one of two embarrassing or hurtful remarks.

				Testimonials abounded showing just that; blonde haired, gum-chewing, denim-clad delinquent mall-rat types in one set of photographs - all freckle-bridged upturned noses, some with well tanned thighs on show below skin-tight shorts, one of two wearing roller skates. The other set of shots, she remembered, the success stories, featured malleable prim and proper young misses with downcast eyes and bowed heads each decorously attired in identical grey frocks- a couple of shades or so up from slate. The latter, possessing long plain white button cuffs at the wrists, high-buttoning white, shirt-style collars, fully enclosing tailored bodices fastened by ugly looking but functional dark buttons that ran all the way up the front to the collar and ‘puffed’ or pleated shoulders, looked suitably archaically modest and chaste in every way imaginable and what with the heavy-looking fabric with its almost satin-like sheen, nipped-in, stiff looking ‘boned’ bodice and unnaturally elevated but well covered bustline would not have looked out of place in a late Victorian parlour.

				Modest and chaste in every way imaginable indeed, save for one aspect; although in every appearance from the waist up a restrained, repressive, almost puritanical Victorian frock - an impression enhanced in the head-and-shoulders-only shots by the ubiquitous matching Victorian style bonnet and plain open fronted bolero jacket - from the waist down was where all that puritanical modesty came grinding to a grating, almost disorientating halt. Where one might have expected, based on those head and shoulder shots, a billowing if plain floor-sweeping arrangement of petticoats, skirts and overskirts there was nothing other than shapely legs encased in grey stockings teetering on feet encased in perilously high-heeled little black Victorian style, button fastening, ankle boots below around the mid-thigh point whereupon the frock came to an abrupt incongruously abbreviated hem, albeit suitably billowing as if stiffened in some manner and looking as if a genuine Victorian frock had merely had the lower part of its skirt chopped off.

				It had been a remarkable website but puzzling; all that stuff about modesty in dress and decency had seemed to exist in an awkward uneasy balance alongside all that stuff about skirts with abbreviated hemlines and the rest. The addition of a frilled white pinafore in one or two of the pictures with a mob cap replacing the bonnet had seem to tell what it was really all about - that one simple change converted what seemed to be some form of disciplinary humiliation into an image of simple and degrading servitude.

				But then again, despite the obvious hypocrisy being bandied around she knew she would be visiting that site again - and soon now that Daphne Larkspear was about to come into Alice’s life. Since the woman was such an expert with the martinet it seemed only right she be equipped with the best. And that particular website undoubtedly had the best. It was also where she had encountered a martinet that used fronds of fine glass fibres, each with its own even finer thread like core of lead to add weight. That plastic fronded martinet they made could also be supplied with a very thin lead core in every strand. There were leather stranded ones having a little bead of lead shot embedded at the tip of each strand and specialised heavier stranded martinets designed for use on the soles of a girl’s feet.

				There were also certain designs she had come across elsewhere that were specifically designed to be applied to the breasts and martinets with especially light weight fronds that had been formulated to be applied to the genitals in such a way as to sting and burn without creating bruising of any kind. Created apparently to ‘treat’ masturbation or sexual wantonness, focusing the punishment in such a manner at the seat of the problem, so to speak, along with uttering the right comments at the time and in conjunction with certain other psychosexual approaches was said to induce sexual repression if carried out correctly (or incorrectly most would say) potentially leaving a young woman, over time, emotionally and psychologically blocked from achieving ultimate satisfaction.

				It had read like a form of psychological neutering, leaving a girl sexually crippled through the deliberate induction of some sort of psychosexual trauma - it seemed cruel, but with Alice in mind, deliciously so, though she doubted such an approach would ever work. She was wrong in that assumption, as it was to turn out, although as yet didn’t know that fact. She wasn’t even sure where she would go with the idea if it did turn out to have a basis in fact. As for the idea of leaving Alice’s bottom and thighs permanently marked, though; in that she had no doubt whatsoever. And there was something even more deeply and dubiously sexual about the idea of punishing a girl’s breasts, especially if it left the subject with a shaming crisscrossing patterned reminder of that chastisement for life.

				No, she knew all about the martinet, all right, practically everything that was to be known. Her frown had been for a different reason, one that had more to do with her relationship with her ex-teacher, more specifically with that woman’s growing familiarity. She held the upper hand and intended to keep things that way. If she was to firmly re-stamp her authority on the proceedings then this was the moment she had been waiting for. At the same time, though, she felt strangely ill at ease, uncertain of herself. Partly it was something hung over from the awe she had felt as a young girl standing in front of this woman in her classroom. Partly it was the sense of awe she felt now, albeit in denial, as to the way in which this physically unimposing austere looking tweedy matriarch had come to dominate this wonderfully, delightfully, pretty young thing to the point at which she had been able to take absolutely everything from her, even her name. To think that this woman might be able to achieve similar with her stepdaughter, her Alice...

				“I think I would rather we kept our working relationship on a more formal basis for the time being...” She paused for thought for a moment before adding: “At least in so far as the girls are concerned.” She winced inwardly at the weakness betrayed by the last part of her assertion, scolding herself as she saw the knowing smile twitching around the corners of her ex-teacher’s mouth and telling of that woman’s all too correct reading of the situation. She drew in a deep breath before continuing - she had to correct this; and now! “...And it’s Lady Lamberton-Marchment by the way. I don’t want to labour the point but I feel that the title underlines my authority in Alice’s eyes. In any case I am thinking of reverting to my old maiden name in the near future and so, if you find the double-barrelled thing cumbersome, Lady Marchment will do just fine.” There, she’d said it - that hadn’t been so difficult... had it?

				And yet, in truth it had. Now reading the displeasure in her ex-teachers expression - albeit well camouflaged - and sensing Mrs Daphne Larkspear’s cold, appraising eyes sweeping her up and down, she became aware of her chin dropping and her gaze averting as if a chastised child. Indeed under the woman’s steely stare it was all she could do to stop herself from apologising and her hands from drifting in front of her skirt and crossing at the wrist in the classic pose of contrition that Daphne Larkspear had always demanded of ‘her girls’ when a teacher.

				It was a measure of the woman’s sheer power of will - she had not even been one of ‘her girls’, at least not one of those who had been subjected to Daphne Larkspear’s approach. A cold shower one morning, a caning the next, a cold shower the day after and so on and so on - that’s how it went, day after day after day. She always preferred straight heterosexual girls. Her claim had been that she could ‘turn’ any girl. But more than that; she used to say that given sufficient time not only could she ‘turn’ a girl but that she could make that change permanent and that furthermore the girl would come to love her with a devotion beyond measure, like a puppy dog for its mistress. Of course in the school environment she had never had ‘sufficient’ time - she had been talking of a timescale of years. But of course at this point she had had a girl under her wing over a timescale of years and Karen Lamberton-Marchment couldn’t help but wonder what that had done to this ‘Angel’ of hers sexuality. And what could she do with Alice’s sexual identity given that ‘sufficient time’ of hers? She was about to find out.

				“Face front, Angel, dear.” Mrs Larkspear had turned her attention back to her cringing charge - much to the relief of the rapidly weakening Karen Lamberton-Marchment. Despite having been drawn down at the rear the girl’s knickers steadfastly remained in place at the crotch. Indeed, there was a pronounced intimate ‘dimple’ at the crotch even though the now unfastened waistband drooped deeply, revealing much of the girl’s pleasantly rounded lower belly. Mrs Larkspear stood to one side, bending at the waist like a store demonstrator showing off some new product. She slowly peeled the clinging fabric down the girl’s plump milky thighs until only that inwardly folded portion of the gusset remained in place, the fact that the girl was kept thoroughly depilated being made patently clear. Then she eased the slightly tented fabric away from the girl’s most intimate region and the dimple remained. The fabric came away from the girl’s glistening lips with gooey silvery strings of arousal hanging momentarily like spidery threads as the gusset reluctantly pulled away, reviling the ‘dimple’ to be the external manifestation of an inwardly penetrating wedge of soft, silky rubbery plastic.

				This latter hillock was festooned all over its surface with fine filaments interspersed by little rubbery bumps. It had at its centre a long protrusion about the width of a slender finger that slowly slid out of the depths of the girl’s body to then droop forward under its own weight. This latter appeared to possess a notably springy character and had a slightly bulbous tip that appeared to be weighted in some manner and that swung and sprung to and thro.

				“I call it my little teaser.” Daphne Larkspear smiled back at her ex-pupil as she offered her words of explanation. “There is another little rubbery bobble thingy here at the rear that I am sure feels quite disconcertingly pleasant once it nestles its way up against her anus.” Squatting slightly now, Daphne Larkspear tilted the gusset of the girls knickers, the greyish polythene interior contrasting starkly with the more conventional bottle-green fabric exterior and glistening with sweat and stringy feminine secretions - evidence of the girl’s undoubted arousal. “It just sort of jiggles and tickles - doesn’t it dear?”

				“Yes Miss Daphne.” The girl looked now like she wanted to die, her cheeks burning more than ever - if that was humanly possible.

				“...Against that little bum-hole of yours - isn’t that right, Angel?”

				“Yes Miss Daphne.”

				“It tickles against your... what? Your what, Angel?” Daphne Larkspear seemed determined to drag every last vestige of pride out of the girl. But then Karen Lamberton-Marchment had begun to understand now: The whole point of all this was to pull the girl down in front of her as soon as possible to underline in the girl’s mind that from this moment forth she was to be as much at the beck and call of Karen Lamberton-Marchment - and indeed that of her house keeper - as Daphne Larkspear herself.

				“My, my... b,bbum-hole... Miss Daphne... It, it, it tickles my little bum-hole.... Miss Daphne.” The girl was obviously very well rehearsed but clearly was struggling with this particularly cleverly formed insult to her dignity.

				“Then of course there is this...” Moving on from that particular thread of torment for a moment Mrs Larkspear drew a finger along a beard of fine polythene filaments that ran like a silky soft comb-like structure through the centre of the gusset, from the little conical ‘bobble’ at the rear to the early slopes of the wedge-like structure at the front. “Quite maddeningly soft; just barely brushes the sensitive flesh along this region here.” In demonstration she drew a slender finger along the girl’s crutch, the long nail barely brushing the girl’s skin. In response the girl gave out, not a little shivery sigh, but rather a full-blooded, passionately open-mouthed gasp.

				“Ah you see how sensitive she has become - but I guess that is how one becomes if one is never allowed relief. All this temptation and torment and never any release - can you just imagine how that would make one feel? The sheer frustration? Personally, I’d rather not find out - that’s what I have angel for.” Daphne Larkspear laughed mockingly, all the time drawing her finger back and forth, then letting her other fingers join in the fun, blatantly cupping the girl’s sex with her palm, her digits curling, caressing and exploring like the tentacles of some deranged sea anemone. The girl for her part was instantly driven into a paroxysm of writhing near-ecstasy, her eyes closing and her mouth slack with passion. The ex-teacher began to rub her palm back and forth over the girl’s genitals, more and more vigorously almost as if deliberately trying to give the girl the release she clearly craved.

				The girl was whimpering now, clearly approaching her goal, her hips rocking to the rhythm of her mistress’s satin-skin hand. Yet at the same time Karen Lamberton-Marchment could see the girl’s brow furrowing more and more deeply as if the closer she was coming to her release the more stressed she was becoming also. Karen Lamberton-Marchment looked on as if hypnotised as, at a certain point, the girl’s mounting excitement appeared to plateau, as if for some reason despite Daphne Larkspear’s undoubtedly enthusiastic efforts the stimulation was not quite sufficient to take her over the edge. Daphne Larkspear looked back at her ex-pupil over one shoulder, smiling, her fingers still working away at their frustrating magic:

				“What she needs of course, like most young women, is a little clitoral stimulation - and that is exactly what she isn’t getting. This little ‘teaser’ thingy in her knickers is designed to do just about everything else other than touch the clitoris and the little springy weighted probe thing in the centre is designed to stimulate the internal walls of the vagina but insufficiently to provide for a so-called ‘vaginal orgasm’. But just to be on the safe side there is a little rubber cap protecting her clitoris from stimulation and that clips on to a couple of silver wire piercings.” She drew her hand away, her fingers looking sticky, leaving the girl standing, gasping for breath, tears of frustration running down her face, her arms and upper torso still tightly enwrapped in the ‘restraint corset’ and her knickers lying on the floor around her ankles like a puddle of bottle green nylon and slick greyish PVC.

				“Step out of your knickers please, Angel and stop that whimpering unless you want Mrs... sorry, Lady Lamberton-Marchment... Lady Marchment to see how I bend you over and cane your arse.” She stroked the girl’s cheek almost tenderly as she spoke, having straightened up, despite her authoritative tone.

				“There, there, Angel; I know you’re all worked up but if you’re good, once we’ve been to the room that Lady Marchment has been kind enough to provide you with as a bedroom, got that corset off you and got you into what will be your normal indoor school uniform while you are staying here I might just let you have a little wank. Look! I’ll even pop out that little rubber clitoral hood thing for you; it only takes me a second or two to unclip it and off it comes, see?”

				Daphne Larkspear dropped down on her haunches, her tweed skirt tight around her broad mature bottom. A couple of seconds later and she was back on her feet, a small black rubbery thimble-like object between her finger and thumb. “A nice little wank - that’s something to look forward to, eh? It will have to be under supervision of course, I’m sure that Lady Marchment will be fascinated to see how a frustrated little filly like you masturbates. And I appreciate that you have been having difficulties reaching orgasm for quite some time now but perhaps if you try hard, really, really hard, then perhaps this time you’ll make it, just this once.”

				Once again Daphne Larkspear glanced back over her shoulder at her new employer, smiling with a sort of force sympathy: “Yes, the poor thing never seems to be able to quite get there, these days, even on the rare occasions that I allow her little privacy rather than have her do it under my instruction.” She gave little mock laugh as she continued. “Oh dear! You don’t think I might be the cause, do you Lady Marchment? It’s just that she seems to have become so repressed in that department since she’s been with me.

				My, though; she used to go at it ‘hammer and tongs’ if one left her alone in those early days - I don’t think she realised that I could see and hear everything that was going on in her room. I had to have those security systems in place in case of break-ins of course; I imagine you have something similar in place here. Anyway, obviously one cannot have that sort of lewd behaviour going on behind closed doors; it’s deceitful, secretive. But then again I understand the needs of a young woman of her age. I thought that if I was to provide her with some sort of limited outlet - but one that was disciplined, under instruction and supervision, if you understand me - then she might be granted the occasional release from the lusts that seem to plague her while at the same time learning to be more decorous, more open about it.” Daphne Larkspear gave a sympathetic shrug, one that seemed far from sincere somehow, as she went on. “The trouble is I can’t help wondering if I haven’t ended up in inducing some sort of neurosis or something in her It seems to me that the harder she tries to bring herself off, the closer she gets to release, the more concerned she seems to become that she isn’t going to get there and the more stressed she becomes - I guess the whole thing becomes a vicious circle.” Once again she stroked the girl’s cheek in that motherly way of hers. “Still we must keep trying, eh, sweetie?”

				“Yes Miss Daphne.” At the mention of all this girl had blanched, her face looking pained as much as humiliated her brow furrowing. The impression was almost one of dread, as if she dreaded the thought of as much as trying to bring herself release, even if given the privacy to do so and despite her obvious sexual frustration.

				Daphne Larkspear smiled sweetly as she prepared to lead the girl away. “So we’ll just get you all kitted out like a good little schoolgirl and then we can come back here and you can kneel on that floor cushion over there in front of Lady Marchment and myself and we will see if you can manage it this time. I’ll even let you take off your school knickers rather than try to rub yourself through them, though of course the rest of your school uniform will have to stay on and I’ll expect you to kneel up keeping a good straight back throughout, holding up the front of your skirt with your other hand so we can keep an eye on what you’re up to.

				I’ll tell you what; I just thought of a good idea. Perhaps it would help if I were to promise you six strokes of the cane in front of Lady Marchment if you don’t get there; it might help you stay focussed on those mental exercises I’ve given you to try and help you remain relaxed as you feel release coming. I think what we do is we’ll place the cane on the floor in front of you as a reminder of the importance in focusing on becoming more relaxed as you feel your orgasm building and we’ll let you have perhaps three attempts, with six of the best across your bottom after each failed attempt. We’ll give you plenty of time but we don’t have all day so I’ll be ringing that little bell of mine when time is running out just like at home, so you will have fair warning.

				Perhaps Lady Marchment might be kind enough to give you one of your thrashings? I know you’re going to try your hardest but we both know that is unlikely you’ll make it on your first attempt. Or perhaps Lady Marchment might prefer her housekeeper to wield the cane while she looks on... Lady Marchment?”

				For a second or two Karen Lamberton-Marchment was struck uncharacteristically speechless. She was still struggling with the concept of what Daphne Larkspear had clearly been doing to the girl. Whatever those ‘mental exercises’ Mrs Larkspear had mentioned were about she doubted very much that they had anything much to do with any beneficial effect on the poor girl. The principal seemed to be to associate as much psychological stress as possible with the act of masturbation, principally in so far as reaching culmination was concerned, in the guise of ‘helping’ her overcome the very barrier that this treatment was surely designed to create...

				“Lady Marchment?”

				“Oh, yes, yes. Of course I’ll cane her if you think it would help”

				“So, shall I take her down to that room you showed me last time, the one you said you’d allocate as her bedroom... Lady Marchment?

				“The basement room, you mean?”

				“Yes, exactly! I know there was ample space up on the top floor, in that attic complex of yours, before you so imaginatively turned it over to ‘school activities’ and it’s true it would have been cheaper, not to mention more convenient, to have housed them up there close to their ‘classroom’. All the same, though, as I pointed out before; that dull sense of isolation that pervades down there in those basement rooms really is of a premium - it is something money can’t buy.: Well I guess enough money could, if one were building from scratch, but that feeling of detachment from reality just seems to ooze from the walls down there - especially if helped along by those... adjustments, I suggested. It is an amenity that certainly shouldn’t be wasted and it’s just a shame the ‘school room’ couldn’t have been set up down there as well - if only there had been a little more space.”

				“Not to worry, Mrs... Daphne...” Karen Lamberton-Marchment had quite deliberately switched to using the woman’s first name. It was a calculated gambit that had to be balanced against the risk of letting a hint of uncertainty filter through, and that hesitant initial utterance of ‘Mrs’ had done just that - mentally she kicked herself. “I took your advice, and made the changes you suggested. It is the same room you saw before, set up exactly as you suggested - and Alice’s bedroom similarly. All Angel’s school uniform things are there, put away in the drawers ready and waiting - they arrived at the same time as Alice’s. In addition, Angel’s housemaid dress has arrived and I have had it put away temporarily in the cupboard at the foot of the bed. The key you will find on the side, on the shelf on the left as you enter, if you should want her to try it on.

				“Ok, you get on Daphne...” That was better - far more confident. “...Yes you, get on, Daphne and we’ll reconvene in the lounge in... say... an hour from now. You will remember the way down to the basement, I’m sure, but if not my housekeeper will show you the way.

				A little later, once we have all had time to settle down, I’ll fetch Alice up from her room and the two of them can meet face to face for the first time up in the school room. It should make for quite an entertainment, don’t you think, the two of them at their desks in their school uniforms? Alice looks a real picture in hers” Karen Lamberton-Marchment was laughing as she turned on her heel, a little more cruelly than she’d intended; she felt herself blush and dearly hoped her ex-teacher had not noted this tell-tale weakness.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 7

				HEIRESS IN A SCHOOL DRESS

				Alice gasped in surprise as the sturdy, heavy door creaked open. She was fairly sure she had never set foot in this room before, but even if she had it was doubtful she would have recognized it in the reinvigorated, rehabilitated form it had taken on under the guiding hand of her stepmother and her ex-schoolmistress accomplice.

				Despite being mid-afternoon a light switch had to be flicked to ease the gloom - an old fashioned brass toggle fitting that reminded Alice of a sort of miniature jelly mould. Though there were a series of windows set high in the opposite wall, running spaced at regular intervals along its entire length, Alice immediately recognised that in addition to being fitted internally with bars these were covered in the same sort of opaque film as the window in her bedroom. Additional illumination was clearly required whatever the time of day, made necessary by the limited trickle of light passing through the misty white window glass and the lurking heavy-cast shadows caused by the latter being set so far back into the wall.

				There was a short hesitation between the ancient dustily reluctant click of the switch and the dazzled flashes that came and went and then came again. A harsh bluish light staggered uncertainly, almost embarrassingly, into existence as if dubious about revealing too much at a go. A rapid series of sparse flashbulb snapshots of Spartan severity flitted before Alice’s appalled startled eyes before settling down to a consistent depiction of a sort of Victorian disciplinarian scholastic hell. A pair of long fluorescent strip lights, mounted side by side, ran longitudinally up the centre of the room, hanging overhead on chains from the high ceiling, the naked scrutinizing glare from their bare tubes somehow adding to the oppressive atmosphere. Another, much shorter, pair hung crosswise and perfectly perpendicular to the first above a raised dais at the far end.

				This was a room set within a home, but it was not a homely room; this was a clinical, institutional space, a little piece of schoolroom Victoriana set aside from the world at large and wherein the sole visible nod to modernity was indeed to be found in the unforgiving glare of those strip lights and the beige Formica desktops. The irritating symmetrical crosshatch patterning of the latter had already caught her eye.

				The two Formica-surfaced desks were in all other respects school desks of the traditional Victorian cast-iron framed dark-wood type, set low and possessed of integral bench-type seats with high straight backs. Each desk-seat combination, devoid of any scope for adjustment, seemed notably cramped, the bench seat far too narrow to have any hope of accommodating with any degree of comfort the spreading broad haunches of a modern teenage girl. Indeed the seat in each case seemed to consist of little more than a plank of no more than two an a half inches in width and positioned a little too far forward of the seat back to provide for sufficient support; it was not so much a seat as a perch.

				The two school desks were identical and were set well apart, one at each side of the class room at about the midway point. Each desk was positioned just beyond a pupil’s arm’s reach of the corresponding side wall at which point the monotony of beige paintwork was broken by a narrow mirror. The latter silvery pane - affixed to the wall in some manner hidden from the eyes of the casual observer - was in each case of just sufficient dimensions to ensure a pupil’s inattentive sideward glance would be rewarded with a self-critical glimpse of the kind of self-image any self-respecting teenager would rather not be reminded of.

				A raised dais dominated the centre of the end wall at the furthest point from the door and was mostly occupied by a large desk of the kind that one might expect given the general scenario and atmosphere, a suitably impressive high-backed chair set behind it and facing back down the room. To Alice’s astounded eyes it seemed somehow a stern desk, a dominating desk, as if possessing some sort of personality in its own right - this was a desk set for a teacher of a suitably matching harsh reputation and seeming to loom with ill intent over the two low-seated school desks set immediately before it. Behind this horror of mahogany, mounted directly on the wall, was a traditional dark-wood surround blackboard; a series of long, thin and wicked looking school canes hung to one side, dangling from a row of small brass hooks screwed into the wall by their leather wrist thongs..

				To either side of the stage-like platform or dais - and extending from the floor to a point level with the top of the blackboard - were two mirrors, again affixed to the wall by some method not immediately apparent. A beady sharp-eyed glance to either side, if attending to the blackboard or to some other task entailing turning his or her - Alice could not at this stage know which with any certainty - back on the ‘class’ would be all it required to keep order and maintain supervision.

				In addition - and to Alice’s further chagrin and ever-mounting sense of shame - Alice realised that every time she as much as looked up she would be faced, not only with those shaming reminders that she was now under the constant threat of corporal punishment - those canes, seemingly just waiting for her bottom to be presented for their kiss - but would also be confronted by her own reflection. She would be constantly reminded of how she looked, sitting there cowed, tamed and squeezed into that tiny, ridiculously cramped school desk, humiliatingly dressed from head to foot in the most shaming design of school uniform her stepmother’s devious, insightful, mind could have conceived of.

				Alice couldn’t quite believe her eyes, nor disguise her dispirited dismay, despite her determination not to give her stepmother the satisfaction of seeing that she was indeed getting the measure of her. She had tried her best to have at least appeared to remain blasé in the face of her stepmothers introduction of school uniform for her - though it had been a struggle and secretly it had been a deeply demoralising development - but this was just too much; a step too far.

				But just how far ‘this’ had yet to go young Alice was as yet blissfully unaware. Indeed there were very many more steps left for her to be led down before reaching and plumbing the depths of despairing degradation her stepmother and her accomplices - that woman’s ex-teacher, her tame doctor / psychologist friend and her housekeeper - had in mind between them. If she thought being put in school uniform and now confined to a schoolroom set up in what she had once considered her own home - one she fondly still believed she was set to inherit when she ‘came of age’ - was the pinnacle of shame, she was much mistaken.

				Would our young Alice have been so quick to judge the magnitude of humiliation presently facing her when obliged to first take her seat in this ‘classroom’ of her stepmother’s devising had she been in possession of the full facts regarding that implacable woman’s intentions for her and her future? What if she had been made privy to her stepmother’s intention that from this point on, when not in one of the uniforms her stepmother and her ex-schoolteacher friend had dreamed up for her, she was to be placed in a longline punishment corset: a horror designed to constrict from armpits to knees, hobbling her stride, compressing her waist horribly and allowing for only the tiniest of meals and with no respite at all, not even in bed at night?

				Alice’s stepmother, for her part, could hardly suppress her glee: This after all the natural culmination of all those months of scheming, planning and preparation. At least it was the culmination of this part of her plan for her stepdaughter’s future - her longer-term aims for young Alice she was yet to entirely identify; her desires were, it had to be said, somewhat complex where her stepdaughter was concerned.

				For now, though, it was enough to know that having got Alice to this point she could be confident that she would from now on be spending her days sitting here in this spirit-stifling atmosphere, dressed in a genuine school uniform and under the strict supervision of a genuine old-time schoolmarm. Most days for Alice would now consist of eight hours of performing written impositions - copying dictionary pages, writing lines by the thousands - and punctuated only by breaks spent with her pert little nose pressed into the corner. Then of course there would undoubtedly be one or two intensive sessions of corporal discipline, for example on those occasions when Mrs Larkspear might consider her posture to be less than perfect.

				And of course, should Alice protest her treatment and put to use that foul language that she knew the girl to be still capable of on occasion Alice would soon find herself sucking on a bar of soap for a while as punishment. “A clean mouth is a sweet mouth” as Daphne Larkspear was fond of remarking. She could already see in her mind’s eye her young Alice buried deep in some written imposition while anticipating a bitter bar of soap for lunch or dinner... or both!.

				“Do you like your new desk? A little cramped I’ll admit, but we’ll get you on a good reducing diet and I’m sure that’ll help. I’ve been thinking for some time that you could do with shedding a few excess pounds; you have to admit that you’re getting a little... shall we say... on the plump side? I’ll have to have a word with doctor Ecclestone, see if she can’t design you a diet or perhaps get her clinic’s dietician to come up with something suitable - not too much in the way of rich food, if you get where I’m coming from.”

				Alice thought she knew where her stepmother was ‘coming from’ all right. The woman was clearly hard at work even now, devising yet another way to control her life, brewing up yet another way to make her suffer in the guise of ‘doing what was best’ for her. Not content with having her dress like some nerdy retarded escapee from a time warped Catholic convent school, squeezing her figure into an underdeveloped flat-chested silhouette, the woman now wanted to turn her into an anorexic gawky twiglet.

				Well she wasn’t going to stand for it! Nor was she going to squeeze herself in at that desk, as much as her stepmother might stand there tapping its seat with the tip of her cane, the curled-handle length of bamboo, or what ever it was, that she had taken of late to carrying around with her. She was just going to tell her stepmother so when the door behind her again opened, accompanied as before by the rattle of the handle, squeal of the ancient hinges and the discordant metallic clatter of a bunch of keys and the corresponding chatter of the lock.

				Alice remembered how the door had locked itself with a notable clunk behind them when they had first entered. Alice had noticed her stepmother had made something of a show of slamming the door shut behind them. Had it not been for the unspoken finality with which her stepmother had ushered her across the ‘classroom’ threshold and the ‘lock-and-key’ one-way security implied by that action she might well have made a dash for it by now; so dismayed was she at this turn of events. But she almost instinctively knew that without her stepmother’s bunch of keys in her hands she would have got no further than uselessly twisting the big old brass door knob. And she had already learned the futility of trying to wrestle her stepmother’s keys from her; they never left the end of the chain that was attached to that sturdy leather belt the hateful woman usually wore around the waist of her riding britches or jodhpurs. Now, though, the heavy timber door lay swung aside.

				For a split second, though startled, Alice turned as if to make for the open doorway... And then halted, mid-step. The door may well have been swung back, but the way back was anything but clear: The figure that stood blocking her putative path, though shorter in stature than her stepmother, possessed a natural air of authority whole orders of magnitude greater... and a voice of pure, commanding, cut lead crystal that sent Alice obediently scuttling to the waiting school desk like a well trained pet.

				This woman, this newcomer, had an automatically dominating presence that just exuded control, a presence that seemed to instantly fill the room with that one final missing ingredient. What had been, a fleeting moment before, merely a room in an English country house that happened to be furnished with some of the fittings typical of a school classroom - and to contain a teenage girl dressed up in some sort of school uniform - had been instantly transformed into a proper and disciplined working classroom, and Alice into a simpering schoolgirl.

				Eyes of deep periwinkle blue sparkled coldly under brows, as dark as her lashes and were somewhat too deep-set either side of a nose that tended towards the beak-like to be thought conventionally attractive, though there was something decidedly magnetic there. A generous mouth, that seemed too youthful when juxtaposed with the pince-nez spectacles perched on high on the bridge of her nose, was painted a little too red for a porridge-like, pale near porcelain complexion that looked as if to have never been exposed to the sun.

				“You must be Alice Lamberton: It’s so good to see you out of those ridiculous clothes you were wearing in the photographs your stepmother showed me a while back and into a proper school uniform. Well, the first thing we will have to agree on is that name - Alice Lamberton. It is going to be Alice Lamberton no longer - it is going to be Alice Marchment from now on. As I understand it, in addition to my duties as your private home tutor - I prefer the term ‘teacher’ by the way, although you will address me as ma’am or Miss Daphne - your stepmother wants me to help her prepare a case for your adoption; something I have had a little experience in. You will find there will be many changes around here, now that I have arrived, not least of which will be your being required to learn to address your stepmother as ‘Mother’ in preparation for the adoption proceedings.”

				The voice had a soft lilting highland Scots accent to it, but came with a hard no-nonsense edge that could be hardened at will and that broached no defiance. It was a voice that just oozed overbearing dominance, a commanding voice that one naturally felt driven to obey unquestioningly. “Now, get your self seated in the left hand desk over there; let’s have you sitting up straight ...and with your hands on your head if you please! We’ll have a chat about you not curtsying to your betters later.”

				Already believing herself to have arrived at the very acme of consternation, Alice couldn’t hope to stifle the gasp with which she involuntarily greeted the next unexpected development. The surprises and outrages - especially the outrages - were arriving thick and fast now, certainly in far too rapid a succession to allow for the maintenance of anything resembling self-composure.

				Alice’s palm leapt to cover her mouth, as, like it or not, a shocked slurp of stifling chalk-dusted air rushed into a cod-fish mouth set wide with equal parts fascination, dismay and empathy. The resultant huff-huffing was audible to all present, amplified and highlighted by the lively telltale acoustics of the bare-walled room, teasing even broader smiles from her stepmother and the hard-faced teacher woman and unintentionally adding to the discomfiture of one other now present. Not that Alice herself was immune to the squirming her short-lived unvoiced comment had produced in that other. It was the empathy component of that triad of responses that caused her the most anguish, not any form of ‘there-but-for-the-grace’ sympathetic guilt; it was the cold hearted selfish pain of seeing her own shame in all its purpose engineered humiliation reflected back at her as if from a mirror. But this was a living, feeling mirror she was looking at... a future in reflection... her own pathetic, sad future, unless she could learn once more to stand up for herself as she once had, before this damn nightmare started.

				With great aplomb - as if conjuring a rabbit from a hat - the tweedy, stern Mrs Daphne Larkspear had produced from behind her back a red-apple-cheeked young girl, whose complexion was the epitome of embarrassed blushing English rose, leading her by the wrist and urging her forward with a patronising pat on the rump that lingered a little too long for both girls’ comfort. Despite the girl’s mode of dress and certain other aspects of her appearance and demeanour that argued otherwise, Alice immediately estimated this newcomer to be of around her own age, as judged from the girl’s physical development.

				That first impression ‘conjurer’s rabbit’ analogy held its ground. To Alice’s shock-numbed mind the girl certainly had the look of a hypnotised rabbit alright, in those wide innocently submissive eyes of hers. The girl’s long and pretty chestnut brown curls had been tamed by being tightly plaited in a pair of near waist-length pig-tails, tied at their ends with bows of bottle-green and grey diagonally striped ribbons, yet somehow had steadfastly held on to a modicum of the hair’s original character.

				The pert young new arrival’s firm little chin was gently and prettily cleft, the dimple exaggerated just a little where it was tucked in, the girl carrying her head tilted submissively forward as far as the high, unforgiving stiff collar of her long sleeve striped school blouse would allow, as if consumed by the utmost shame. This newcomer shuffled forward rather than stepped when ushered in, her eyes averted and head bowed as if terrified of eye contact, even with her fellow ‘pupil’, perhaps even more so. The tiny-stepped gait, Alice realised, was most likely the result of the girl being encased, under her too-brief school uniform skirt, in a pair of those awful school bloomers such as Alice herself had been forced into, with their legs linked by a short fabric tether.

				The girl’s slender hands were adorned by dainty cotton gloves and when not being yanked at by her schoolmarm mistress, were kept compliantly clasped in front of her flat-fronted school skirt with its fan of stitch-down pleats swinging cutely at the rear. The girl’s gloves, Alice observed with astonished empathic awkwardness, were ridiculously dainty childish doll-like things that fastened at the wrists by means of a white cotton-covered button and hoop affair. just shy of the girl’s tight, as-starched-as-card green and white striped blouse cuffs. Silver metal clips, small neat versions of the type sometimes used to attach dog leads to their collars, were sewn to tags on the insides of the wrists of these gloves and had been linked together in manner reminiscent of a pair of manacles. The fabric was snowy and possessed of a particularly honest fine-weave virginal whiteness, a quality that could only be equalled by the little frilled white pinafore that the girl had tied over her otherwise relatively conventional schoolgirl attire of skirt, blouse and button-fronted cardigan.

				The latter hypocritically pseudo-protective adornment - for there seemed little in prospect that looked to call for what amounted to a serving apron - was very nearly the most outstanding feature of the girl’s embarrassing attire. A traditionally styled bib pinafore, its abbreviated little A-line flounced apron not quite covering the school skirt below and its bodice open at the sides, its man-made fabric’s engineered satin sheen was only ever in danger of being out-dazzled by the overhead fluorescent light tubes themselves. A large embroidered school-style insignia, motto and crest design stretched smoothly over the contoured rise of one breast. The latter at least served to differentiate the perceived, if archaic, image of schoolgirl ‘domestic science’ training from that of working maidservant. The frilled lacy trim, though - particularly the generously broad scalloped frill edging along the shoulder straps which tended to drape in upturned scallop shell lace bunches over the gently puffed shoulders of the girl’s school blouse - definitely did more than just hint at domestic servitude.

				A huge, broad bow secured the pinafore at the rear of the girl’s waist and the whole came close to that Alice had once come across on the internet in an old Russian girl’s school class photograph someone had posted - it was with no little shame that she recalled the way in which she had burst out laughing then, back there in the safety of her school’s ‘computer science’ room. It had been mocking, high-pitched peals of laughter she had let rip with, out loud side-splitting belly-laughs that had been echoed by her classmates once they too had viewed the image, shared the joke. Well she was sharing the joke from the other side now - albeit by proxy, though linked through a common path - and she was not at all sure she still appreciated the humour in the situation. After all; this, too, was all too close for comfort to a reflection of herself - foreseen as if a vision projected from some parallel future. And how much louder would her ex-classmates laugh then, if they were to see the outcome and that girl standing there, looking as if close to tears, was the loud-mouthed, self opinionated Alice Lamberton they had known so well; the class rebel tamed at last.

				But maids - French or otherwise - wore caps of various flavours on their dainty heads, frilled, plain, high fronted or mob-caps, but all well understood badges of servitude. Those Russian schoolgirls had worn ribbons in their hair or on top of their heads. This girl, though, was crowned by that unmistakable symbol of past-times British private boarding school education or the elite French or Swiss young lady’s finishing school of similar vintage.

				A straw boater sat squarely on her pretty, forward-tilted, head, a broad, diagonally striped bottle-green and grey ribbon encircling its crown. This adornment was interrupted towards its centre at the front of the hat by yet another cloth shield-shaped reproduction of that ‘school insignia thing’ that Alice had already learned to hate so much and terminated at the rear in two equally broad, long fluttering tails. The latter, having clearly been ironed to death and as disciplined as their wearer, lay with just the subtlest tending to curvature at their edges plumb between the limits drawn by the girl’s waist-length pigtails, each coming to a neat forked terminus mid-way down the girl’s back.

				Having been deflated by this new development and having somehow managed to crush her adult-sized if petit frame into the confines of the awful, humiliating little Victorian-style school desk, Alice, couldn’t help but catch sight of her reflection in the mirror to her side and the other that was set to the front of the ‘classroom’. Compelled in this manner to involuntarily examine herself from all sides in juxtaposition with this poor newcomer, she could only frown at her reflection in hopeless despair. She had been made a joke of, a comedic caricature of her former self and a travesty of the traditional image of the English boarding school schoolgirl - and through her introduction to this, as yet nameless, newcomer it had been made clear to her that there was worse to come. It was subtle but it worked - she felt crushed, just as her stepmother and her school mistress friend had intended,

				The woman bringing up the rear and whose voice had had such an immediate impact on the stunned young Alice was dressed every bit in the manner one might imagine of an authentic traditional school mistress. True there was no mortar board and gown to be seen but the suit she had arrived in earlier that day had since been discarded in favour of a very conservative crisp cotton dress in a dense, almost black, shade of navy blue. With its pleated bodice constraining a substantial bustline, fitted waist and its long sleeves finished off in deep cuffs, each fastening with three inline buttons, the woman’s dress seemed to signify authority in of itself, seemingly lending a certain legitimacy to the woman’s intended role as a dominant force in control of a pair of cowed teenage girls.

				There were subtle psychological methods at work here that even Alice was aware of at some level. There was a sort of ingrained respect for the authority of a certain kind of uniform, just as the kind of childish school uniform skirt, blouse, tie and little cardigan that Alice had on had seemed to immediately undermine any authority or self confidence Alice had retained. And there was definitely something of the character of a uniform about this woman’s mode of dress, Alice realised. It made no bones about who was in charge. It was generally true within the hierarchical structure of society that where uniforms were concerned the darker the colour, the more authority the wearer; and that choice of navy definitely signified more power. The contrasting white cuffs and high-buttoning white collar definitely gave the woman’s dress the look of a uniform, almost an institutional, medical air.

				The latter was an impression that was strengthened by the belt that cinched the woman’s waist. This was a three inch wide navy blue elasticated shirred belt that fastened with a large silver buckle of the ball and clasp type once commonly seen adorning the uniforms of hospital matrons or ward sisters in which one side hooked into the other. A bunch of keys hung on a silver link chain from a metal slide-clip on the woman’s belt on one side and what Alice already knew to be a Scottish tawse, a double tongued leather strap whose only use was to instil discipline, hung from the other.

				The woman strutted rather than walked across the room, smiling conspiratorially at Alice’s stepmother as she swept past. The two women briefly swapped haughtily-nodded acknowledgements back and forth between them - but little more than that. It was as if both were too aloof to deign to give anything more; as if any form of voiced greeting passing between them would have been seen by each as something vulgar, something redundant - and made so by some kind of instinctive mutual understanding. Either that, or taken as a sign of subservience or weakness.

				Either way there was an aggressively confident cadence to this newcomer’s stride. Her high heels clicked menacingly, her dress rustled with a starched, almost Dickensian, no-nonsense crispness and her nylon-sheaved legs hissed together with serpentine intent, the dark rear seams and bottomless shadowing serving to augment calves already more shapely than they had any right to be. She moved briskly and efficiently, her every gesture reinforcing the point that she was the boss here.

				The right hand desk was pointed out with an impatient gesture as the woman made her way to the front of the ‘class’, hurrying her young charge along before her. This new young girl, Alice’s new companion, was quickly seated there, the girl immediately being admonished to “sit up straight” and to Alice’s horrified astonishment receiving a sharp slap around the face for her tardiness in doing so. Seconds later and with a sharp tug on her wrists - the woman’s grip unsettlingly firm, almost man-like - Alice found herself with her hands on her head. Despite her indignation she also found herself involuntarily cringing, lest she should receive the same remedy as her new companion in shame.

				Alice’s pretty face burned crimson with humiliation; In a matter of moments any objection, reluctance or defiance she might have shown or mounted had been overcome through sheer force of will and ‘presence’. Moments later and she felt her face flare brighter still as she caught her stepmother’s triumphant grin reflected in one of the mirrors that were set either side of the blackboard at the front of the ‘classroom’ and their eyes met. In the mirror Alice watched, frozen in horror and not even able to twist around, her body momentarily seeming to refuse to obey her will, as with arms folded in satisfaction and with a nod towards her stepdaughter that seemed to Alice to say ‘I’ve got you right where I want you now’ that hateful nemesis that was her stepmother slid from the room.

				The heavy oak door eased closed behind Alice’s departing tormentor with its characteristic dull, sodden thud even as, having reached the front and stepped up to the dais, the woman drew back the heavy upright chair, the nerve-jarring scraping of wood on wood making Alice jump as the woman took her place at her desk. Indeed, so rapid was the turn of events that the lock was still clattering and chattering with dispiriting finality behind Alice and her new companion’s backs as the woman cleared her throat to speak.

				Alice’s head was still spinning with all the quick-fire revelations the woman had run through almost as if by way of introduction. By far the worst of all this had been this thing about having to refer to her hated stepmother by the title ‘mother’ and having her family name changed to that of her stepmother’s maiden name. It was all ludicrous of course. And she was just about to say so and say how she had no intention of ever addressing that gold-digging horse-loving stable-tart as ‘mother’ - ever - when the woman seated at the desk up on the dais in front of her opened up with her follow-on salvo. And what a devastating second salvo it was!

				Already subconsciously resigned to conforming to the woman’s wishes to the extent of continuing to maintain her hands-on-head posture, almost as if such a state of affairs was so natural as to have slipped her mind, the words of defiance that Alice had been struggling to put together died unuttered on her lips. Psychologically outmanoeuvred and disadvantaged and with no prospect of any form of peer support from her clearly already hopelessly cowed fellow ‘classmate’ Alice could feel her self-confidence shrivelling with every word her new ‘school mistress’ uttered, like an over-cooked bacon rasher left untended in the pan or on the griddle - crisped to the point of crumbling apart.

				And little could have been more apt than that ‘griddle’ analogy right at that moment. Not only was her face as red as an overripe cooked tomato but already her bottom was paying the price of overhanging the narrow perch-like bench seat of the school desk she was seated at. What with the aftermath of the caning her stepmother had handed out earlier that afternoon, Alice’s bottom did indeed feel as if frying on a grill set over hot coals.

				The latter chastisement, Alice now realised at some level, had been largely levied in preparation for her introduction to her new school mistress - aimed at insuring ‘good behaviour’ and encouraging the right mind set from the outset - though it had been awarded in the guise of ‘correcting’ some deficiency in the way she had cleaned and polished the rubber boots her step-mother wore around the stables. This was a task only recently added to Alice’s ‘household chore list’, and one she found particularly humiliating. It jarred on Alice’s sense of what was and was not ‘fair’ and ‘justifiable’ that her stepmother should set such great store in practically being able to see her face in the glossy rubber Wellingtons she favoured when they were only going to be re-presented perhaps an hour or so later - sometimes sooner - to again be cleaned and polished to the requisite mirror finish having been dragged and trudged through the effluent mire of the stables.

				Had Alice known how privileged her use of the brush, cloth and polish had been in carrying out that singularly unpleasant task for her stepmother compared to what that woman now had in mind then her sense of outrage at the memory of her earlier correction might have been tempered somewhat. As it was, outrage, humiliation and physical discomfort were beginning to merge into a continuum of hate for her stepmother that was overcome only by her instinctive respect for the authority of the woman seated up on that dais and presently lecturing her.

				Everything about this new predicament screamed torment - and after such a short interval of time too. The edge of desktop was squeezed against her abdomen, her knees very nearly came up against the desk’s underside with her feet flat on the floor, while an ornate cast iron crosspiece running between the iron uprights at around mid-shin height - ostensibly there to lend lateral stability to the structure - limited, practically to the point of being non-existent, her ability to stretch out her legs. Taken together with the high-backed design of the seat - the latter consisting of two uprights conjoined by a horizontal polished wood board running across at about shoulder height and another at around mid-back - the result was an enforced extreme upright and attentive posture with the knees kept smartly right-angled and the feet kept together and flat on the floor. The thing really was a disciplinarian’s dream - and Alice’s nightmare.

				The only respite for aching legs in the absence of any scope for stretching them out in front - as Alice had already discovered in the short time she had been seated - was to ease them back carefully beneath the seat. But the seat was set relatively low, thus necessitating an acute bend be taken up by the knees in order to attain that position, which in turn placed strain on the muscles of the upper thighs, which quickly became unbearably fatigued as a result. Similarly, due to the relatively high-mounted desktop, the edge of which tended to impinge on the uppermost part of the abdomen, any sort of slouching of the upper torso could only be accommodated by that self, same manoeuvre of the legs. This, in addition to the aforementioned muscle strain, had the unfortunate side effect of further augmenting the overhang of Alice’s buttocks at the rear of the seat.

				The result of all this was that much of her knicker-clad bottom tended to bulge out through the broad gap between the seat and the lower edge of the seat back, her brief school skirt having little to say in the matter.

				The seat itself, a narrow hard-edged square section beam of dark brown polished wood, was set some way forward from the seat back at about the point that would roughly coincide with the centre of a more conventional bench seat. This, though, was not any conventional bench seat but rather was at best perhaps a third or even a quarter of the width that would have made it sufficient to provide for a modicum of comfort. The result of all this was that however Alice might shift her weight, her buttocks and thighs were just too substantial to be accommodated by the width of the seat, with the result that the seat edge always bit either into the backs of the thighs or the buttocks themselves.

				The wide open gap between the seatback and bench together with the tendency of Alice’s and her companion’s buttocks to overhang and protrude at the rear left much scope for the application of the cane, without either girl as much as rising from her seat: It was an up-and-under swing that Daphne Larkspear had already become some adept at, through anticipatory practice - as both girls were to discover in due course this very afternoon. Daphne had every intention that they both would - even her beloved Angel - she just needed the excuse; it was important psychologically that it shouldn’t appear to the girls as gratuitous as in truth it would be.

				This Alice needed to be ‘mastered’ from the outset. As for her Angel; after two full years under her thumb the girl, to the uninitiated at least, did indeed look to have been fully tamed. But she, Daphne Larkspear, was more perceptive than that. She could see something different - or at least perhaps she imagined she could. That young trollop couldn’t pull the wool over her eyes.

				The girl might well appear the epitome of domesticated puppy-dog devotion on the surface but more than once of late she had fancied she had seen a certain look. It was not something she could exactly put her finger on and she would have been the first to admit she would have been hard-pressed to describe it if asked. Nonetheless it was something concrete; she was sure of it. It was not something overt, and certainly nothing one could divine through any part of the girl’s behaviour or attitude to her authority. It was more something hinted at, hidden deep down in the girl’s eyes; a certain sporadic sparkle most would have missed or glossed over as imagination.

				To Daphne Larkspear it was as clear as day; it spoke volumes. Her darling Angel, the waif she had taken and so lovingly had moulded to her will, whom she had personally broken down, crushed and rebuilt in her image of perfect domestication, this acme of re-educated loving dedication, was, deep-down, steeped in betrayal. The girl wanted nothing more than to one day break away from her, despite her best efforts to eradicate that last ember of defiant independence from the girl - and Daphne Larkspear had to admit to herself that at some level she actually felt hurt by that notion. And yet, although superficially still possessed of greater scope for self-determination than Angel and never having been subject to such expertly refined measures of psychological domination as she had evolved over the years, this stepdaughter of her ex-pupil - an ex-pupil she had never truly tamed - was already far more dependent and potentially less able to break away than her Angel would ever be. She would have to see whether she might not be able to take a leaf out of that book.

				Perhaps a word with her ex-pupil and new employer was called for; see if an introduction to that tame doctor of hers mightn’t be arranged. After all, poor Angel did seem a little ‘nervy’ of late, a little highly strung; she would probably benefit from something to calm her down a little, perhaps help her sleep at night. Sure the woman was a specialist with a private practiced based somewhere in the Harley Street area of London and commanded a scale of fees that matched the lofty social scale of her patients. But from what she already knew it seemed likely that the good doctor’s professional integrity was not quite as impeccable as her qualifications and sparkling address. And then there was that private clinic she was connected with: She had overheard Karen Lamberton-Marchment, her employer and ex-pupil, threaten her stepdaughter with that several times now, when the girl was being particularly recalcitrant. More than once she had heard her telling Alice that “I wonder if we should take Dr Ecclestone up on her offer to put you up in that clinic she works in for a while, if you hate it here so much” and “I know Dr Ecclestone would love to have you under her roof for a few months”. It always seemed to do the trick.

				Alice had become particularly petulant about having to wear the cap and apron for her ‘domestic training’ lessons the first time, throwing the things back in her stepmother’s face, but the mention of that clinic had had her scurrying quickly enough to tie that piny around her waist. Then of course she had to be told to bend for a couple of strokes of the cane for having disobeyed in the first place - and of course she refused; then pleaded when two became four. The threat of four had become six by the time she did bend and grasp her ankles - and she stayed down for the full six, although a couple did have to be repeated when she jumped up prematurely, shocked with pain. And what had got her in that position, in the end, was her stepmother’s comment: Something along the lines of “...you know I’ve been talking to Dr Ecclestone again? She was saying that she thinks you really would benefit from being included on that clinical trial she has been working on - she can be very persuasive, it’s getting very difficult to dissuade her otherwise. Of course if you become too much trouble here, then perhaps a few months...”

				She had been interrupted at that point by the sight of Alice bustling into position, flicking up her little school uniform skirt, tugging down her knickers and grasping her ankles, knees locked out, taking up a stance likening to a hairpin. She had stepped back and let the girl’s stepmother wield the cane and she had to say that her ex-pupil had done so with no little zeal. The girl had been in floods of tears by the fourth stroke, begging for mercy by the fifth, when told she would have to have that stroke again after having bobbed up and crying like a baby by what turned out to be the eighth in effect.

				Of course, personally, she always ‘caned to tears’ as she liked to put it. She, Daphne Larkspear, didn’t personally believe in awarding any particular tariff beforehand - that gave a girl hope. A caning or strapping at Daphne Larkspear’s hands was only ever terminated when she was satisfied that the weeping it inevitably eventually produced was both genuine and uncontrollable. And that much she would tell a girl beforehand. She had experimented and it was amazing how much difference that knowledge made to how quickly a girl would break down that first time, even a stubborn, determined girl like her Angel had been once.

				It was all patently clear in her mind: A girl must learn that she can’t ‘tough it out’, that it’s impossible to ‘take it’. A good hard caning was not about teaching a girl to “tough it out”. It was the complete opposite; it was about educating a girl, bringing her to realise that she can’t tough it out, under any circumstances, no matter how strong her will might be. She had always been in love with that concept, the concept of leaving a girl with nothing to push back against, as it were. There could be no holding out to the last stroke, simply because in essence there was no last stroke. There could be no last stroke, not until all that ‘holding out’ had been overcome - the whole thing was open ended and essentially up to the subject herself.

				The lesson she aspired to teach a girl was a triple-whammy affair: the first part and most important was for a girl to come to realise that she would break eventually, no matter what. The next part followed as naturally as night follows day; the realisation that the sooner she broke, the sooner she gave in to the inevitable floods of tears and the entreaties for mercy, the less physical suffering she would in actuality endure overall - the psychological damage was something else entirely, of course. The final part, the conclusion, was as inevitable as it was bitterly and ironically logical; it was better to aid in overthrowing her own defiance than to mount a fight-back.. By the time a girl had reached that last phase she had the poor thing so browbeaten she was essentially breaking herself. Once a girl learned that lesson she would start to break down sooner and sooner, until eventually she became a complete milk sop who would burst into tears at a single sharp slap around the face or even a cutting verbal admonishment.

				The latter, though Daphne Larkspear often said it herself was a particular forte of hers. She could reduce a sensitive girl to tears with a few well-picked words even without the work of the cane or strap - and even some who were not so sensitive. Given a girl made to stand naked before her, no matter how attractive, and she would leave that girl a psychological and emotional cripple. She would walk slowly round and round, circling; a comment here, a gentle poke there, perhaps a disdainful or ironically amused look - that’s all it usually took. Then have her stand in front of a full length cheval mirror for an hour or so with her hands on her head to contemplate her failings. Perhaps she would follow up with a session with the girl squatting over a mirror - she’d had a section of mirrored flooring installed in her home for the purpose - a little enforced self-examination could be a very humbling thing.

				Even more denigrating was to photograph the view in that position or have the girl bend with legs parted and take a shot with a close-up lens then have her discuss the resulting artwork or sit naked at a school desk, the work spread out before her, and write a descriptive and honest account of what she sees. Of course there the cane and strap would once more come into their own; a torn up rejected essay, a good hard caning across the bottom, then have her retake her seat and start over. Alternatively, return her to her room, have her stay there a few days in lonely silence with only the blank white walls to contemplate and with those new concerns planted in her mind eating away at her, and then bring her back to start anew.

				Yes, it was true that in a few minutes and with a few carefully chosen comments she could leave a girl so that she would never again let herself be seen naked by any man, nor even venture out in a bikini but she liked to repeat the treatment over several sessions, each reinforcing the previous. In her home she had a room set aside for just this, equipped with all the necessary paraphernalia and yet to the untrained eye all fairly innocent, if a little odd.

				There were no canes, straps, whipping stools and the like here. In fact it was a little like a bathroom, in that there was a shower cubicle in one corner, a cylindrical, clear Plexiglas structure. There was the cheval mirror of course and the square section of mirrored flooring and a toilet pedestal that, rather oddly, had been installed way out in the centre of the room as if once there had been a dividing wall that had since been removed. But then there was the school desk, a Victorian iron framed thing with an attached seat that looked rather like the two desks in her new employer’s school room other than for its wooden top - the schoolroom desks having been resurfaced in Formica. And behind that there was a large floorstanding blackboard and a full length wall mounted mirror along side which was fixed a frame capable of taking a life size photograph. Some example of feminine perfection would usually take pride of place in the latter, typically a catwalk model or some silicon-enhanced men’s magazine icon, preferably topless. It made for a salient lesson for a girl to have to stand and make self comparisons there, one eye on the photograph and the other on the mirror.

				She would start a girl off by subtly berating her then gradually, step by step, take her through all the different stages she had developed, each stage planting further seeds of self doubt. Then she would nurture those seeds into seedlings through further sessions until the poor thing was capable of helping nurture them herself through the writing of self-reflecting essays, long sessions of mirror-gazing self-contemplation and one-to-one discussion sessions with Daphne Larkspear herself. Over time the latter would take in practically every intimate body part and every possible personal bodily function. Each would be discussed in the minutest detail in these sessions, perhaps with her arm wrapped around the naked girl’s shoulder, her finger perhaps pointing out intimate marks in the crotch of a pair of the girl’s knickers lying upturned on her bare thighs. A sound recording would be made and the girl compelled to write an account of the ‘issues’ they had discussed and what she herself had confessed to thinking about the shortcomings that had been pointed out to her - and woe betide her if it differed in any way from that recording.

				Then the naked girl would be taken back down the long narrow passage way that led to her room, a blank walled windowless white box with only just sufficient space to fit the hospital bed she had acquired and closed off by a very solid steel door. She generally preferred to keep a girl naked but allowed the wearing of a hospital examination gown when in her room, a brief affair fastening with butterfly tapes down the back, and if menstruating then she would provide a sanitary napkin belt with an attached towel pad - it made for a particularly humbling discussion and essay topic.

				Once placed in a gown like that a girl was rendered somehow more naked than naked, in a way; it was all about exposure and vulnerability, or rather a girl’s perceived vulnerability. There was something hopelessly institutional about it all, the entire getup - and that was very much by design in this case.

				This, then, had become her Angel’s lot, shuffling up and down that corridor each day, day in day out in that fetching little hospital examination gown, seeing and hearing no one but Daphne Larkspear herself and quite deliberately bored to tears when not being compelled to learn to be ashamed of and even loath her own body and femininity. When she allowed the girl anything to read it was invariably pamphlets, some of which she had manufactured herself yet looked authoritatively professional, that went on about the shortcomings of feminine hygiene. Food consisted of a liquidised stew based on fish heads, minced offal and black beans - foods and items she knew Angel found particularly distasteful - fed to her day after day until she finally began to eat it.

				When she decided to ease up on the tedium of the routine and the monotony of the room Angel had been kept in, it was by providing the girl with a large rubber dildo. It was another of her experiments; she told the girl that there were hidden cameras and that she could be seen and yet still she eventually began using it. In fact eventually she was using it virtually every minute she was alone in her room; she had gradually become obsessed with the thing, practically to the determent of all else - it was a measure of what sheer boredom could do. Of course she had had no choice but to limit access to the thing at that point, for the sake of the girl’s own mental health. At first she allowed it back only in conjunction with the provision of lesbian literature, with the understanding that if it became apparent that she was using it with looking at the images in the books and pamphlets provided, then it would be immediately confiscated. Later she went on to allow the dildo’s use only under close supervision. And later still she began letting slip the odd remark, caning the girl if she failed to achieve orgasm rapidly enough and, on occasion, interrupting her pre-orgasm with a slap across the face. These were all interventions that began the process of leading the girl down the path that gradually resulted in her becoming so sexually repressed that, to this day, she was completely unable to obtain any form of sexual pleasure. By the time she had finished with her, Angel had become the sort of repressed sexless penitent that she knew deep down inside, though it as yet remained unvoiced, Karen Lamberton-Marchment wanted her to turn the delicious young Alice into.

				What it took was some form of leverage. Angel had been practically brainwashed out of her self-esteem, taught to see every aspect of her femininity and sexuality as ‘dirty’, even sinful. And yet Daphne Larkspear still doubted the girl was as dependent on her as she seemed. She still worried Angel might one day attempt to break away. What was this leverage that her employer used with Alice, despite the obvious one that revolved around controlling her access to her medication? What hold did she have over the girl that involved this threat of her doctor putting her on, or enrolling her in, some sort of clinical trial? She knew quite a lot about the world of clinical trials; many students pay their way through the world by their involvement. It certainly did not seem particularly sinister on the surface of it. But she knew that there was something else about Angel that she felt sure Karen Lamberton-Marchment wanted to see duplicated in her Alice, though this too was an as yet unspoken desire.

				It had been at the point when she had forbidden Angel to wash that she had introduced the girl to ‘boot duty’. Washing herself, using the shower, she had told Angel, was a privilege that had to be earned. If Angel wanted to clean herself then she had to clean something of Daphne Larkspear’s first. Of course there were no cloths, scrubbing brushes or tins of polish or anything of that sort allowed in the girl’s quarters or the room she had the girl in each day. But the girl had a tongue and that tongue could be put to good use. It had taken several weeks for Angel to progress from polishing the rubber uppers of her boots with her lips and tongue, to cleaning the soles when relatively fresh and then finally - after a salient lesson involving a spoon and a meal of something very nasty indeed - graduating to picking out the ‘nasties’ from the treads.

				How long it would take her to reduce Alice to a boot-licker she could only conjecture but suffice it to say that whatever fear this ‘clinical trial’ of Doctor Ecclestone’s and the clinic she was involved with held for young Alice it might well make for a useful stick - in addition to the cane, that is. The idea certainly appealed alright and she only hoped her employer and ex-pupil was on the same wavelength - she felt sure she was; she’d seen the way Karen Lamberton-Marchment had glanced at her mud-caked Wellington-style fashion boots when she told her about Angel’s duties. If her employer was of a mind that Alice was all too self important... well, she new the cure for that.

				It was going to be hard for a young woman like Alice to retain what was left of that air of self-importance once she had become a well-domesticated boot-licker. And those rubber boots she had seen Karen Lamberton-Marchment in earlier... Well, she certainly was not someone who went especially out of her way to take care what she stepped in. It was going to do Alice the world of good: The smell of fresh horse manure would be something Alice would get to know quite well before long, if she had her way - and the taste too!

				The soles in particular were going to take a long time for Alice to lick and suck clean, as caked as they typically were by the time her employer had stalked round those stables of hers. The revulsion on Alice’s face when first faced with a mouthful of fresh dung, the muck caked around her mouth and lips, Daphne Larkspear could only imagine - for now. But she didn’t doubt now that the vision would eventually be made concrete - it would just take, time and patience and the judicious application of the dressage whip around the girl’s legs and across her fat bottom.

				In her mind’s eye she could already see the girl, Alice, squatting on her haunches, the embossed pattern of the plaited leather dressage whip indelibly printed across the girl’s backside and thighs, trickling red-streaked scarlet garters forming where the skin of her arse has been split, her tongue lapping obediently at the upturned rubber sole of one of Karen Lamberton-Marchment’s green Wellingtons. She could imagine already the girl’s choking sobs as urged on by the whip she nibbles and teases out the straw-woven horse muck from between the treads.

				Then afterwards - the cane; there are bound to be a few strokes of the cane administered afterwards. After all; perfection takes time and practice and failure to achieve perfection results in correction. That would be something else for Alice to learn. Not that Alice was going to be short of practice, Daphne Larkspear would see to it that she wasn’t. In fact she was now of a mind to get Alice started some time this very first week... Perhaps a demonstration first? She would see. For now, though, she had to set the ground rules for the schoolroom, set these two schoolgirl’s’ noses to the grindstone. Ahh! Yes! A nice long punishment-style written imposition - they can copy out the ‘school rules’ she had come up with... One thousand times... In their best copperplate handwriting. That should do the trick. She cleared her throat:

				“First and foremost I expect you to do as you are told, when you are told; just as you both would have, had you attended the school I used to teach at.” There came an uncomfortable shuffling of feet and a groan from both girls and the ex-teacher smiled: she was warming to this new position already. Buoyed, she went on:

				“You may find my attitudes to education and my methods somewhat alien to you - even outdated - but believe you me; they are effective, I get results. I favour a strict curriculum framed within the conventions of the Victorian schoolroom and revolving around the tenets of strict scholastic discipline. You don’t need to understand what that means as yet, but you do need to understand that I am not averse to using corporal punishment and - I am speaking to you Alice - I have the full support of your stepmother in that. Now; you will also find I don’t believe in demerit systems or anything of the like. Rather, it is my belief that a girl benefits most if the penalty is immediately associated in her mind with the misdemeanour she is guilty of.”

				With that Daphne Larkspear rose to her feet and turned away. Plucking a stick of white chalk from the dusty wooden ledge that ran along the bottom of the blackboard she began to write. Ten commandment-like rules - school rules of the most restrictive nature and filled out with the most petty pointless stipulations imaginable - began to fill the full width of the board. Moreover, these long drawn-out and over-wordy school rules would have to be copied out one thousand times each - that made ten thousand lines in all! Long, long lines! Hard lines indeed!

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 8

				RULES, RESTRICTIONS, IMPOSITIONS AND LINES

				Having scratched up the last of her ‘commandments’ she turned back to the seated girls, momentarily smiling across at Alice’s stepmother who was leaning back against the wall at the rear of the room. Putting down her stick of chalk on the desktop in front of her, tutting irritatedly as it rolled to the edge before dropping to the floor, she drew a breath, making a theatrical show of preparing to speak.

				Daphne Larkspear was entering full schoolmarm lecture mode now. Standing with her back to the blackboard and with her hands on her broad matronly hips, she was swivelling slightly to and fro as she talked, as if addressing a packed classroom or morning assembly rather than two teenagers incongruously fitted out in school uniforms and shoehorned into a pair of cramped school desks sited on the upper floor of a private residence. But this was ‘home schooling’ writ large - with the emphasis on ‘schooling’ - and this was no easy-going home tutor. This was a woman made more in the mould of the strict English governess of old - though in reality Scottish and afflicted with the sort of predilections one didn’t openly speak of in good company, neither back then or now.

				“There is too much freedom of choice available to young people nowadays and ironically that brings with it unhappiness in the form of peer pressure, competitiveness and indecision. It is my aim to relieve you of all that burdensome nonsense and return you to a more contented, malleable and compliant state through teaching you the value of submission to authority. I believe that true kindness when it comes to caring for girls such as yourselves - immature for your years - comes in the form of stern discipline and rigidly enforced subordination to those in authority over them in all matters. What is required is a regime based not on laxity, but erring towards severity if anything at all and designed to bring order into your lives.

				Now; through my long experience of tutoring and governing girls I have found the most efficient means of restoring discipline to a young lady’s life is through the judicial application of the cane and the strap and through her wearing a uniform suitable for - and indicative of - her station. Thus you can expect to be dressed in some suitable variation of school uniform at all times and to have your bottoms thoroughly warmed should you step out of line.

				In the classroom there should not be a murmur, not one whisper, the strictest discipline of absolute silence and quiet must prevail - other than the voice of the teacher or governess, only the ticking of the clock, the scratching of pens or pencils upon paper or the squeaking of chalk on the blackboard should be heard.

				Outside of the classroom the strictest standards of propriety must still be upheld: there must be instant and constant obedience to orders, a consistent sobriety of appearance and the docile acceptance of the privations that come with the type of Spartan upbringing I intend to return you to. And now you are both back in school uniform I see no reason for a letup in dress restrictions for any particular occasion or activity. All can be accommodated within the stipulations I have put in place and the guidelines I have suggested to Alice’s stepmother - a most sensible woman when it comes to such matters, if I may say so.

				The regulation dress I insist on will be retained just as if you are still sitting at your desks, although augmented by a short cloak should the temperature drop. Should we have occasion to ‘take the air’ - and that’s an ‘If’ and we’d be venturing no further than the enclosed gardens and the immediate grounds - then you’ll be swapping your cloak for a proper school gabardine mackintosh, worn with the hood up whether raining or not, fully buttoned from the neck right down to the hem and with the waist tightly belted.”

				Alice audibly groaned, then immediately regretted it as the woman’s pince nez spectacles glinted in her direction; she felt herself relax as the woman continued with her scan of the room. She thought probably she had already seen one of these school raincoats the woman was talking about. She had come across it when her stepmother had left unlocked the storage cupboard under the stairs in the basement, the one right next to the room that had since become her bedroom - for all that was worth.

				The raincoat had been of that same institutional shade of grey as her skirt - ‘Harrow grey’, or so read the label on the inside of the skirt’s waistband. She remembered it had a disconcerting rubbery smell to it. The odour had percolated throughout the cupboard and had been what had attracted her attention to the garment in the first place. It had rustled when she’d gone to lift it off the coat hook, her curiosity having gotten the better of her, although the outer had been in some tough, tightly woven wool-like fabric and the green-dominated tartan inner lining had been of some fabric possessing a lustrous appearance and having a silky, almost satiny-smooth touch to it. She had formed the impression that the rustling came from some sort of additional fabric layer that lay between the other two and that this also contributed to the garment’s stiffness.

				Stylistically the raincoat had been possessed of the sort of traditional ‘look’ that she wouldn’t have been seen dead in and that belonged in the old black-and-white school photographs one sometimes came across languishing in dog-eared old albums in second hand shops, boot fairs and bric-a-brac stores. She remembered it had had a horrible, traditional square cut schoolgirl hood that was attached at the rear of the collar by a row of buttons and that had a tab at the front that buttoned under the chin and that strangely possessed an additional fastening - Alice had supposed - that consisted of a sew-in silver metal ‘D’ ring. This latter fitment, adjustment or fastening - she hadn’t been able to determine which applied - rather oddly had had a small brass padlock hanging in from it, its clasp closed even though it had seemed to have been serving no purpose. Every detail had seemed to have been picked out in a contrasting bottle-green. The hood, cuffs and lapels had all been finished off with a trim of bottle-green piping running along and around their edges. The button holes, too, had been finished off with bottle-green stitching and the buttons secured with bottle-green thread - it had seemed a surprising and undoubtedly expensive attention to detail.

				But it was that rubbery aroma that had most stuck in her mind, that had been the most noteworthy attribute at the time that she could recall. That odour had been reminiscent of those expensive vulcanised rubber designer Wellingtons her stepmother seemed to love so much. The smell had taken some time for her to track down to the raincoat itself as its source. There had seemed nothing outwardly about the juvenile-looking garment that might have accounted for it and there had certainly been nothing about the fabric that had felt particularly rubbery to the touch. In the end, the only conclusion she had been able to come to was that the oddly disquieting bouquet permeating through the gabardine school mackintosh had something to do with its waterproofing and was as likely as not emanating from the slippery, rustling layer that she had been able to feel beneath the man-made fabric lining.

				Having pausing for breath and to collect her thoughts at that point Daphne Larkspear scanned the sparsely furnished classroom before continuing, her eyes alighting on first one of her reluctant, coerced ‘pupils’ and then the other. She noted with some satisfaction that both seemed suitably crestfallen, young Alice in particular appearing especially demoralised, her already pale face having notably blanched at the mention of the gabardine raincoats she had acquired for the two of them. She made a mental note of the girl’s reaction and moved on.

				“Ahem! For physical education - or PE, as I prefer - I have sourced a perfectly adequate style of school leotard for dance-based activities and what used to be referred to as a ‘gym suit’ for more, shall we say... robust pursuits. The latter shall include - but not be limited to - military-style drill and vigorous callisthenics and hopefully, more often than not, will be taken by a good friend of mine, a woman of some considerable expertise when it comes to inspiring lazy and recalcitrant young women, having been employed as gym mistress at one of the ‘short-sharp-shock’ young offender’s institutes the UK trialled some years back.” She paused, adding as if an afterthought: “...with Lady Marchment’s permission, of course!”

				Having caught Karen Lamberton-Marchment’s raised eyebrows she was now indulging in a little damage limitation. She had been counting on her employer’s reluctance to undermine her authority and standing in the eyes of the two girls, but as much as anything else on the notion appealing to the darker aspects of the woman’s otherwise impeccably respectable self. But it was a gamble. She hadn’t mentioned it in advance and she wanted the atmosphere she had now created in this room to speak for itself, to set the scene and spark the tinder she felt sure was waiting in her employer’s psyche to be ignited. Nor had she mentioned that this gym mistress she had in mind had enjoyed - if enjoyed was the right word, perhaps endured - no little public notoriety and outcry at the time of her dismissal.

				Whereas her own - Daphne Larkspear’s - discrediting had been largely confined to behind the scandal-muffling closed doors of a famous private girl’s boarding school, this other woman had had her face spread far and wide on the covers of both broadsheets and tabloids. The allegations of abuse and sexual exploitation still hung about her friend and one-time lover like a bad smell that refused to wash off and that potentially threatened to taint all those around her. Or at least that would have been the state of play had she not invested some of her late Aunt’s estate in helping the woman start again, changing her appearance through surgery, acquiring a new identity, national insurance number and passport to match. That too had been a gamble. The woman had been put on the sexual offender’s register - her disappearance from view had done more than just raise eyebrows. But this too, assuming she had read Karen Lamberton-Marchment correctly - and she felt confident that she had - would likely gel with her employer’s tastes; at least once her ex-pupil, with her help, came to realise her own potential. For now though she would keep her not-so-tame gym mistress friend’s... indiscretions, close to her chest.

				She tried not to display the relief on her face as she saw Karen Lamberton-Marchment’s head slowly nod in acquiescence at the back of the room, her eyes meeting that of her employer and ex-pupil and communicating an unspoken understanding written in mutually exchanged smiles. She was elated even if doing her best to deny it to herself - and why not? Her judgement had been sound, the gamble had paid off! She couldn’t help but lick her lips as her eyes once again alighted on the woman’s stepdaughter. The girl was looking exquisitely sweet the way she was sitting there so contritely in her school uniform - her ex-pupil had already got the girl quite well tamed, even without her help; albeit with the complicity of a medical doctor. Young Alice would be positively domesticated once she had been put through a few of her old friend’s drill sessions.

				She could already see the girl in the nineteen-thirties-style ‘gym suit’ outfit her friend had come up with. The girl’s bottom was going to look succulent in that, bouncing and quivering under the heavy leather Victorian reformatory strap her gym mistress friend favoured - the genuine article that was, too; a true antique. Judging by the groan the girl had let out when she’d mentioned it - the second she’d picked up on Alice uttering - she guessed that the girl had somehow seen an example of her friend’s take on the gym suit, or at least something like it. Either way it was as clear as day that the girl could already see herself in it, just as well as she could. Staring down at her employer’s stepdaughter, at the distaste and dismay written across the girl’s pale face, delighting in the girl’s uncomfortable fidgeting under her gaze, she took another mental note: She’d have the girl try her gym suit on, sooner rather than later, just for her own enjoyment. Not that there was likely to be any problem regarding its fit. It had been hand-made to the girl’s exact and detailed measurements - most detailed measurements; certain dimensions had been of the sort that had had to be acquired under the guise of a medical examination.

				The ever more despondent Alice Lamberton had indeed seen an example of what Mrs Larkspear had meant by a ‘gym suit’. She had immediately recalled coming across a singularly odd garment in the same cubby hole as she had the school gabardine. It had been on top of a pile of things and had had a tag sewn to it carrying the description, ‘customer sample’. Had it not been for the drawing and photograph rolled up with it she would have been at something of a disadvantage.

				As it was the photograph was from some mid-nineteen-thirties ‘health and fitness’ catalogue labelled with the moniker: One piece, bloomer-style, gym suit. Whereas the garment in the photograph was not particularly inviting to her teenage, fashion-conscious eyes, the drawing that had presumably been made from it depicted something worse, as if someone had gone out of their way to select all the most detracting features. The actual garment had been quite hideous in its realisation, a bizarre thing indeed. It was as if the design had somehow become an exaggerated, corrupted version of that drawn out on the paper pattern in its execution, as if someone’s imagination had been put to use on the fly - with needle and cotton in hand - and had got carried way out into the realm of some austere, utilitarian fantasy.

				At the time she had decided that it must be something from the past that had, perhaps, lain there undiscovered for decades. But even with that in mind - and taking into account the era it represented - holding it up by its shoulders her eyes had taken the detail in with no little incredulity: It had been sized for an adult - albeit a small one - but the thought had run through her mind that surely no adult or adolescent young woman would have been seen dead in such a thing, even back then...

				Mrs Larkspear’s misleadingly disarming Scots ascent cut through her thoughts at that point, intruding, drawing Alice Lambert’s attention reluctantly back to the already near-on unbearable tedium that this ‘schoolroom’ had so soon come to represent. How she was ever going to be able to withstand hour after hour and day after day of this level of monotony, she didn’t know - already she felt at the edge of despair.

				And that bloody clock! She was beginning to dread each metronomic tick. It filled the silence between her teacher’s proclamations with an irritatingly unvarying cadence that seemed to underscore the sense of detached isolation that permeated the room. It jarred on her nerves, as if pointing out that time was passing, that out there in the real world, real people were leading real lives, getting somewhere, progressing. She feared it would drive her insane - but what if that was the point? Was that what her stepmother was trying to do, with the help of this bloody governess woman? Were the two of them trying to drive her mad, to get their hands on her inheritance by having her ‘put away’?

				Handing out the sheaves of paper and a pen each to the two uniformed girls Daphne Larkspear smiled thoughtfully, perhaps wistfully: A total of ten thousand lines each would take some time. Setting out at the time of day they were, she doubted that either girl would see her bed that night - or even the next, if their work proved of insufficient quality. A little sleep derivation would do no harm to her task. Chronic tiredness combined with the cane and unrelenting discipline: it made for a great recipe when it came to breaking a pretty filly’s spirit.

				“Ok! Start writing girls.” Once again she exchanged those like-minded knowing glances that said so much with Alice’s stepmother as the latter left the room, smiling contentedly and swinging her keys like the jailor she had become - at least in her own mind.

				Fingering her cane, the fine ridged length of bamboo that presently lay across her desk she wondered how long she would have to wait to put it to good use. Not too long, she wagered. The girls would be tired, they would make mistakes. They would grow irritable and fidgety. But all that was fine. There was nothing like having a throbbing bottom to help a new girl through the process of settling down in the classroom. And she wouldn’t have long to wait...

				Pen in hand and just a few pages in an Alice Lambert’s mind had begun to wander. The beige check pattern of the Formica desktop went in and out of focus, blurring and merging with the featureless beige flooring beyond its perimeter, the bare walls doing nothing to relieve the monotony.

				Only the blackboard was capable of drawing the attention, and the words scrawled across it; the humiliating stipulations she was supposed hitherto to adhere to and live by. And arranged alongside it, as if to prove the point that she was now well and truly under the thumb of her much despised stepmother, there was the wall-mounted wooden rack with its suspended display of thin whippy canes and leather straps of varying weight and length - what Mrs Larkspear liked to call ‘corrective instruments’. From the mirror to her side a timid uniformed girl caught daydreaming engaged the corner of her eye; looking up another identically attired school child stared back, pale and blank-eyed, from the mirror pinned to the wall alongside the teacher’s dais.

				Her fearsome stepmother stepped back into her mind, the implacably stern woman dressed head to foot in silk blouse, riding britches and those shiny calf-hugging rubber boots of hers and tapping her customary plaited leather switch against her thigh in time with every step. In her imagination she would have sworn she could actually hear the rhythmic crack, crack, crack of that wicked crop - why, she could almost smell the pungent vulcanised rubber of the woman’s boots.

				The latter seemed to hang in her nostrils, even in imagination, just as had had the rubbery aroma of that gabardine she remembered so vividly or the odour that had hung about and around that horrid ‘gym suit’ thing she had come across in that cupboard that day. In common with the gabardine raincoat, that too had proved to be exuding a rubbery odour, although not of a comparable pungency. But in the case of the ‘gym suit’ she had been able to unimpeachably ascertain the cause.

				All in one piece and buttoning up the front from the waist with notably chunky rubbery buttons, the ‘gym suit’ had consisted of a loose fitting front-buttoning sleeveless blouse conjoined at the tightly elasticated waist to a pair of puff-legged bloomer-type shorts. Alice could clearly recall how the blouse-like upper part or bodice had been possessed of a childish Peter Pan collar that buttoned demurely high at the neck, and had puffy, buttoned cuffs that fastened just below the shoulders.

				She remembered how the latter provided a delightfully juvenile soft puffball effect but how that feature in of itself seemed guaranteed to extract maximum blushes from any possessing the sort of buxom teenage frame the garment had clearly been sized to accommodate.

				Although she hadn’t yet considered it she was fast acquiring exactly that sort of frame, given the tedium of the school room, the inactivity inherent in sitting at a school desk day after day and the welcome distraction provided by eating the increasingly calorific and flavoursome meals she was nowadays being offered. If she balked at the sweetness, the fattiness or whatever, then all sorts of liquidised horrors could - and would - be offered in their stead; there would be a scaly fishiness suggestive of pilchard or mackerel heads or an offal redness having an obnoxious smell and iron-nail overtones to suit or a sickly cheesy vomit-yellow mash possessing a pungent odour that suggested exactly that. If all else failed then the ultimate sanction, as always, as in all things, was the withdrawal of her medication, the tranquillizers and sedatives she was becoming evermore dependent on; she could be made to bend for the cane, lie across her stepmothers knee, wear school uniform and sit meekly at a school desk - such was the humiliation inherent in addiction.

				Indeed, such was the humbling power she was now under that even when actually told, quite clearly and overtly, that she was to be placed on a new medication, one having even stronger addictive side effects, she had been powerless to refuse to take her prescription, given a day or two of withdrawal symptoms. This had been so even though she had been told outright that these new drugs were capable of developing a real and near-unbreakable physical craving, whereas her previous medication had only led thus far to a psychological dependency. It has to be said, though, that the latter dependency had been somewhat surreptitiously encouraged, even augmented, through the power of suggestion and other psychological means that were mediated through the one-to-one psychotherapy sessions she regularly underwent with her stepmother’s tame psychotherapist.

				The gym suit’s lower part, Alice remembered, had been styled like a pair of short-legged bloomers and was continuous with the blouse-styled top while delineated from the latter by the gathered elasticated waist band. These bloomer-shorts had had broad elastic running around their leg openings whereat the fabric had been gathered giving all the appearance of a pair of frilled baby rhumber pants, albeit minus the frills. The whole outfit had had an appearance that had been somehow half way between a scaled-up version of a toddler’s romper suit and some sort of sauna suit in that the fine harrow-grey serge had been teamed with a soft satiny inner lining with an additional layer of soft thin rubber incorporated, sandwich fashion, between the two.

				She had been able to ascertain the latter with some degree of certainty. As what was apparently a type of ‘manufacturer’s sample’, certain of the inner seams had been left unfinished, presumably deliberately to allow someone’s detailed inspection of that very feature. In particular, internally along the line of the crotch the inner lining had been left incomplete, drawing up short of the gusset whereat the rubber intermediate layer intruded. Seemingly malformed in some manner during manufacture, the rubbery central seam at that point, she remembered, had arched gently upwards and was fringed like a bobbly, curved wedge-shaped comb with a lumpy protrusion at the front that had the appearance of the pad of a small thumb.

				All in all the costume had made for a strangely contradictory mix of modesty and exposure. Modest, in that one’s person would be covered from the upper thighs to the neck - exposing, in that the trim-fitting bottom-hugging lower section featured a back seam that curved inward and upward with such acuteness that one would have been forgiven for forming the strong impression that the babyish shorts were already fitted to a particularly curvaceous young female bottom. Held up by the shoulders, the lower section’s seat naturally took on the form of two sharply delineated tight half-moons. How humiliating it would be to have to...

				“Alice Marchment! You’re daydreaming! Is that all you’ve written girl?”

				That wasn’t her name - she was Alice Lamberton, always had been, always would be! She heard her own indigent voice ring out from the far distance, as if she were still half-submerged in her daydream, the bare classroom walls echoing it back to her, the acoustics of the sparely-furnished space painfully ‘live’. “That’s not my name; I’m Alice Lamb... Owww!”

				There was a different sort of ringing in her head now. The slap around the face had been sharp, hard and unexpected and left a fearsome numbing sting in its wake. “Alice Marchment... say it!” Slappp! “I said say it...” Ssllappp!!! “I said... SAY IT GIRL - ALICE MARCHMENT... M.A.R.C.H.M.E.N.T” The stony faced dour Scots woman spelled out Alice’s stepmother’s maiden name slowly, letter by letter, as if speaking to an idiot or a retard, simultaneously drawing back her palm like a serpent drawing back its head and about to strike. Your father’s dead, girl. “What’s your name, girl... Say it...” The slender wrist flexed rearward like a spring winding up, the long fingers coming together and stretching to their fullest, the skin across the soft womanly palm tautening...

				“Marchment... Alice Marchment... Miss Daphne” Even as she blurted it out Alice could feel the blood rushing to her cheeks. A shame-filled blush was rising to meet the challenge of the rosy-red hue that had just been hand-slapped and painted across her delicate high cheeks. The outline of the woman’s fingers - visible along both sides of her pretty face - were fading fast now as the paler spaces between flooded with fresh colour.

				Daphne Larkspear was standing before her, looming over her, the sheaf of paper Alice had been writing on clutched in one hand, having been summarily snatched up from the diminutive school desk’s top. The domineering woman teacher shook the wedge of papers threateningly as she spoke. Her spectacles, sparkling in the naked fluorescent light, reflected a red-faced, shattered Alice, the red and gold diagonal stripe of the school tie for some reason appearing particularly prominent to the stunned girl.

				“That’s better, good girl.” Satisfied that her message had been received loud and clear Daphne Larkspear’s voice had immediately lost its outraged edge, regaining once again its cultured soft-spoken Edinburgh intonation that so often came across reassuringly, almost motherly.

				“If that silly empty-head ‘lesbianised’ little boot licker, Angel, can come to terms with her identity change I’m sure you can. Lady Marchment is the only legal family you have now, or will be once you’ve come of age and added your signature to the documents that are being drawn up. And if she wants you to take her name, then that is what you are going to do.”

				‘Lesbianised’ - what did that mean? Did ‘lesbianised’ even exist as a word? And that term ‘boot licker’? What exactly did she mean by that? Alice’s head was spinning, partly from shock, partly from the physical impact of the viscous face-slapping she had just received and partly through the sheer enormity of the nonsense the woman was spouting.

				Once she’d prised herself out from her stepmother’s clutches, gotten away from here and over to the town, she’d bring the police down on this woman and her scheming stepmother - and find proof that the cow had somehow engineered her fiancé’s jailing. Her mind a swirling maelstrom of confused emotion and hobbled to no little extent by the effects of the sedatives and tranquilizers she had been placed on, how she was going to go about any of this at present she had no idea. Her fiancé was in jail while she was locked in prison of her own. But hers was a kind of personalized prison, one composed, not of steel bars - though there were plenty of those in evidence hereabouts - but of something more insidious and not so immediately obvious to the onlooker as shackles and chains.

				“This is rubbish, girl all of it - this won’t do at all! Hasn’t anyone even taught you to write properly? I said ‘in your best copperplate hand writing’ - COPPERPLATE! C.O.P.P.E.R.P.L.A.T.E.” This is not copperplate, child - this is indecipherable, nonsensical scrawl. I appreciate you’re tired, I know its coming up to time for your medication, but there is going to be neither bed nor sedatives until such a time as you get that written imposition I set finished - and to my complete satisfaction. It is no good daydreaming - that isn’t going to get it done. And I don’t care if you end up having to sit there through two nights - you will get it done before you leave this room!” Alice burst in to floods of tears as she watched the woman shred what few pages she had managed.

				“I’m sorry but you are just going to have to start again! I’ll fetch you a page of Angel’s work so you can see what copperplate handwriting should look like - she’s had plenty of practice over the years. Haven’t you Angel?”

				“Yes, Miss Daphne”. The voice was soft and lisping, the tone suggesting contrite, resigned docility while at the same time oozing with a kind of repressed, frustrated sensuality. Every syllable was enunciated as clearly as the girl was able given her handicapped speech, yet was still just barely understandable with sufficient practice. She returned within moments, a white sheet of A4 fluttering in her hand.

				“Stand up please, Alice”

				Alice struggled to her feet her knees stiff and sore from the cramped seating position. Her bottom - numb from having been perched upon the school desk’s ridiculously narrow integral seat - began to throb almost immediately where the indented impression of the bench had begun to slowly spring back, the resilient flesh yearning to regain its familiar form. The sheet of A4 was pressed into her hands: “Hold it out in front of you - both hands, please - and read through it quietly until I come back. Knees straight, back straight, please, Alice, chin up - I don’t want to see your collar crumpled.”

				Holding the sheet of beautifully handwritten lines out in front of her, almost to arms’ length, as she had been positioned Alice watched as the woman swayed her way to the front. The skirt of the woman’s deep-navy-blue dress swung around her calves as she walked away, swishing to and fro against her dark seamed stockings. The deep elasticated crepe belt, that cinched her waist and that did so much to suggest the image of an old-time hospital matron, tended to over-emphasise her hips; yet in some unaccountable way it augmented the woman’s air of authority to a still greater extent. The overall effect was an intimidating one and Alice could feel the blood freezing in her veins as she watched the woman approach the rack on the wall alongside the blackboard, the ex-teacher running her fingers appreciatively along the suspended wands of pliant rattan and thin swishy bamboo.

				“Hmmm... this one I think.” Muttering to herself the woman’s hand had alighted on a long length of near-white rattan that hung from a leather wrist loop and that was bound around one end with brown plaited leather to form a stable hand grip. Then she paused: “No, no, not this time... the classroom cane I think.” She stepped across to the desk she had only recently vacated, sited on the dais in front of the board, plucking the long traditional crook-handled cane from where she had left it lying diagonally across its top. Glancing across at the now shivering Alice she swished the cane through the air, smiling as she saw Angel’s head momentarily bob with concern before just as quickly bowing forward to again crane over the near-endless written imposition she was beavering away at, the scratching of her pen nib audible even from the teacher’s desk at the front of the classroom.

				Alice jumped as Daphne Larkspear tapped the top of the school desk with the tip of her cane. Alice was standing in the small gap between the desk and its attached seat. The front of her thighs, bare beneath the abbreviated hem of her flat-fronted grey school skirt, were pressed smartly against the edge of the desktop, yet her calves still brushed against the front edge of the seat behind her. With her arms outstretched holding the sheet of A4 up in front of her face she had not seen the teacher coming, having locked her eyes fixedly on the handwriting sample she was supposed to be studying as soon as she had seen Mrs Larkspear turning back towards her.

				“Kneel up on the seat, please, Alice, with your tummy resting on the desk-top and your arms out in front of you as they are now. No, I didn’t’ say to put down the paper - I want you to keep a hold of it. Keep your head up and your eyes on the page.” Daphne Larkspear smiled pleasantly as she watched the sullen teenager comply, albeit reluctantly slowly. It was the perfect position to deal with a miscreant student. The girl’s feet extended out to the rear through the gap between the back and the seat of the up built-in chair, which kept her feet from kicking out during punishment and the girl from jumping up at any point. In addition the position kept a girl’s back nicely arched and her bottom pleasantly and sufficiently tilted skyward.

				“Drop the paper, lower your head or take your eyes off the sheet - or indeed close your eyes at any point - and the whole procedure starts anew, from scratch. And if that happens, or if I have to tell you to bend back over your desk, then you’ll go without your prescription today - and you know how that makes you feel.” She had decided to take a leaf out of the girl’s stepmother’s book and see how that went - it had seemed to have gone very well indeed, given the girl’s contrite obedience. “Six strokes, one for each of the first six school rules. You will read each line slowly and clearly and at its end you will receive the corresponding stroke. You will then call out the number of the stroke, appending the words ‘thank you Miss Daphne’. Is that clear, child?”

				From some buried reserve somewhere Alice, managed to dig up sufficient resolve to answer, her voice breaking with bitter emotion, her body shaking and her nerves near breaking point. “Yes Miss Daphne.” Just hearing the words stumbling from her lips was a stupefying experience - never had she felt so insignificant and powerless as this woman was able to make her feel.

				Daphne Larkspear, on the other hand had rarely felt so empowered. She delighted in the way the girl’s bottom cheeks flinched in nervous anticipation as she slashed the wickedly pliant cane experimentally through the air behind the bending girl’s back. Even under the pleated pelmet of the rear of the school skirt, the twitching of the girl’s plump bottom made her lick her lips in anticipation. Putting down the cane for the moment she flipped up the brief hem of the girl’s little wraparound skirt. A rather less than attractive leer wandered unbidden across her features as the delinquent’s snug bottle-green school knickers came into view, the back seam buried from view deep within the cleft of her bottom - delinquent, yes, that’s what this was; a delinquent’s bottom. And a delinquent’s bottom had to be thrashed!

				She began to run her hands over the girl’s behind, feeling the warmth of the girl’s flesh against her palms through the old-fashioned short-leg bloomer-style knickers, then cupping the heavily fleshed overhang of the girl’s buttocks. She ran her index finger along the incurving back-seam, tracing a path deep down between the half-moons of the girl’s bottom, pausing and wriggling her tip rhythmically over the point at which she imagined she could make out shape of the girl’s anal bud. Finally, almost reluctantly, she hooked her thumbs into the rear of the broad elasticated waistband, peeling back the slightly glossy bottle-green fabric.

				Drawing the girl’s knickers slowly down, easing them over the swell of the girl’s bottom the greyish, almost transparent, PVC inner lining now gradually came into view, the girl’s skin and the polythene fabric equally slick with intimate perspiration. She rubbed the plastic lining between her finger and thumb, her heart beating faster and feeling as if set to go into palpitations of ecstasy at any moment - with her other hand she reached back to fondle the waiting cane, her fingers wrapping instinctively about its curved handle.

				“Oh yes my dear! Oh yes! I am going to warm your bottom for you - and no mistake. I am going to set it on fire for you, make your bottom blaze like no girl’s bottom has ever blazed before.

				You are going to rue the day you were disobedient to me. I am going to cure you once and for all of any trace of disobedience, reticence and laziness, you little tart, always wriggling that big fat bottom of yours - I’m going to give you something to really make it wriggle.” Dropping back a step or two and having risen to her full height, Daphne Larkspear drew back her arm, the cane quivering in the air in anticipation over her shoulder, her arm tensing and the muscles of her shoulder twitching excitedly:

				“The first rule, please Alice... Begin...”

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 9

				A HARD DAY’S TRAINING

				As she readied the equipment Daphne Larkspear glanced across at the nervous teenager standing awkwardly in the corner. In her teacher’s eyes Alice Marchment was looking particularly sweetly demure and passive today in her short-skirted school uniform. Her school tie was tightly knotted as it should be and tucked in to the waistband of her skirt, her long-sleeved bottle-green school cardigan, with its embroidered badge of red and gold over one breast, was buttoned smartly to the top and her flat-heeled bottle-green T-bar ankle strap school shoes had been polished to an almost glassy finish. With her eyes shyly averted and her pretty head bowed as much as the starched collar of her green and white striped school blouse would allow, the girl was involuntarily presenting exactly the type of image that was guaranteed to inflame the once disgraced ex-school teacher.

				Of course Daphne Larkspear was an ex-schoolteacher no longer; she hadn’t been an ex anything for some three months or so now. Not that she had been rehabilitated, not in the eyes of society at least. She might well have been employed as a private tutor-cum-governess here, in this ‘home-schooling’ environment, but in the eyes of the public at large she remained just as disgraced as she’d ever been. And just as unemployable, at least insofar as fulfilling the role of a teacher was concerned.

				She often mulled it over, this change of fortune - not that she had ever been short of money; she had inherited more than enough, along with the Georgian town house in Hackney, when her aunt had died. That had been long before her dismissal of course. But money wasn’t everything in any case; fiscal wealth had never figured in what this ‘change of fortune’ had been all about. What was it the school board had said about her? Unofficially of course - the school wouldn’t have been able to withstand the scandal; its reputation would never have recovered. Ahh! Yes...

				She was a ‘predatory and sadistic lesbian who habitually delighted in exploiting and debasing the vulnerable young girls left in her charge who, having twisted and perverted their impressionable young minds in her own image, she left with neither a shred of dignity nor self-respect to their name’. In short she was ‘a woman who delighted in handing out the most degrading of punishments for the slightest infringement of her own interpretation of school rules, who enjoyed imposing her will and relished disciplining young girls - not for the greater good but in order to achieve her own sick ends and who was not be satisfied while a girl in her care retained a single crumb of self-esteem, self confidence or pride’.

				It had been a bit of a mouthful, but... How true! She laughed a little, under her breath as she reminisced. If she had any reservations at all over what had been said it was that it had played on that phrase ‘young girls’ a little too much for her liking. She had objected to that term at the time - all the girls she had been involved with had been legally entitled to leave school had they so desired - but there was little that could be done about it by a woman in her position. What she had objected to was the way in which the verdict could be interpreted so as to give the impression that she was some type of paedophile, when she had absolutely no interest in children from a sexual standpoint whatsoever - and never had. A girl had to be sexually and biologically mature to hold any interest for her - a young woman in all but name.

				Yes, in truth it had been harrowing at the time all right. But after all was said and done, it was that verdict - and her irrevocably tarnished reputation - that had put her in the position she was in today. And what a wonderfully challenging position it was, too - unique, one could say. Glancing up at the childishly uniformed girl waiting quietly in the corner she laughed again, that silky soft lilting Scots laugh she had when trying to keep the lid on it, so to speak. It was that word ‘unique’ popping into her head that had done it. It had suddenly tickled her that here she was praising her own individuality and her situation’s uniqueness while at the same time that situation itself revolved around imposing conformity on and grinding away the individuality of others - thus the school uniform she had devised and that young Alice was presently modelling so expertly. She watched as the girl coloured, delighting in the fact that it was her laugh that was contributing to the girl’s increased discomfiture, before returning to her preparations, arranging the straps and buckles that would secure the girl’s head at the front of the wingback armchair’s seat. The cunylingus chair she called it; idly she wondered if the girl had any idea what it was for.

				The thought skidded through Daphne Larkspear’s mind: ‘How quickly these last few months have rushed past, but how difficult it must have been for poor young Alice, there’. Pressing one finger pensively to her lips she pondered as to how much harder it would have been to have brought a teenage girl, such as Alice Marchment, to heel to the extent she had in the relatively brief period of time she had managed it in, if not for the hold the girl’s stepmother had over the girl. The part about the girl’s dependency on prescription tranquilizers she had grasped quickly enough and very useful it had been too, as a tool of persuasion. The thing about this Dr Ecclestone’s clinic and the ‘clinical trials’ the doctor was forever trying to enrol Alice in she had until recently been a little vaguer about. Now she realised how it worked. She understood now that Karen Lamberton-Marchment was terrifying her stepdaughter into passivity using the potential long-term ramifications of being put into care in a private mental health facility as a threat. The girl was terrified of being found to be unable to mentally cope with life, to be branded with that label of being mental defective. The girl was of course quite normal, as was Angel, but her stepmother and her doctor friend had the girl convinced that such a finding was almost a forgone conclusion if she ever found her way inside the doors of an institution.

				It had been a great tool for the girl’s stepmother in the past and it would continue to be even more so in hers, Daphne Larkspear’s, capable hands in the future. After all, it was going to take a hell of a lot of ‘persuasion’ to train young Alice to the point of becoming her stepmother’s bootlicker. But first she could learn something about pleasing her ‘betters’ in an even more personal way.

				“Slip off your knickers please, Alice.” Hesitatingly Alice’s hands disappeared under the back of her Harrow-grey wraparound pleated back skirt, reluctantly easing down her close-fitting but full bottle-green nylon school knickers, their rubberised inner lining tackily clinging to her skin.

				“Kneel here, in front of my chair - and reach your hands and arms around it. And Get a MOVE ON!” Alice was being understandably hesitant; after all a wingback armchair fairly festooned with straps, cuffs and buckles and with some sort of head harness attached to the front of its seat was not only unfamiliar - it was downright sinister. The girl was still capable of displaying some remnant of a defiant streak - but that was so much the better, as far as Daphne Larkspear was concerned; defiance was all ‘bread and butter’ to her. But today she was having none of it - she was not in the mood to be either subtle or coaxing. The ex-schoolteacher knew how to harden her tone to extract obedience from a recalcitrant teenager; especially when that teenager had already been exposed to more than sufficient of her singularly original form of discipline to bring her to her knees.

				Daphne Larkspear lowered her knickers and having plonked herself down heavily on the low seated leather armchair, the weariness of the day’s activities having robbed her of her usual graceful airs, she let herself slide forward, her thighs spread wide beneath her skirt and straddling the kneeling girl’s face. The atmosphere was electric, Alice’s face displaying an expression that was somehow simultaneously both fearful and filled with shameful humiliation, her conqueror’s face grinning and displaying a type of sympathetic yet superior triumphalism. Suddenly panicked, at the last moment Alice began to struggle against her tethers, pulling with no little determination against the leather straps that kept her kneeling form in place and her chin firmly pressed down on the front of the chair’s leather seat cushion. But it was all to no avail. The domineering teacher laughed, a mocking tone infecting her soft Scottish lilt.

				“Not to worry dear; if I were menstruating, or just about to have my period, I’d have kept my knickers on; there’s to be no squelchy sanitary towels or bloodied knickers today!”

				So saying the domineering woman flicked her skirt and petticoat back down over her knees and the head of the restrained, kneeling figure cringing before her. Alice now found herself suffocating in a perfumed petticoat tent of lace-edged nylon and delicate dark tan stockings. A suspender clip was pressed against her ear, nylon stocking tops abraded her cheeks.

				The woman’s body odour was intense, almost overpowering. Alice spluttered, trying to move her face and mouth from the woman’s crotch but prevented from doing so by the leather head harness and the chin strap and cup arrangement that kept her very much in place. The woman smelled of sweat and urine and Alice desperately tried to move her nose away, gasping for fresh air under the heavy tent formed of the woman’s draped skirt and petticoat. With one hand Daphne Larkspear reached down and gripped Alice’s head, pulling the girl’s face even more firmly into her writhing crotch. With her other hand she fished around for the riding switch she had left propped against the side of the armchair in redness.

				It took several stinging flicks of the switch before Alice could bring herself to part her lips and surrender her tongue to its sticky probing fate. Urged on by the constant demands being communicated through the leather tongued kiss of the supple riding switch Alice found herself battling with her disgust while at the same time concentrating on redoubling her efforts, tonguing away at the woman’s wet crotch and becoming ever more desperate to provide the pleasure this Mrs Larkspear demanded. She was being forced through the goading sting of her new schoolmistress’s riding crop to explore the woman’s inner labia and clitoral area ever more vigorously with her tongue, all the time being breathlessly reminded that failure to do so would result not only in this session being repeated from the beginning but also would result in a long, hard session with the cane across her bottom.

				In short; this torment would cease only upon Alice’s tormentress achieving climax. Not only that; it would only cease when this ‘Miss Daphne’ was well and truly sated, spent both emotionally and physically. And she was virtually insatiable; the woman had practically told her so. This woman between whose legs Alice was presently secured had long ago become jaded through countless successes in reducing ‘normal’ girls to slathering lesbian playthings; and far stronger-willed examples than Alice, too.

				How long it had continued for Alice couldn’t be sure, but suffice it to say that a time came, at long last, when Daphne Larkspear had slumped back in her seat, her eyes rolling with sated, exhausted cruel lust. Not that Alice could know any of that, tucked away as she was under the claustrophobically humid layers of the woman’s thick nylon petticoat and the heavy skirt of the schoolmarm or governess’s dress or whatever it was that one might describe as constituting the woman’s favoured attire. All Alice knew was that after several ‘false dawns’ - all too often preceded by a quickening of the goading lash of the woman’s riding crop - the woman’s demands had tailed off, the respites growing in length as time went on.

				This last, final, respite had been by far the longest. Alice’s exposed thrashed-red buttocks, protruding obscenely from under the heavy draping skirts of her ‘schoolmistress’.

				The resilient plump girl-flesh was still quivering and quaking in fearsome, conditioned anticipation of a resurgence of the horse-whipping it had taken to finally overcome what had, until this day, been a taboo beyond imagining as far as Alice had been concerned.

				Then the darkness was suddenly lifted, Daphne Larkspear wearily lifting her skirt and petticoat and pulling herself upright in her seat, drawing together her legs as she did so and flattening down her dress. Alice, for her part, now knelt exposed and exhausted and spent emotionally beyond even the ability to cry any longer. Still strapped in position, her chin pressed firmly into the ‘chin-cup’ indentation at the front of the armchair’s seat cushion, her face framed by the leather head-harness that held her there, her arms cuffed around the chairs exterior as if in a lover’s embrace and her knees strapped to the chair’s front legs, she could do little else. In fact she could do nothing else - but such was the intent behind the design of the ever-resourceful Miss Daphne Larkspear’s so-called ‘training chair’; it rendered a girl, no matter how resentful, in the perfect position to offer up what Daphne Larkspear thought of as ‘oral worship’.

				Indeed, her imaginative mind had conjured up another design, based on an adapted footstool but using the same concept of a cup to steady the miscreant’s chin - mounted within the upper surface - and a leather harness to hold the head in place. This latter, though, had been conceptualised with the idea of the miscreant lying prone along the floor with her arms raped around all four legs and her wrists secured by cuffs. A little empirical investigation had soon revealed the drawback that a determined and particularly defiant girl might circumvent the device’s intention by the means of twisting her torso and in that manner upturning the footstool. The equally simplistic expedient of providing a means of connecting this adapted footstool to a chair placed before it by means of two flange plates extending along the floor from the latter’s front legs soon dealt with that eventuality.

				The ‘footstool’ now made for an indispensable accessory when it came to training a young thing like Alice, as far as Daphne Larkspear was concerned. Though in the case of the footstool it was enforced ‘boot-worship’ that was the theme. Not that a girl such as Alice - or young Angel before her, for that matter - might not be successfully encouraged by way of the judicious application of the strap or cane to their young bottoms to polish until gleaming the rubber of a nice clean pair of rubber boots, using her tongue and lips. But when those boots had been in wear, and if there happened to have occurred a little... soiling, shall we say? Well, a once-proud teenage girl’s reinvigorated reluctance under such circumstances perhaps becomes understandable, however tamed’ she might have appeared to have become up to that point. But it was in overcoming such vestigial expressions of pride that the ‘footstool’ came into its own - that was why it waited in the corner; ready for the time it would undoubtedly be required in order to take this ‘young Alice’ down to a still lower peg. And there was always a lower peg one might lead a girl down to; however degraded she might already feel.

				It was with the thoughts of this ‘footstool’ of her previous devising rising in her mind - in concordance with her slowly recovering libido - and of this diabolical device’s undoubted utility in further humbling this young thing presently kneeling between her thighs, that Daphne Larkspear once more brought her gaze to rest on the focus of her gently subsiding ecstasy.

				It gladdened her to see the girl’s reddened, face wetted with her intimate juices and glistening with so pleasantly in the soft light, Alice’s appalled expression adding a certain sensual piquancy to her triumphal satiation. More than that, though, it was... reinvigorating. Looking down at that kneeling, secured, girl her mood seemed instantly to have been elevated, dragged from the remorseful doldrums of the aftermath, the guilt - however short-lived - of the ‘afterglow’ and brought back to the sparkling, effervescent ‘live-and-kicking’ certainty of ‘drives’ and ‘needs’.

				She was smiling almost pleasantly as she looked down and stroked the secured girl’s sweat-matted hair before squatting beside her to release her from her bondage. Her voice, though, gave little away of any affection that smile may, or may not, have been betraying: There came just the usual clipped tones; terse, yet coloured as always by that disingenuously soft Scottish lilt: “Come along young Alice; let’s get some knickers back on you, you disgraceful young hussy” she barked at her thoroughly humiliated charge. “The whipping drawers for you, I think.”

				Had the underwear being proffered at the crestfallen teenager been the self same school knickers she had previously removed she would undoubtedly have been relieved to have been able to cover her blushing nudity - as it was, Alice was not so certain. What she was certain of, though, was the implication - her initial reluctance was not going to be allowed to go without ‘correction’, despite the way her poor bottom had been flayed throughout the ordeal she had just undergone.

				The sheer magnitude of this unjust exploitation beggared belief and yet Alice felt buoyed at also being passed the cap, apron and brush at the same time. She was being given the chance to rehabilitate herself, to ingratiate her way out of further chastisement by means of a demonstration of her newly acquired, but as yet un-honed, ‘domestic skills’. Alice was aware that as yet she did not posses the finesse of a well-trained ‘domestic’ - and was not even sure why she should be so keen to debase herself in such a way on hands and knees - and yet...

				There was some sort of pride to be had from a floor scrubbed clean and polished until one could see one’s face in it. And it was not the boot brush she was being handed this time, the one she used to scrub the stable waste from the soles of her stepmother’s favourite ‘wellies’. Nor was she being given the tin of wax polish and the duster with which she had now spent so many hours of her young life on her knees, buffing up the often already stupendously glossy green rubber, only to see her work ruined within a few minutes of her stepmother having wandered aimlessly around the stable yard. No, she was being handed the nailbrush, along with the nylon overall and the other accessories that went with the ‘domestic education’ segment of the curriculum instigated by her private tutor-cum-governess.

				She understood well enough by now that the provision of the nailbrush meant the floor needed scrubbing in this, the ‘domestic training room’. It was a tedious task, designed to crush the spirit and based on principles employed in the so-called - and less-than-ethical - ‘harassment therapy’ infamously utilized in psychiatric ‘care’. To Alice, though, the hours of kneeling and scrubbing with her nose to the floor, in terms of being a torment, had long since become somewhat blunted through familiarity, and in any case lacked the bitterness of humiliation attached to anything personally and directly linked to her much-despised stepmother.

				The floor was something impersonal - and in any case its cleanliness was linked to the task of maintaining what was, after all, one day destined to be her own home - or so she still fondly imagined. Viewed In that way, being put to work in such a debasing manner could be justified in her mind - just! On the other hand, being made to scrub and polish her stepmother’s rubber fashion designer boots was not only such a dispiritingly pointless and soul destroying task in and of itself but was something personalised by association with her stepmother - it was like dropping down on her knees to the woman herself, prostrating herself prone in the filth, murk and muck of the stable yard at the woman’s feet.

				But there was no boot brush, no polishing cloth and no tin of polish in view anywhere in the sparsely furnished room, so she was at least freed for the moment of the worry of that singularly disturbing torment. On the other hand a pair of her ‘home tutor’s’ muddied rubber boots - extraordinarily similar to her stepmother’s other than in size and having a tab at the rear - stood in a corner. Even more worryingly she thought she had glimpsed a pair of her stepmother’s rubber Wellingtons as she had been ushered in. An until-recently-favoured red pair possessing a mirror-like finish, she remembered noting how they tended to cling to her stepmother’s shapely calves in wear - there was no mistaking them, nor the yellowish-brown straw-strewn horse dung streaked and caked around the soles. True, it had been but a fleeting glimpse of something tucked in the shadows behind her tutor-governess’s wing-backed chair - her ‘body worship chair’ she called it - but the image had resolved itself over time in her mind, even as she had been struggling through her ordeal.

				Then - and not totally unconnected with that vision - there was that comment that her tutor-cum-governess had just made, as if in passing, while passing across the first of the debasing garments being handed her. What had it been? Something about needing to use a “little spit and polish” wasn’t it?. And what did that hellion mean by “you’re going to have to pay more than lip service to extricate yourself from this one - but we’ll see a little later, once you’ve got this floor scrubbed... if you can polish-up your image”? The woman had laughed hysterically at that one, just as she had finally handed over those knickers, the ones that made Alice’s heart automatically turned to stone at the mere sight - and she had been glancing across at her filthy, yet exclusively designed and equally extravagantly expensive, Wellingtons as she had done so.

				These so-called ‘whipping drawers’ Alice was in the process of being passed at the time were not something purely of Daphne Larkspear’s own invention but rather the design drew heavily on certain somewhat ‘specialised’ areas of historical research encountered when training as a teacher of socio-political. Almost unbelievably close fitting, embarrassingly snug in all the wrong places and as tight as a drum skin, they had been inspired by the kind of ‘modesty garment’ that recalcitrant young Victorian workhouse girls and the like had been obliged to wear for judicial prison-yard chastisement.

				In that era such a sentence would more often than not be carried out with the heavyweight prison cane. The drawers - fabricated of some specially woven thin white cotton with the strength of canvas - were supposed to provide for the retention of a modicum of decency while subtracting nothing from the efficacy of the punishment and at the same time providing some element of protection against any permanent marking of the flesh. The irony, in so far as the latter protective function was concerned, was that the design so often ensured the complete opposite of the supposed intention. Capable of being incredibly tightly laced up both sides until the skin of a girl’s bottom would be compressed to the point when it looked set to split of its own accord, the drawers ensured that when then struck with any force with a whippy implement, such as a pliant rattan cane kept pickled in brine, the flesh could practically be guaranteed to split.

				Of course, though Daphne Larkspear may have been a traditionalist, often sporting the bespectacled twin-set-pearls-and-tweed schoolmarm look that went with it, she was also every bit the pragmatist. For one, she knew that ultra-fine-ultra-strong high quality fabric was near impossible to obtain economically nowadays. Secondly she was well aware that, since that time, cheaper, modern synthetic materials had become commonly obtainable that were even more ‘fit for purpose’. In addition, up-to-date manufacturing methods had come into existence that now made it economically viable to have ‘one-off’ or ‘small batch’ orders made up. A little research and Dacron had become the fibre of choice, in so far as Daphne Larkspear was concerned; its reluctance to stretch made the original cotton fabric seem positively elastic by comparison. Introduced in the mid-fifties Dacron had continued to develop as a sail cloth since that time, a testament to its potential strength.

				An extremely fine denier fibre coupled with an equally extremely tight weave provided for a handkerchief-thin cloth that felt as smooth as satin to the touch and that could be tightened around her pupil’s bottom cheeks until the tiniest of creases were ironed out and it shimmered white, glass-like and blemish-free. Two rows of nylon ferrules ran up both sides of the drawers and were laced together with nylon cord that could be pulled taut and locked off with a sliding metal tensioner once the girl had wriggled her way into their grip. A narrow nylon strap, welded to the centre seam at the front of the crotch, provided the final touch. This latter refinement could be drawn back between the wearer’s legs and up between her now widely separated bottom cheeks, after which it could be secured and tensioned by way of a buckle arrangement sewn in to the rear of the waistband.

				This, then, was Alice’s private teacher’s ‘improved new model’ modern take on the Victorian whipping drawers of old. And this pretty much summed up tender Alice’s present attire, albeit with the addition of a strange looking long-sleeved - yet short-skirted - button-through bottle-green work dress that was covered over by a white nylon pinafore apron that looped around the neck and that tied with a huge shimmering bow at the waist.

				The whole ensemble drew to a halt at the hem of a skirt cut far too brief to have any hope of ever fully covering those drawers that engendered so much shame in their wearer. It made for a frightful uniform in Alice’s eyes, one designed for strict utility, sobriety of appearance and to foster the feeling of submission to authority - the latter it managed in spades.

				Alice squatted on her heels, hands on her knees, as she was and was topped off with an über-lacy Edwardian parlour maid’s head piece. Re-garbed, red faced and shaking, Alice resumed her ‘all-fours’ kneeling position, this time with nailbrush in hand. With the departure of her nemesis she began scrubbing - and with all her might. Her eyes filled with silent tears at the shame that attended the level she now found herself reduced to.

				The real shame though was as much due to those drawers she knew were now showcased beneath her shamefully abbreviated skirt as the menial task she had been set. Not so much the way in which the knickers delineated every nook and cranny - though they did so in so lurid a manner as to make nudity actually seem preferable - as the rationale and purpose behind their design. Whipping drawers, real Victorian workhouse whipping drawers... “Perfect for the birch!” - that was what she had been told... The birch...THE BIRCH! She sat up momentarily, beginning to softly cry at the thought of it, of what she had been reduced to. Then, catching sight of herself in the mirrored wall to her side, a shame-faced mishmash of girly French maid frills and utilitarian sweat-stained nylon, she bent again to her task, breaking out in shuddering sobs as she did so...

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 10

				BOOTS AND TWOS

				It was some time later that the door once more creaked open. There came the returning clatter of Daphne Larkspear’s high heeled shoes, the dreaded sound now accompanied by the shuffling of a pair of flat-heeled school shoes. One single thought rang through Alice Lamberton’s pretty head: What new shame did this signal? One reassuring thought resonated back: Whatever it was it could not be more shaming than what she had just experienced... Could it? But there she was much mistaken. A pair of glossed-black high-heeled courts drew to a halt in front of her, the toe of one pointedly blocking the path of the brush in her hand, and a soft, ladylike clearing of the throat broke the contemplative silence. The Edinburgh lilt came across as patient yet forceful, yet Alice knew only too well how quickly that tone could harden to deliver a harsh, spitefully scolding reprimand capable of reducing her to tears in its own right.

				“Sit up straight, young Alice - fingertips on shoulders, back straight and up on your haunches as I’ve shown you.” The woman’s voice sounded disarmingly cheerful yet still made Alice nervous, hesitant; for a few seconds she fumbled with the wooden nailbrush she had been scrubbing the floor with. “Och! Just leave the brush where it is, you silly thing.” It left Alice feeling stupid, being spoken to in this way. It wasn’t fair; she hadn’t always been so nervous, so awkward. This awful, dictatorial woman had made her this way - she was expert at leaving a person feeling idiotic, inadequate like this. Once she had been confident, self-assured; once she could have stood up for herself. Not any more.

				Red-faced and feeling suddenly close to tears Alice left the brush where it lay on its side and sat back on her heels. For some unaccountable reason she felt the need to brush down the front of her overall with her hands, flattening down both the button-through skirt and the white nylon pinafore she had on over it in a single downwards sweep of both hands, before raising her fingertips tentatively to her shoulders. “That’s better. Keep your back nice and straight mind - and get those shoulders and elbows back. That’s it; right back, as far as they can go. Good!”

				Alice felt the woman’s hand ruffle her hair behind the raised front of the maid’s cap. Her head bowed shyly, she caught sight of the woman’s tweed skirt and realised that the woman had had time to change at some point as well as presumably supervising Angel, her fellow ‘pupil’, in the schoolroom. It brought home to her how distorted her sense of time had become these past months - it was a frightening thought to realise she no longer knew exactly how many months.

				As the teacher leaned closer she recognized the close-fitting tailored panelled suit skirt that went with a matching jacket and that the woman often favoured when not in the dark ‘governess’ dress she usually wore for ‘lessons’. She could smell that ‘tweedy’ smell, the faint overtones of cigar smoke, the rather old-fashioned floral scent the woman favoured and even the leather of the heavy Scottish tawse that perpetually hung from the woman’s belt whatever her dress.

				She could hear the whisper-like muted rasping of her nylons, the papery swishing, sound of the woman’s nylon slip moving with her body and slithering beneath her blouse and suit and even the rubbery creak of her corset, girdle or corselet or whatever old-fashioned foundation garment had been today’s choice. Each new characteristic seemed to go to fuel a rising sense of tension in her stomach as it came into focus, her senses seeming painfully acute. Her heart, which she now realised had been pounding away in her ears for some considerable time prior to the woman’s return, thumped heavily in her chest as if about to explode and a dull sensation of dread began to drag at her, fighting against her efforts to maintain the erect posture the woman demanded.

				“Right, young Alice, pay attention! Angel, here is going to demonstrate a technique I have trained her in that you will find will come in useful when it comes to maintaining your stepmother’s boots and shoes, but particularly when it comes to getting that real mirror shine she likes to see on her boots. Wax and a cloth are all well and good, but when it comes to buffing-up such high quality vulcanised rubber as you will have encountered used in her exclusive custom fashion Wellingtons, something softer, more delicate and moist is required...”

				The woman had broken off abruptly, in mid sentence, and Alice felt her blood run cold. She could feel the woman’s eyes boring into her - something was wrong, but she didn’t know what. She could only remain demurely kneeling back on her haunches and await the outcome with her fingertips touching her shoulders and her head, her chin having initially risen when bidden to ‘pay attention’, again passively bowed.

				She had seen enough, though, to know that she had been mistaken about the jacket - a pale pink Merino wool twinset and a rope of pearls were the order of the day; though she had been right about the skirt. She had been right, too, about the woman’s ‘foundations’; though large-busted and cursed with a propensity to plumpness, the woman had managed to carve out for herself a notably waspish, if broad-hipped, silhouette, the triple-string rope of beads overhanging from an aggressively high, almost mountainous bustline.

				The woman’s companion, by contrast - the cowed and down-trodden Angel - had appeared positively flat-chested under her fully-buttoned Terylene long-sleeved grey school cardigan. The latter’s ‘V’ neck displayed a school tie knotted suffocatingly close about the high collar of her green and white striped school blouse.

				Angel’s brief grey pleated-back wrap-around school gym-skirt now danced about the midpoint of thighs that looked a little too thin as a result of the strict diet she had been placed on and that had stolen, too, from her hips and bottom with the result that her waist had all but disappeared. Her long, once coltish, legs still seemed to go on forever from where they sprouted from the white anklets and bottle-green flat-soled T-bar buckled school shoes, but had lost much of the sensuality she would have gained at adolescence and instead now lent her a gawky and awkward ‘outgrown’ appearance that bordered on the knock-kneed. The latter was not helped by the fact that neither Angel nor Alice herself had been allowed to shave nor otherwise depilate their legs since this whole ‘home-schooling thing had started’ and a light peachy blond fuzz now caught the light and drew the eye from what contours remained. The two beautiful long plaits she had arrived with had long since become the sort of boyishly-short side-parted style the teacher favoured, the natural ringlet-prone curl crushed out of existence by repeated applications of perming lotion with the result that the poor things hair had become dry and brittle.

				All in all, this girl - Angel - now undoubtedly embodied the sort of juvenile image the once-disgraced teacher had probably been hankering for all along. Alice could only thank her good luck - what there was of it - that as yet her stepmother had not let this woman entirely have her own way with her in that she had at least thus far been allowed to retain her figure, though all her clothing was designed to play-down if not fully disguise her curves. All this, though Alice had expected. After all she did see - and was with - Angel every single day, even though she had never been allowed to speak to Angel, nor the girl to her. What she hadn’t expected to see was Angel carrying before her, out from her body so as not to dirty her school uniform, a pair of potentially highly glossed, stylish exclusive designer Wellingtons, similar to one of the pairs her stepmother owned, but in a bright eye-catching pink. Strangely, while one boot had looked near enough pristine, if in need of a good polish, the other was splattered and speckled with mud - dollops adhering to the thick vulcanised rubber sole and threatening to fall at any minute.

				The latter, when she had glimpsed it, had put Alice in fear of her freshly scrubbed floor, lest she have to repeat the tediously back-breaking task she had only just completed. And she had only just completed the imposition when the woman had walked in. The squeaking of the door hinges had almost perfectly been in synchronism with her scrubbing at the last couple of square inches - in fact the timing had been uncanny. Now of course doubts were setting in and adding to the sickening feeling of panic fluttering in her tummy. The woman had murmured quite encouragingly when she had initially glanced about, but had she now seen something, some mark or blemish she had missed. Alice couldn’t believe there could have been anything she had overlooked.

				After all she had worked her way systematically across the room with her nose practically to the floor, always in fear of the ever-present CCTV webcam system and the knowledge that the images were always instantly available on her stepmother’s laptop and were relayed to her smart-phone, if working around the stables or, indeed, out riding. But then again; why had the woman broken off so abruptly and what the earth was she staring at, craning over like that?

				It was as the woman bent over her that the fluttering, building, sensation of anxiety Alice had been experiencing hit a crescendo. For a moment Alice felt as if she were about to faint. Then an even clammier sense of dread suddenly gripped her - one born more of realisation than of simple fear, whether rational or irrational. It arose suddenly, along with a sensation akin to a cold steel vice tightening around her heart, chilling it to a standstill, while simultaneously a heavy weight, abruptly bearing down on her chest, refused to suffer her to breathe. A panicky thought flustered its way through her brain: How long had she been working, scrubbing away in here? Was her medication wearing off? Was that why she was feeling so nervous, so... so... jittery? Was she due to have another couple of those tablets?

				She wanted to look up, implore the woman with her eyes to notice what was happening to her and yet feared to do so even more than she feared the consequences of missing her drug schedule. A strangely ‘spiky’, jagged sort of agitation began to overcome her, niggling and needling her to jump up and just run and run and run - blindly, anywhere. But ‘anywhere’ in this space meant perhaps eight or ten brisk paces to the nearest wall or a secure heavy iron door, which in any case only gave out onto the ‘schoolroom’, or perhaps, to duck in flustered desperation behind the huge wingback armchair that dominated centre stage along with its associated restraint-festooned footstool. The latter course of action would be particularly futile and only likely to generate hilarity - and earn her a good, hard caning once she had been given time to calm down. But then again she wouldn’t calm down - how could she be expected to calm down without her medication?

				She was sure she had begun shaking by the time the woman next spoke, but the woman’s voice instantly put paid to further introspection. And it had nothing to do with the cleanliness or otherwise of the floor - not that that would be much compensation as it was to turn out.

				“What’s this? Why is your cuff unbuttoned? That is not just a work dress or overall, you know; you should consider it as part of a uniform. By now you should have learnt to view your dress or overall or whatever, your cap and your apron as just as much constituting a uniform as the school uniform your stepmother and I have you wear for lessons. Uniforms help define our station in life, you know; they are important to maintaining the social fabric. This happens to be part of your uniform and uniforms have to be worn as prescribed - that’s what it is all about; discipline. And no one, but NO ONE, gave you permission to undo your cuff... did they?”

				“N.n.no Miss Daphne”

				“Do it up at once, you stupid little girl!” The woman hadn’t raised her voice, it still retained that lilting Scots silkiness, nor had she changed her superficially jovial attitude; she had simply placed a little extra emphasis on the word ‘stupid’. Somehow that fact made it all the more disconcerting to Alice. She had rolled the sleeve up from the hand with which she had grasped the nailbrush - just a little, just enough to minimise the risk of soiling the cuff while scrubbing the floor. The cuff had dropped down anyway once she had knelt up - as she had known it would, but she had expected to have had time to quickly re-fasten it before it became discovered, surreptitiously out of sight of the webcams scattered around. As it was she had been caught by surprise and just plain forgot.

				She had had the cane for getting her cuffs dirty before, despite the fact that the bri-nylon (for that was what it said on the label) was eminently washable - wasn’t that supposed to be the point of it, the ‘practicality’? She hadn’t wanted to get the cane again for that reason. It was one of those irksome things sent to try her, that the overall she had been given had long sleeves and yet had to remain spotless. It was worse now that she had been compelled to wear an apron over the top - the nylon pinafore was the snowiest of snow white and showed every tiny speckle. And the work didn’t help. Whether scrubbing floors, cleaning toilets or scrubbing and painstakingly polishing her stepmother’s rubber boots, it was all equally filthy work. And it was all, cynically, somehow justified under the banner of domestic ‘education’.

				Red-faced, Alice hastily refastened the glassy button at her wrist and quickly returned her fingertips to her shoulders, pinching her shoulder blades together as best she was able and straightening her spine. It was a posture as uncomfortable as it was humiliating.

				“That’s better, hen. We’ll make a domestic of you yet!”

				Alice bristled: a ‘domestic’ was the lowest denomination of household servant, something below the housekeeper and even the stable girls - or stable maids as her stepmother preferred to refer to them as nowadays. At the same time the sensation of anxiety was continuing to rise in her like a seething cauldron of bubbling molten laver and a heavy feeling of despondency was settling, layer upon layer, weighing her down. It was all she could do to stop herself toppling forwards in a heap at the woman’s feet. The woman’s next words, though, did at least lift that dreadful fear of punishment that was threatening to freeze her blood in her veins, if only temporarily - and there was always the chance that the woman would later forget. It had happened before, if only rarely; and it was such a little thing, a little teeny-weeny thing.

				“We’ll deal with the issue of uniform infringements later. For now I want you to watch this little demonstration Angel is going to perform for you.” She turned to the girl who was standing a couple of paces behind her, a pink Wellington boot held upside-down by its foot in each hand. “Angel, put the boots down here, if you will, hen.” She indicated a place on the floor between the armchair and the footstool, waggling a finger to show exactly where. Angel did as ordered, her skirt riding up as she bent, displaying the usual - if nowadays somewhat reduced - expanse of snug interlocked polyester-cotton school knickers, the bottle-green fabric puckering deep within the cleft of her bottom. Alice could see that the leg elastics still managed to bite quite cruelly into the girl’s thighs, despite the latter’s slenderness, and the narrow but strong strip of fabric that ran between the two rubber-lined openings like some manufacturers mistake was pulled tight by the movement as her knees parted.

				As the now profusely perspiring Alice Lamberton looked on Angel withdrew, having been told to “pop your apron on over your school uniform, that’s a good child; then skip back here and sit yourself down on the footstool”. Almost as if Alice did not exist and without a further word Daphne Larkspear sauntered across to the wingback chair and, pausing to smooth down her tailored tweed skirt, slumped down in its depths. Shuffling forward to perch on the edge of its seat, brushing aside the straps and the head harness Alice had fallen foul of earlier in the day, she began unbuckling her high heeled court shoes, the darker reinforced heels of her fully-fitted stockings coming into view as she stretched out first one leg and then the other.

				“Angel! Come, help me on with my boots, child. Alice; you just watch and take note from Angel, hen. She’s a good little boot-licker - aren’t’ you hen”.

				“Yes Miss Daphne.”

				Alice could see the other girl’s face colouring even though now partially side-on to the girl. Angel having shuffled across, tying her pinafore over her school uniform as she went, was now squatting on the footstool at her teacher’s feet, flattening out her pinafore across her lap as she settled herself.

				“Make sure you don’t get any mess on your apron, or there’ll be trouble.”

				“Yes, Miss Daphne.” The girl was so contrite, Alice thought; it was embarrassing. She actually felt embarrassed for the girl, despite her own predicament, kneeling like some dumb idiot. And that term ‘boot licker’ - surely she must have misheard that? But she couldn’t afford to be so empathetic; she was beginning to shiver now. And the stomach cramps were starting. The latter, she had been told, where a psychosomatic manifestation of her anxiety and brought on by her fear of withdrawal, but they always felt real enough to her.

				With a growing mishmash of fear, anxiety, dread and real physical pain going through her head and her brain feeling now as if on fire Alice looked on, shivering from head to foot, as Angel helped the overbearing woman on with her boots, the moulded rubber conforming closely to the woman’s attractively appointed calves. Then came the real horror, so far as Alice was concerned...

				It sounded innocent enough: “Now show young Alice how you clean my boots Angel; how it should be done when one respects one’s betters.” But there was no cloth in Angel’s hands, nor wax waiting in a tin by her side. Instead there was a pair of well-fitted pink Wellington boots cradled in a fawning teenage girl’s lap, the girl’s soft hands dutifully cupped and supporting the heels lest any mark mare the pristine whiteness of her frill-laden nylon pinafore. Daphne Larkspear, having settled back to sink into the loving caress of the deeply upholstered armchair had now stretched out her long stocking-clad legs, interlocking her finger’s carelessly behind her head and trifling with a tendril that had dared escape from her tightly pinned bun.

				Alice watched as the woman languidly lifted one leg from the girl’s lap, a dark stocking seam momentarily showing, and placed her foot on the floor alongside the footstool. The tall glossy pink boot on that foot was the pristine one, the one that looked never to have been worn. The other, the one that now remained in the girls lap, by contrast was filthy; mud and what looked to be a caked pudding of horse muck and other farmyard detritus all threaded through with a matting of fermenting composted hay entirely filled the vulcanised rubber treads of the sole.

				When the girl raised the boot to her mouth Alice still, at some level, thought it was some sort of sick joke being played out at her expense. Even when the girl, craning her neck, begun planting little butterfly kisses on the rubber uppers and around the toe she thought it was a jest. When Angel began licking and lapping the worst of the mud splatters from the boot’s leg, Alice convinced herself it was a sprinkling of chocolate, perhaps with a little spread melted chocolate as well for good measure - she still expected the two of them to jump up and laugh hystericaly at any moment. Such was the unthinkable enormity of what she was watching.

				It was when she saw the girl bring her lips to the edge of the sole and begin to nibble at the loose dollops there that she started to feel a cold despair come over her. Those little chunks just looked too realistic and she could see the hay was real; a little had now dropped of and skidded across the floor and she could just make out that sickly-sweetish smell of horse manure.

				The vomiting didn’t begin in earnest until the girl had carved the first of the mouthfuls from the bottom of the sole with her teeth and begun munching like a cow chewing the cud. She could see the brown around the girl’s mouth, the brownish-yellow streaks on her cheeks speckled with fragments of semi-digested hay like small yellow wood shavings. Worse, now that the mess had been disturbed, that stable-block smell was coming through in all its true, horrible stomach-churning pungency. The awful liquidised fishy slop she had been fed for lunch came splattering down the front of her pinafore, some trickling down the front of her overall and missing the pinafores bib but finding its way between the overalls buttons. Involuntarily she dropped the disciplinary posture she had been placed in, wrapping her arms around her body as, sorrowfully, she retched again and again, more part-digested remnants of ground fish heads, livers and kidneys being disgorged with every mouthful she witnessed Angel scrape off with her teeth.

				But the horror of what she was witnessing was also more and more merging with the agonisingly yearning hunger growing within her, a craving born of both psychological and physical dependency. The moment was not long in coming when she could no longer differentiate between the nausea born of revulsion and that due to her need for her medication. It was at this point that Alice felt her bladder empty, the warm, wet stinging sensation spreading as the close-woven fabric of the whipping drawers wicked away the urine, taking it up like a sponge and tightening still further around her bottom and thighs as a result.

				In the background the other girl’s ordeal was going on and on and on. The sole eventually unclogged, it was duly licked clean until the thick chunky vulcanised sole was as black as the graphite the dense black rubber had been coloured with in manufacture. Muddy streaks and much worse were lovingly kissed and licked and plucked with pouted lips from the upper parts as the seated woman twisted her foot this way and that, providing the girl’s soft mouth with ease of access to all those awkward, little, hard-to-get-to spots. A velvet-pink tongue lapped and polished and polished and lapped until the soft pink rubber shone with a showroom spotlight gleam, polished to perfection by a pretty young girl’s tongue.

				While all this was going on in the background a yellow puddle had been slowly spreading between Alice’s bended knees, rivulets wending their way to meet the more viscous pool of regurgitated goo. Now, even as young Angel’s ordeal was drawing to a close, the woman having been satisfied that her once muck-marred beautiful pink Wellington boot was in fact once again just that - beautiful - Alice was hitting an all time low. Staring at the puddle of mess in front of her the realization had suddenly hit Alice of what she had been brought down to. The thought had hit her - as if the most natural conclusion she could have come to - that here was something else she’d have to clean up, that more likely than not she would have to scrub that floor all over again. It was the instant her self-esteem had finally hit rock bottom... Or so she fondly imagined...

				“Up you get, sweet little Alice. You can put your hands down by your sides now, fingertips pinching the sides of your apron, as you’ve been taught, please.”

				As she rose stiffly from her knees Alice turned her head to one side, gritting her teeth and for the moment refusing to meet the woman’s smiling eyes. She felt sick with self-disgust now just as much as, if not more than, she had for the other girl and the weak-willed compliance to authority she had displayed. It was a different kind of nausea; it mingled with the more physical aspect instigated by the tang of vomit in her mouth and the smell wafting up from her soaked pinafore and nylon overall. And all of it was augmenting and building on the gut-twisting wrenching and flu-like head pounding of barbiturate withdrawal.

				That latter aspect was rapidly becoming the worst of all - the sheer clammy bone-chilling shivering panic; she feared its power of persuasion, she feared that given sufficient time it might overcome even the most soul-damming sense of revulsion. She had already bent for the cane on many an occasion and learned to accept indignity upon humiliating indignity under its humbling power. She knew for sure now that it was already way past time for her medication - it could only get worse from here. Was the woman deliberately holding back on her medication or had it merely slipped her mind? Didn’t the uncaring woman realise she was sick, just how ill she really was? Her prescribed medication was well overdue now, perhaps even dangerously so. And all the woman could do was stand there now, dangling a glossy pink Wellington boot in front of her face. It was the one that had seemed unworn and she could smell the pungently shoebox-fresh scent of rubber - but she still felt sick. And she hadn’t even been aware of the woman taking off her boots, let alone changing back into her stiletto court shoes.

				A person couldn’t just stop taking tranquillizers, just like that, not abruptly; that was what Dr Ecclestone said. That was always embarrassing too, meeting with her stepmother’s doctor. Nowadays, when Dr Ecclestone visited, she insisted Alice meet her in the front parlour wearing one of those hospital examination gowns that fasten up the back with ties and a pair of loose fitting disposable white crepe-paper knickers. Barefooted and with the gown coming to no lower than mid-thigh she always felt every inch the hospital patient, standing there under the scrutinizing gaze of that stern woman with those black-rimmed glasses of hers. Once the doctor was gone, though, it was always straight back into school uniform and off to the schoolroom. Indeed, she often wondered if the doctor knew what was going on. After all, the doctor had never seen the cane marks on her bottom and Mrs Larkspear was never far away, meaning she never felt particularly inclined to talk.

				That was what was so galling about having to wear that examination gown and those huge baggy paper knickers. In all the time she had been coming to visit Dr Ecclestone had never once actually examined her. What passed for an examination consisted on her being ushered in front of an already seated doctor, the woman invariably relaxing back in one of the two armchairs set by the side of the fire, and undergoing, while standing awkwardly before her, what amounted to some sort of psychological appraisal.

				The latter involved among other things all manner of probing questions, many of a highly personal and embarrassingly intimate nature. In particular Dr Ecclestone seemed to have an almost obsessive fascination with her masturbatory habits and in her ability to reach orgasm coupled with an uncanny ability to see through any smokescreen or circumvent any diversionary tactic her patient cared to invoke. She could, and did, wheedle out every tiny little detail. Words such as remorse and guilt would be used. Did she feel remorseful after the moment of release, as the doctor quaintly termed it? Did she ever feel a sense of guilt while in the act? Did that sense of guilt, perhaps even of shame, ever interfere with her reaching her ‘release’? Could she sometimes sense those feelings of shame and guilt building as ‘culmination’ approached, perhaps worry that one day she would fail to reach ‘release’ because of the way she felt and the remorse she knew she would feel afterwards?

				It was all so belittling, and yet the doctor was right - those words and ideas did indeed intrude on her thoughts; she had cried herself to sleep in frustration more than once of late. Dr Ecclestone always advised her to try not to think of words such as ‘shame’ ‘remorse’ and ‘guilt’; Alice was to block them from her mind as the ‘end point’ approached and if she felt at all worried that she might not ‘succeed’ - if she felt the slightest seed of doubt begin to germinate - she was to stop there and then, lest she risk building up what the doctor called a ‘repression complex’. This was something dire that had to be avoided at all costs. She was to try to avoid failure no matter what - even if it meant ‘doing without’ - as each failure contributed to and made more likely the next as day followed night; that was how one developed a ‘repression complex’. It meant becoming ‘psychosexually crippled’ so that one could never again find sexual pleasure or release. In that way one became ‘sexually neutered’.

				Poor Alice already felt ‘sexually neutered’; there had been many nights of frustrated fumbling she had had to call a halt to as the doctor’s warnings had come tumbling into her mind. Her room, she felt sure, was festooned with hidden sub-miniature webcams and the light was left on all night - the switch was on the outside and her stepmother always locked the door at night; ‘one can never be too safe, these days, that is why there are bars on the windows’. That was why there were all those webcams about too- supposedly. Notwithstanding all those security precautions and prying eyes she had felt, if she was very, very careful, if she kept her movements, slow, deliberate and controlled, she could do much below those thin sheets on her bed without the embarrassment of detection. In fact it had sort of surprised her that neither her stepmother nor Mrs Larkspear - Miss Daphne as she was supposed to address her - had suggested restraining her hands at night; it seemed just the sort of thing the two of them would do. With so little movement available - lest she disturb the sheets - and the ever-present concern that her furtive attempts at self-pleasure be recorded on some security tape for posterity someplace, it was little wonder it had always taken an inordinate amount of time to reach the pinnacle she sought. Nowadays that pinnacle seemed to be becoming all but insurmountable.

				Dr Ecclestone always seemed to be trying to help, but her aid in this direction, when it came to her sexuality, seemed often somewhat other than helpful - if not to be downright backfiring. And then there were those unsettling aspects to the good doctor’s character. On occasion she would talk about that clinic she was involved with in some manner, waxing lyrical as to how bright and cheery it was there, how she, Alice, would feel so at home among girls of her own age.

				There were pictures too, photographs Dr Ecclestone kept in an official-looking folder with a sky-blue cover carrying an embossed gold-leaf crest surmounted by the name of some sort of private hospital or institution. She would skim past pages depicting clinically-white rooms arrayed with hospital beds and corridors lined by unmarked doors with covered spy-holes and that gave the impression of snaking on forever while leading nowhere. Passing by all this frightening grimness with neither comment nor explanation she would invariably alight on some cheery shot.

				One that came to mind was of what appeared to be a sunny room with four hospital type beds in view, a hand basin under a frosted glass window and a large free-standing blackboard in one corner that looked depressingly like the one in the corner of the ‘schoolroom’ upstairs. Another showed a superficially pleasant room with a circle of grey plastic school-type ‘stackable’ chairs set up in the centre and a set of girls - around six in number and all looking to be of around Alice’s own age - standing around forlornly in the background. All had been barefooted. All had been dressed in too-brief, tie-back blue and white check hospital examination gowns and had their hair, either cut short or pinned up - it was impossible to tell - covered by disposable elasticated paper mob-caps.

				The closest to the camera, Alice remembered, had been angled almost side-on, providing an ample view of disposable paper knickers covering a plump full bottom that jutted out from where the back of the gown didn’t completely close. In fact the two halves of the rear of the gown hadn’t even remotely met. With only three butterfly ties, one at the neck, one at around the height of the girl’s shoulder blades and another at the lower part of the mid-back, the whole of the girl’s bottom would have been on show at the rear if not for those thin, paper knickers. Not that the latter covered much - and what they didn’t cover strained incredulity. Three or four raised, thin red tracks could just be made out, emerging from beneath the side of the powdery-white paper of those loose-fitting panties. Trailing around the side of the girl’s peachy behind these had had all the appearance of the marks of the cane, the ‘stigmata of discipline’ as Miss Daphne had once remarked. And in the far background, beyond the milling group, another of those frosted windows could be seen covered by thick white-painted bars. In fact there had seemed to be steel bars featuring somewhere in the background of most of the photographs, now she came to think about it.

				The place looked anything but pleasant; in fact it looked more like a prison, or at least some diabolical cross between a hospital and a prison. She often wondered why Dr Ecclestone would show her those photos if she were so keen on her going there, ‘under her care’ as she put it. Surely those shots would have seemed certain to put anyone off - they made the place appear downright sinister. And Alice certainly had no desire to be permanently attired in a far-too-revealing examination gown, paper knickers and that ridiculous paper hat thingy. She doubted that could really be the case, but that was the unfortunate impression given by the doctor’s photo selection. She had never seen anything else worn, other than in one shot that had a blue-uniformed nurse in the foreground.

				Decapitated by the photographer’s poor framing Alice remembered that the nurse had looked as if to have come from an earlier era. A white bib apron with a silver fob watch pined over the breast at one side had been covering a royal blue dress with a high-buttoning white collar and was cinched around the waist by a typical elasticated nurses belt which fastened with a nickel plated clasp shaped like a giant ornate butterfly. The latter had not been that unlike the belt Miss Daphne sometimes wore, other than hers had a much less ornate clasp- and of course featured a tawse hanging from a clip at one side, which the nurse’s belt decidedly had not. The nurse’s belt had featured a sinisterly jailor-like bunch of keys hanging on a silver or stainless steel chain, though - And that was just like Miss Daphne.

				But keen on Alice going there Dr Ecclestone patently was, for some reason. She had actually said on several occasions when she had been giving Alice her photo presentation tour of her clinic how much she’d love to have Alice, as she put it ‘under my supervision’. At such times, leaning forward in her chair, she would as often as not give Alice a reassuring pat on the bottom that to Alice was anything but reassuring; the woman’s hand lingering far too long for Alice’s comfort.

				What were depicted in the doctor’s photomontage were apparently scenes recorded from an ongoing study of the efficacy of behavioural modification therapy in the rehabilitation of those displaying ‘addictive personality traits’. To Alice it all sounded - and looked - a little too much like being shunted off into a psychiatric hospital for her liking. After all; what were all those bars on the windows all about? She didn’t trust her stepmother as it was - and she wasn’t so sure, now, that she trusted the doctor either. She certainly wasn’t about to allow herself to be tricked or manoeuvred into committing herself into a private institution of some sort or other - she wasn’t that naive.

				Those unsettling thoughts were still running through her mind when the terror really began to strike home. A small resealable polythene bag had been plucked from somewhere and was being waved under her nose and then drawn slowly back, like a carrot being offered a stubborn donkey. Suddenly, as abruptly as it had appeared it was gone, snatched away by a hand as quick as any street magician’s. The woman teacher stood back, playfully toying with the empty bag. Empty bag! The bag was empty! It took a moment for that fact to sink in - Alice could only stare, open mouthed. It was the way her daytime prescription would normally be parcelled, in one of those resealable transparent bags, but there was no foil-backed ‘bubble pack’ and no sign of the two fat capsules of calming serenity the latter would of held either.

				“Och! Not to worry lass...” There were times the woman could sound like the eponymous overbearing Scottish teacher in the 60s film ‘The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie’ - Alice had seen it once on television, and under different circumstances might have found the comparison amusing; certainly worthy of backchat. Muriel Spark, the novelist, had had her character mouth the words: “Give me a girl at an impressionable age, and she is mine for life”. That was where Daphne Larkspear differed from the fiction: Obsessively possessive and dictatorial, she didn’t require a girl be any particularly impressionable age to weave her spell; there was no backchating Daphne Larkspear.

				“...I left your medication on my desk. I was going to give you your capsules before I brought you in here but it seems it somehow slipped my mind. As I say; not to worry, child. We’ll get this lesson done and dusted, get you cleaned up all nice and smart in your school uniform, and then we can pop back in the classroom and you can have your medicine. How does that sound?”

				Alice Lamberton did not care at all for how it sounded. She needed her medication now, right now, not later. And she wanted out of these ruined things she had on; she was covered in sick - the nylon overall was sticking to her skin because of it - and she’d wet her pants, or rather she’d wet her whipping drawers. And that told another story: She wouldn’t have been put in a pair of those whipping drawers the woman had come up with unless there was a reason - and there was only one raison d’être for whipping drawers; the name said it all. She groaned, and then began to gently weep, ever so gently. She hated herself for that, too, this character she had developed of bursting in to tears at the drop of a hat.

				Where had all her inner strength gone? She hadn’t seen it leave; it had just slowly drained out of her, drop by drop, disciplinary imposition by disciplinary imposition, petty rule, by petty rule. Each new stipulation she had knuckled down to, each new behavioural restriction, had taken away a little bit more. She felt and arm come around her shoulders, comforting, almost motherly. It was all so cynical - it was what the woman did when about to leach away a little more of a girls’ self-respect; she’d switch to coaxing, and it was so hard to resist.

				“The quicker we get this over with, the quicker we can get out of here - and then you can have your nice clean school uniform on, get back to your desk and I can give you your medicine.” The glossy pink Wellington was now being held out towards the deflated, stunned Alice, the near pristine boot balanced upright in the woman’s hand and grasped by its sole. The embossed designer’s brand mark around the top of the leg was unmistakable even viewed in profile, the metal button at the side catching the light. “Now Alice, just think of this as a game if you must, but I want you run your tongue over this boot, polish it just as you have been taught to polish your stepmother’s boots, only now using your tongue instead of the cloth you would normally use. There is nothing to be afraid of; it’s perfectly clean, just as if it were straight off the shelf in the shop. Now I don’t want to have to fetch my cane; and just as soon as you have done it you can have your medicine.” Daphne Larkspear could see that even at this stage Alice was looking set to refuse - it was time to play her trump card:

				“If you don’t do it I’m afraid you’ll have to forgo your medication until tomorrow. And then I’ll make sure you take half a dozen with the schoolroom cane before you can have your medicine, bent right over my desk in front of Angel - and your stepmother and her housekeeper.”

				Once again she held out the boot to Alice’s lips, half turning her head towards the waiting Angel, the brown and yellow staining plain on the latter emaciated teenager’s otherwise pretty face. “I want you to take notice of this too, Angel Larkspear.”

				Tentatively Alice ran her tongue along the side of the proffered pink rubber boot as the woman slowly twirled it in front of her face, the rubber pungent in her nostrils and slightly tacky on her tongue. It wasn’t physically unpleasant - in fact there was something strangely reassuring about the tang of the vulcanised rubber - but mentally it was agonising. Then she pulled away, suddenly acutely conscious of the ridiculous spectacle she was presenting, her cheeks burning scarlet with embarrassment.

				The one-time school teacher laughed gently, again glancing back over her shoulder at her other ‘pupil, the shy and timorous Angel Larkspear: “You see Angel? And she hasn’t been through nearly anything like I had to put you through before I could make you do this.” She returned her gaze to the freshly recalcitrant Alice, her voice hardening and her face taking on a stern appearance. Shaking the rubber boot a little to underline her point she brought it once again to Alice’s now pouting lips, pressing the toe meaningfully forwards. “Come along now, Alice child, or there’re be no medication for you today - or even tomorrow at this rate. And you’ll be getting a good caning too; and double the six strokes I promised if there’s another hint of defiance. You have been told to do something, so do as you’re told, or no medicine; I mean it.”

				Alice burst out crying. The woman, grasping the moment, eased the boot yet again towards Alice’s generously proportioned sensuous mouth, easing the toe past the girls parting lips. Defeated Alice took the toe of the pink rubber boot into her mouth almost absentmindedly now, sucking on as if it were an infant’s pacifier and licking with her tongue, all pride for the moment subsiding under the combination of her all-consuming hunger for her medication, her fear of the cane and the sheer dominating power of the woman’s all-conquering will. With the woman twisting and turning the Wellington this way and that she lapped her way with her tongue all the way up one side of the boot, right around the top and then down again to the sole, being told more than once to keep her eyes open. Then she repeated the process again and again, polishing the rubber with saliva and sensuous overlapping tongue strokes, inch by humiliating inch, until the dazzling shine the rubber was taking on began to make her eyes ache.

				Finally it was over, the rigorously domineering woman stepping back with her arms folded below her more-than ample bosom and carelessly tossing the boot to the floor as if to underscore the sheer futility and pointlessness of the task she had just coerced her charge into performing. To Alice’s increased chagrin the discarded boot bounced side-on to where she had been earlier kneeling, skidding into the puddle of vomit and pee Alice had left behind. “Oh well, you’ll just have to clean it up again later - practice makes perfect.” Shrugging her shoulders the woman laughed before again calling out to the awkwardly shuffling Angel standing, head bowed, in the background:

				“Do you see, now, Angel, why you won’t be going anywhere? I know you have been trying to think of a way of getting away from me, of wheedling your way out from under my thumb - and there’s no use in your denying it, you ungrateful child. But you can see now what drug dependency can do to a person; young Alice, here, was at least partly broken well before anyone ever took a cane or a strap to her backside. Addiction, even to prescription drugs, can be a very humbling experience for a young woman, Angel. I don’t think poor Alice has quite taken in yet just how addictive the ‘drug substitute’ her doctor has been prescribing her actually is in its own right - have you Alice?” Alice could only dumbly shake her head in the negative as the woman continued addressing Angel, the pencil-thin teenager now looking decidedly pale.

				Daphne Larkspear continued, relishing the effect that what she had to say was having on her two young charges, but on Angel - as the focus of her diatribe - in particular: “Nor, I imagine, has Alice ever had any inkling that the tranquilizer she has since been switched to is even more prone to inducing dependency than the original drug she was put on - both physically and psychologically. Well I have had a word with Alice’s doctor, through her stepmother, and she agrees with me that you’re far too highly strung, young Angel Larkspear. So... as from today you are going to be started on the same tranquilizer that Alice has been on. And under conditions that are planned to assure the rapid development of a nice healthy...” she laughed lightly “... psychological dependency”. The physical side of it - the stomach-knotting craving - will develop later. But not to worry, dear; apparently with the incremental dosage scheme Alice’s doctor has in mind you’ll soon catch Alice up. So as from today it is going to be: two capsules or the cane, for you my girl. Or strictly speaking ‘two capsules and the cane’ or the ‘cane and two capsules’...” again she gave a little laugh “...because we both know that once you’ve had a few strokes of my cane across your naked backside you’ll do as you are told. You always do in the end.”

				It was that very moment that Alice heard the door again open, the jangle of keys making her jump nervously - she was becoming increasingly jitterier by the second now, her flesh crawling and seemingly no longer satisfied to contain her skeleton. Wave upon wave of nausea was battering away at her strangulated twisted and churning guts and her brain had started to swell within her skull, or so it seemed.

				The pair of boots that drew to a halt in front of her were caked in sludgy loose muck. Instantly recognisable as her stepmother’s latest acquisition, the berry and black split-colour rubber of each of the boot’s uppers was largely unscathed other than for discrete streaks, spots and speckles of dark brown mud and the occasional yellowish streak of something as yet unidentifiable. Behind her stepmother - and leading right up to where she was presently standing, smiling condescendingly at her stepdaughter - extended a trail of loose clods of mud, dollops of what to Alice looked to be horse droppings, and watery slurry-like puddles.

				Alice immediately burst into fresh floods of tears. At the back of the room Angel, too, had begun to weep, though with her the cause was somewhat more complex; she had just been informed that she was going to be deliberately turned into a pathetic addict, just like Alice. Both teenagers had reached breaking point. The floor was ruined and both girls knew the filth-laden trail would lead back right across the schoolroom too; both room’s floors would have to be scrubbed and polished all over again, right from the start. Whatever happened now, the rest of the day would see the two of them again down on their hands and knees in their ‘domestic education’ overalls and pinafores with nailbrushes in hand; it was a spirit-crushing prospect.

				“Well, well, Mrs Larkspear. Well done - I’ve been watching on the security system.” Smiling she turned her attention to her crestfallen stepdaughter. “So, Alice... You enjoy polishing rubber boots? Is it the taste of the rubber you like, or the smell perhaps? It’s nothing to be ashamed of - unless it becomes an obsession, of course; then we’ll have to have a word with your doctor about it. Meanwhile I’ll do my best to understand what it’s all about - I’ve read a lot about fetishes you know.” Filled with a mixture of dismay and disbelief Alice slowly shook her head, her head hanging in shame, her eyes averted and unable to meet those of her stepmother.

				“Well, it looked to me, from where I was standing so to speak, as though you were most enthusiastic. Though I have to say; I was standing in the stable yard at the time - I can pick up the webcam feeds on my smartphone you see. Anyway; I have never seen such enthusiastic work! And such attention to detail, too! I just thought I’d pop up and see if you wouldn’t mind giving my new boots a quick brush-up and shine... Perhaps if I were to sit myself down in the chair and put my feet up... I am a little weary...”

				Alice could feel her head shaking, almost as if it were an involuntary reflex she could do nothing about. She could only watch with horror as Daphne Larkspear stared at her, anger glinting in the diabolically twisted woman’s eyes, the realisation dawning slowly that she was refusing to do as she was told, almost as if it had not been her decision to make. She was still trying to nod, to say yes, when she felt Mrs Larkspear grasp her by the back of the neck and felt herself being roughly hustled towards the side of the armchair, before being flung over the arm that doubled as bolster cushion when she was bent across it for the cane...or worse. Licking an already clean, new and practically unworn rubber boot held up to her face by Mrs Larkspear had been one thing. Kneeling in defeat before her hated stepmother had been another. She still had some pride - but knew only too well that she was about to regret having retained that morsel of self-respect...

				Dampened by Alice’s mishap of earlier, the sheer but strong fabric of the whipping drawers glistened across the tight spherical contours of her dimpled chubby bottom, seeming to shimmer where the glossy material curved inward at the centre before disappearing from view entirely as a shadowy ‘’V’-shaped valley of white fabric that sunk deep between the girl’s deeply-cleft buttocks.

				Daphne Larkspear tapped the tip of the plaited leather riding switch against first one cheek and then the other in turn, watching in pleasure the exquisite quivering of tightly compressed flesh and drum-skin-tight fabric rippling together in choreographed perfection, as if one bonded entity. The sensation that ran through her as she raised the switch high, back behind her right shoulder, was something most akin to ecstasy. She paused for moment, a fleeting instant, savouring the taste that power brought, devouring the helplessness of the teenage girl bent double before her, soaking up the unimpeachable, glossy pinkish-white succulence of the girl’s bottom, squeezed, sculptured and moulded into two perfect outreaching half-moons by the tightly-laced Victorian style whipping drawers. Then she slashed the riding switch in, surprising herself with the viciousness with which she brought it lashing down, watching as the plaited leather bit deep into the compressed out-curving flesh across the centre of the girl’s bottom, the tip momentarily curving around the far flank before springing back.

				For a split second there was only the reverberation of the crack of leather against drum-skin-drawn fabric pulled humanly tight over resilient, springy girl flesh. Alice’s head, thrown back in a moment of impact, lolled wildly, her eyes bulging with something akin to insanity and her mouth gaping silently as if mute. Then with a huge gulp of breath that could be heard echoing off the blank walls the scream came. It was a high-pitched grating screeching scream, one that seemed to wind itself ever upward in pitch, as if grasping for an ever higher register in seeking somehow to offset the agony growing across her scorched behind.

				One stroke with Daphne Larkspear wielding her stepmother’s riding crop and already Alice was regretting with all her heart refusing to lap at her stepmother’s boots. Indeed her eyes, having sought out her stepmother’s feet and the glossy but mud splattered designer Wellingtons, now stared beseechingly at them, her lips moving as if in prayer, the word ‘please’ forming silently and going unheard through her own now subsiding cries, gasps and sobs. In the face of such a shattering flogging as clearly she was about to receive, the humiliation of licking those boots clean seemed suddenly so insignificant. It seemed such an easy thing now to have shut her mind to the gritty, earthly taste of mud - for she was sure that was all it would turn out to be - after all she hadn’t been instructed to go anywhere near the soles, just run her tongue up and over the legs and uppers. It would have been a humiliating but merely symbolic surrender, that was all.

				Standing directly in front of her errant stepdaughter, towering over the prone form helplessly bent tightly over the bolster strapped to the armchair, Karen Lamberton-Marchment found herself shuffling awkwardly. She was absentmindedly kicking the drying muck from the vulcanised rubber soles of the glossy split-colour berry and black custom designed boots that had become the focus of the whole affair as she looked on. Even viewed through the Dacron fabric of the whipping drawers her ex-teacher had put her stepdaughter in the weal that had immediately flared up across Alice’s behind was vivid enough to make her wince. A deep poppy, tending to purple towards its centre, the weal’s raised edges could be made out even through the fabric. The thin, biro-red, thread-like line beginning to weave its way along the very centre was testament to the fact that with this, the very first stroke, her ex-teacher, Daphne Larkspear, had managed to split the girl’s skin right across her bottom. It was something she knew would not go down well with Alice in view of her stepdaughter’s vanity; it both horrified her and excited her at the same time. She knew too that it would be something that her ex-teacher would now work on, even if she hadn’t intended to have gone so far so soon in the progression of the girl’s punishment. In forming that latter notion she was not mistaken and she watched in fully comprehending silence as laying down the riding crop along the armchair’s seat and practically under the girl’s pretty, upturned nose Daphne Larkspear moved round in front of her weeping stepdaughter, taking the girl by the chin and gently tilting her tousle-haired head until the girl’s eyes met those of her chastiser.

				It was Alice who spoke first, before her teacher even had time to begin, her voice broken, hesitant, the words spluttering out between shuddering sobs: “p please, I can’t... please... can I, may I... please let me...” She was interrupted by a sharp slap around the face, Daphne Larkspear drawing back her hand as if to strike again... and then holding back, satisfied that the warning alone was enough to silence her distraught ‘pupil’. Holding up a finger she placed it to her lips in the classic gesture to be quiet before placing it to the girl’s lips in turn.

				“Sssh! You know we don’t speak to our betters until spoken to first - I can see we are going to have to set you to copying out the school rules again once this is over; and young Angel here too. That’s how it works, you know that; one breaks the rules, you both get punished. How’s about the full set of official stipulations, one thousand times apiece in your very best handwriting? What do you think about that, Angel?”

				From the back of the room there came a despairing groan. Young Angel Larkspear didn’t think she could go through all that again. Surely it would send her quite insane, eventually, page after page after page with no letup, no window she might gaze out of to ease the tedium - the classroom windows were mounted far too high up for that - no sound other than the scratching of the pen, her own breathing and the incessant invariant tick, tick, tick of that damn old classroom clock. Somehow that bloody old broken down school clock was the worst part of it - and it didn’t even tell the time, the hands didn’t even revolve. The teenager was still standing on the pedestal in the corner where she had been placed, her nose pressed against the highest of the four circles painted on the wall, her hands hitching up the pleated rear of her school skirt to display her school knickers as required with her elbows awkwardly tucked in tightly to her sides.

				Whether or not it was Daphne Larkspear’s intention to ultimately send her insane was neither here nor there for the moment. At present Angel Larkspear had other problems to focus her mind on: Her neck had already developed a painful crook in it from having to keep her head tilted back at such an acute angle and the muscles between her shoulder blades throbbed from the effort of keeping her elbows in as close as possible to her sides while simultaneously keeping her skirt hitched, up as she had been instructed. Now, to make matters worse she found she was desperate to go for a wee.

				It was the most humiliating, embarrassing situation an attractive teenage girl might find herself in, dressed from head to toe in a proper, genuine school uniform, placed standing facing a corner like a naughty girl and feeling as if about to wet herself. But she knew there was nothing she could do about it. This place had been set up as a sort of private prison for that other girl, Alice; there were bars on the windows, locks on doors and everything that went to make up a prison. But even had she been at Mrs Larkspear’s home, or anywhere else in fact, she doubted there would have been anything she could have done - she just could not stand up against Miss Daphne, she just didn’t have the self confidence or the strength of personality, Miss Daphne was always telling her so.

				Momentarily glancing across at Angel Daphne Larkspear smiled to herself; the diuretic she had added to the girl’s orange juice had been a strong one, it wouldn’t be long now before there would be a darker patch spreading across the dark bottle-green rear of those knickers. A few more such accidents and she planned to start the girl in adult diapers - and by that time she’d have Angel herself convinced that she needed such ‘protection’; that was the beauty of her approach. This time it will be as clear as day and in front of witnesses; and it would be all more devastating for it. Turning away she again returned her attention to the task in hand; the chastisement of the headstrong young Alice, her present ‘boot licker in training’. She looked deep into the terrified girl’s eyes as she spoke:

				“Now what was that you were trying to say? Is it that you have changed your mind; and so soon, too?” Alice nodded wildly, her face red, part in pain, partly from humiliation, and her eyes wide in the terror of what this woman might yet do to her. Horror and dread were just about to be added to that mix.

				“I expect polishing your stepmother’s boots with your tongue doesn’t seem such a bad idea, now... am I right?” Alice had to struggle for words; she had momentarily caught sight of her stepmother’s gloating smile out of the corner of her eye and the woman’s face, all steamy-eyed as if through lust, made her choke. It was more than triumph she could read on her stepmother’s face; there was something sexual about the pleasure the woman was getting from this. The dawning realization that both women were getting aroused in some sick and twisted way made her feel suddenly nauseous - more so, even, than the idea of having to get down on all fours and lick that woman’s vulcanised rubber boots. Nevertheless she somehow ground out the required reply, with all the little nuances stipulated by the ‘school rules’ appended:

				“Yes, Miss Daphne, I am sorry, Miss Daphne.”

				“Then ask nicely then.”

				“Please may I lick my stepmothe... I mean Lady Marchment’s boots, please Miss Daphne.”

				“Well, perhaps you should have thought about it before you refused the first time but...of course you can, dear.” The domineering teacher smiled pleasantly now as she spoke, her voice softening. Then her voice hardened again, just a little, just subtly: “But don’t you think there should be some penalty attached? After all you did defy both your stepmother and I. And you failed to use the correct address...which is?” Still smiling sweetly she left a pause, waiting for her ‘pupil’ to fill in the gap. Alice gulped, feeling her pride and self esteem seeming to slide down along with the air. Still sobbing and nearly choking with indignation she at last managed:

				“Mother.” It was the most foul, horrid, self-surrendering, soul-plundering thing she had ever had to say - and she felt some part of herself die as it struggled past her lips. Daphne Larkspear continued to beam that self-satisfied, cynically sympathetic smile of hers - it was one of those things about the woman that grated on Alice’s nerves; she felt sure she did it deliberately.

				“Well today, this first time, I was only going to ask you to polish up the uppers of your stepmother’s boots with your lips and tongue just as you did that nice new boot I held up to your lips earlier. I wouldn’t have dreamt of having you go near all that muck caked on the soles - God knows what she’s stepped in out there.” Daphne Larkspear pulled a face as if to describe the sickly-sweet farmyard ambience that had been steadily flavouring the atmosphere since the other woman had made her entrance. Glancing over at Alice’s stepmother she laughed, her Scottish lilt somehow making her teasing guffaw seem even more mocking than it might otherwise. The other, returning her ex-teacher’s knowing look with delightedly glittering smiling eyes, responded, giggling girlishly:

				“Lord knows! There are all sorts of unmentionable stuff that gets stirred into the stable yard mud, Mrs Larkspear, what with the horses, the two dogs and the hunt meeting here, as they did yesterday. Whatever it was, it has certainly left a mess on the floor for the two of them to clean up later - and it sure as hell doesn’t smell too good!”

				Daphne Larkspear once again returned her attention to her restrained ‘pupil’: “As I was saying: As the state of play was, when we started out today, I wouldn’t have dreamed of having you do more than, say, cleaning off some of those muddy speckles - and polishing the rubber of course. The rest I would have let you deal with using a cloth and the boot brush, as usual. As it is, though, we have that stubborn, defiant streak of yours to manage and to deal with. So...” She paused as if for thought. “...I think an apt penalty might be if you were to miss out all those intermediate stages I had planned to put you through - breaking you in gently, giving you time to acclimatise yourself, so to speak, to all those new tastes, sensations and odours you’re going to have to get used to. Instead I think what we’ll do is we’ll have you graduate right away. I think we’ll put you straight up to the top of the class, straight up to the level that young Angel over there has reached... as the fully-fledged bootlicker that she is.”

				Another muffled, anguished groan issued from the teenager whose head was still remained tilted back, face buried in the corner. A dark stain was just beginning to diffuse up from the crotch of the latter’s school knickers and was beginning to spread across the seat, droplets trickling down the insides of her coltish thighs were now glinting like tiny amber beads in the spotlight. Glancing up Daphne Larkspear addressed the fidgeting teenager, her smile broadening: “Och!” It wasn’t often she used that peculiarly Scottish exclamation. “Now, just look at you. You’ve only gone and wet yourself again, you silly bairn. And in front of Lady Marchment, too! If you carry on like that, we’ll have to put you in a nappy.” The Scottish lilt seemed grow stronger on the word ‘nappy’ as if to emphasise that she had no intention of ever referring to the solution she had in mind as ‘adult diapers’, let alone by the politically-correct clinical wording they carried on the wrapper they came in.

				She looked back down at Alice, bending and lifting the girl’s chin even higher until her nose was almost touching that of Alice. “ So... Just say how much would appreciate being allowed to chew the filth off of the soles of your stepmother’s boots, those really nice, really expensive shiny fashion ‘wellies’ of hers, and we’ll get on.” She had estimated Alice’s limitations well - and gone well beyond them, as had been her intention. Stunned by the sudden crudity, and even more by the enormity of what she was being asked to do, Alice could only slowly shake her head in shocked silence.

				Daphne Larkspear straightened up, dropping Alice’s chin. Moving around alongside the bending girl she ran her hand over the surface of the balloon-taut whipping drawers, the fabric as fine as a lawn handkerchief yet as strong as denim, trickling her fingers over the throbbing welt running across the very centre of the girl’s buttocks, then tracing the ridges back and forth with a single finger, feeling the outlined criss-cross pattern of plaited leather embossed in the skin. Tutting to herself she let the remark tumble out from her mouth quite casually, quite matter-of-factly, as if mentioning the weather.

				“This one will be permanent, I’m afraid - It’s split the skin you see. Not so bad as a single line across the middle, although I don’t suppose you’d want your boyfriend to see it.” Reaching across the girl’s shoulders from behind, having wandered around behind her while talking, she retrieved the incredibly pliant riding crop. Without further comment she whipped it back over her shoulder and slashed it in diagonally, the tip curling up and under the overhang of one of Alice’s buttock cheeks and just catching the outside edge of that tender crease. If anything the stroke was even harder than the first. The sharp gunshot-like crack reverberated as before and she let the girl’s screams subside before continuing where she’d left off:

				“A basket-weave of lines is another matter; I suppose that can be a little disfiguring for a girl. Mind you, I don’t think you’ll be seeing much of your old boyfriend anyway - he’s got twelve years as I understand it and some of the marks may have faded by then - a little.” She slashed in another, just below the first and parallel with it, watching the pliant switch mould itself momentarily around both buttock cheeks before springing back and once again waiting for the girl’s anguished screams to die down before continuing her diatribe, spending the time tripping her fingertips over the developing wheal and satisfying herself that for the third time within three strokes she had again succeeded in likely permanently tattooing the girl’s bottom.

				“Still, I imagine you’ll still be able to get away with wearing a bikini if you’re careful - something a little more full around the bottom regions, mind, something a little conservative, not one of those brief modern things.” The air whistled as the next shot cracked across Alice’s tender bottom, this one landing lower still and almost coming up underneath the overhang.

				“Landed a little low, that one, dear. Sorry! Still, a fuller-bodied style of bikini bottom and you’ll be all right for the beach - as long as it covers up your bottom properly as it should. “Did I mention a letter came for you from that no-good boyfriend of yours - he only expects you to be waiting for him when he gets out? Thinks he’ll get parole for good behaviour, apparently. Well, I think it would be best if you wrote back and told him in no uncertain terms where he can get off with that idea, don’t you? Just as soon as you’re finished munching your lunch off Lady Marchment’s boots here, of course. Perhaps it would be kindest if you were to say you’d met someone else and would be moving away? Hmmm?”

				Alice was still shaking her head in the negative when the next stroke, the first of a pair to land in rapid-fire succession, whooped in, confused by this alternation of demands and the constant reference to her jailed fiancé. Both landed just above the lowest extent of the Victoriana whipping draws, right across the sensitive flesh of the backs of her thighs and well below the point that would be covered up by any but the most old-fashioned of full-bodied knickers. Both split the skin.

				“Now look what you have gone and made me do! I’ve told you before about where your stubbornness will get you. You put off my aim with all that bottom wriggling and head-shaking going on - and a few more landing across there and I dare say that will be your bikini days over. I doubt you’d even find a vintage one-piece swimsuit that would cover those marks on the beach. Those regulation school uniform knickers of yours will still do the trick, though - and it’s not as if you’re going to be gallivanting around the bedroom, not with all the embarrassing questions that bottom of yours would raise.”

				Again and again Alice’s head sharply jerked up, the crack of the lascivious woman’s dressage whip ringing in her ears and its lick of flame besieging her tender pink bottom. Again and again the plaited leather instrument bit deep into her flesh leaving vivid raised flaring wheals that could be clearly made out through cruelly tight fabric of the whipping draws as the initial blood red developed into a deeper purple. Her bottom, thrust outwards by the bolstered padded leather arm of the armchair, twitched and quaked and rippled and juddered, spasmodically between each stroke as the bruised muscles involuntary reacted to the out and out, mind breaking agony. The unforgiving leather cuffs locked around Alice’s ankles and pinioning them to the front and back legs of the armchair, drawing her legs wide apart in the process, along with those that drew her wrists together over the far arm, were sufficient to hold her in place against even her most energetic struggles yet allowed sufficient leeway to provide an entertaining display of bucking feminine eye-candy.

				Alice had long ago been broken, truly broken. Her voice, reduced to almost silently hoarse screams and pathetic squeaky rusty mews under the fall of the dressage whip, whispered near-inaudible pleas for clemency and mercy in the tortuously long and drawn-out periods of cruel respite between the strokes. She had been ready long ago to abase herself in any manner that Daphne Larkspear or her stepmother might demand of her. But still the thrashing went on, Daphne Larkspear occasionally pausing to stroll around to other side of the armchair, standing in front of the restrained, weeping teenager and flexing the horse whip in front of the girl’s eyes, arching it between her hands into something approaching a full circle before releasing the tension and letting the tip spring back through the air with a swish, all the time berating Alice, worrying away at that weakness of hers, her vanity with florid descriptions of how defaced her backside was becoming.

				On occasion she would run a finger under the guitar-string-taut round strap that ran up along the centre seam of the whipping drawers, pressing its tip into the centre of the little fabric-outlined toroidal bud of the girl’s anus and performing little teasing pirouettes. At other times, between strokes, she would run a hand up the inside of one of the girl’s thighs and down the other, pausing at the centre to roll that same cylindrically sectioned strap side to side in the declivity between the virginal lips, the latter now particularly clearly delineated through the saturated contour-hugging fabric of the crotch.

				From time to time she would rub the urine picked up on her fingers in such a manner under the girl’s nose, gently drawing a fingertip back and forth along the girl’s upper lip and touching little droplets to the insides of the girl’s nostrils. “Only a child wets herself - perhaps you’ll prefer the smell of your stepmother’s rubber Wellingtons now, learn to love the taste of the rubber.” Then she would step back before bringing in the curving dressage whip arcing agonisingly across the girl’s behind yet again. “Or should I leave you here until you mess yourself as well, and I have to put you in a nappy - as I’m going to have to do with Angel, in the corner over there. Alternatively perhaps I should fetch that Victorian prison cane I have, and use that to tan your backside until your bowels move. How would you like that? And it would only stop once you’d evacuated your bowels into your knickers - just imagine how you’re going to feel if you make me do that to you. I’ve done it to Angel you know, in the past - and look what it has done to her”.

				It was only after Alice had received a further five, particularly vicious strokes, delivered in rapid-fire succession across the backs of her thighs that the woman finally put down the horse whip. These last few strokes had slashed in low, biting deep into the sensitive flesh just a few inches up from the girl’s knees and had coaxed one last long-drawn-out wailing - if hoarse - scream from the girl’s now parched lips. It had been a most harrowing howl indeed, one that came from the very soul and went soul-deep to any within earshot.

				Once again running her fingers to and fro between the restrained girl’s legs Daphne Larkspear brought the dampened tips to the girl’s face as she had before. This time, though, she slowly drew her index finger along the girl’s top and bottom lips, tracing their outline and depositing a snail-trail of little golden droplets around the girl’s gentle mouth. Holding her fingers flat and just shy of the girl’s lips - in the manner one might if feeding sugar cubes to a pony - Daphne Larkspear softened her voice, the tone coaxing and belying the bizarreness of the instruction being given:

				“Come along, clean off my fingers, child -that’s a good girl. Don’t make me have to go get that old prison cane of mine, not that ‘whalebone’ one I have”. Her voice sounded sympathetic now almost pleading. A smile spread across the striking if hard face of the Scots teacher as the velvety-pink tip of the girl’s tongue slowly appeared, emerging from between pretty red cupid-bow lips. The smile spread as she felt the heavy wetness run up along her fingers across her palm as the girl began to quietly lap and nuzzle like a house trained puppy dog.

				For now the girl was broken but Daphne Larkspear knew that deep down inside some part of the girl’s defiant spirit would have survived. The human spirit could be a quite resilient thing and, given time, Alice’s individuality and spirit were bound to resurface to some degree. Yes, in the future there would undoubtedly be resurgences of defiance, but this was something to be welcomed; it left the field open for a repeat performance of the same treatment. The girl’s spirit and self-esteem would recover to some extent each time, but never fully. Each time there would less of the real Alice left alive and kicking inside and more of what appeared to be Alice would be merely dry husk.

				She began unbuckling the restraints, helping the pathetically snivelling girl to her feet. Out of the corner of her eye she could see the girl’s stepmother preparing to take her place in the plush leather folds of the armchair, impatient to at last sit back and have her muddied, manure-caked boots attended to by her stepdaughter - and in the most profoundly personal way imaginable. But there was something in the girl’s eye, a glint of defiance? And was she really trying to pull away - after all that?

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 11

				AFTERMATH AND RETRIBUTION

				OR:

				STEPPINGSTONES ON A RETROGRADE PATH

				Daphne Larkspear and Alice’s stepmother bringing up the rear, the two teenagers shuffled slowly and nervously back through the classroom, both carried on uncertain, unsteady legs. Alice was biting her lower lip. Angel, along side her, was shaking her bowed head slowly in disbelief as the glistening reminder of her shame continued down its meandering forking trickles, tracing out and following the contours of her long legs to the waterlogged tops of her anklets as she walked. Both girls were still quietly, yet steadily, crying despite having been given time to ‘compose’ themselves. The later was a favourite euphemism the redoubtably authoritarian Mrs Larkspear employed for the imposition of some additional period - in this case, a good fifteen or twenty minutes - spent staring at the corner with hands on head.

				But this was par for the course now, just another day in the classroom. The humiliation and tears, the helplessness and powerlessness, the long draw-out hours of written impositions were beginning to wear Alice down. She had begun suffering sporadic bouts of bedwetting when particularly emotionally and mentally exhausted and at her desk had begun unconsciously displaying certain other immature behaviours, all of which Daphne Larkspear - the ex-teacher and home tutor her stepmother had hired - discerned with a growing sense of gratification.

				To the formidably overbearing Mrs Larkspear the sight of a girl in her late teens on occasion sucking her thumb and increasingly more often breaking down into tears at the drop of a hat was something to gladden the heart. More than that; it fairly sent tingles down her spine. If the girl was finding something like that reassuring, them she would reinforce the behaviour. The way forward now would be to smile sweetly, speak softly, while the girl’s thumb was between those plump bee-stung lips of hers but make the girl jump in some manner, startle her in some way, the moment the girl caught herself indulging in the child-like behaviour.

				From this moment on she would keep a close eye on Alice, even more so than ordinarily. If she spotted the girl sucking her thumb and the girl then subsequently removed it from her mouth she planned to abruptly slash her cane down on the girl’s desktop - or even across her own desk - or whistle it through the air, finding some premise to then berate the girl verbally. A stiff reprimand was generally all it took these days to send the girl’s thumb shakily towards that lovely sensuous mouth of hers, albeit somewhat briefly, but she wanted to see it linger there, she wanted to see the girl permanently and unconsciously afflicted with the childish habit.

				As it turned out it was well over an hour before both girls were again to be found at their desks, chubby well-caned bottoms burning on hard wooden seats, pens in hand and working away at their copperplate handwriting exercises. As for their ‘teacher’: she now stood resting against the wall at the back of the room, hands tucked in the small of her back for comfort.

				From here she could observe without being observed, she could survey the scene without the girls being certain they were being supervised. It was that element of uncertainty that was so important in fostering the sense of being under control she wished to reinforce in her charges; it kept them off balance. Levering herself upright she wandered between the school desks, casually observing the girls’ work as she moved toward the front of the classroom, their twin beribboned heads bent dutifully to their studies in the unnerving silence.

				She had changed now. She was now dressed in her white blouse, the crisp white shirt-collared one that she knew exaggerated her tendency to appear domineering; but that was something of an advantage here. Trim waisted and tailored where it mattered, it emphasised the aggressive thrust her long-line corselet gave to her bust. Finished off with a dark grey tie that tucked in to the waistband of her skirt, it also provided just a hint of intimidating masculinity. This she had teamed with a dark grey worsted pencil skirt having a hemline coming to within a couple of inches of her knees. Her athletically trim legs were encased in perfect dark-tan stockings of the old-style fully-fashioned variety she favoured and showed off calves stretched to their most adventurously shapely extreme by a pair of black stilettos.

				Her coloured auburn hair - she’d had it dyed especially for the impact she wished to achieve - she had swept up, pining it behind a half-moon tortoise comb to form an austerely tight bun. The latter’s rich hue, she knew, threatened to clash with her thin lips and nails - both attributes painted a glaring matching post-box red - but she knew it was a look she could carry off. Even if, against her naturally pale, almost alabaster, complexion, the effect was a little stark, she knew that element of starkness was something she could use to her psychological advantage.

				Having reached the front of the classroom she stepped up on the dais, turning on her heel and stepping smartly in front of her desk, her heels clicking noisily on the hollow platform as she did so. Leaning back lightly against the desktop, supporting her weight with her left hand while simultaneously rattling the school cane against one of its legs with her right, she feigned a cough.

				“Sit up straight! Now, girls, pick up your pencils - you are going to be taking notes; we’re going to be discussing your futures, your prospects if you will.” The imperious hazel-eyed school mistress surveyed the scene with what she fondly imagined to be a friendly, almost affable smile on her expertly made-up face. Discipline bolstered by punishment, yet tempered with love, even if affected; that was the way to mould the minds of impressionable young women like these two. By the time she was finished with them the two of them wouldn’t know if they were coming or going - but they would know how to obey her, they would want to obey her. In fact they would seek to earn her approval at every turn.

				“Tell me, what do you see as the purpose of education?” It was a rhetorical question, as so many were that she posed; smiling, she went on without pausing for an answer. “Well, I’ll tell you - very little in terms of academic subjects as far as girls of your very limited levels of accomplishment are concerned. To be honest, there are very few jobs out there these days suitable for girls, such as your selves, that are... how should I put this? ...somewhat intellectually challenged, as far as I have been able to determine. Those paths that are available are unlikely to be particularly academically challenging.” She smiled condescendingly at the timid pair of young girls seated trembling before her as she spoke, her gaze shifting from one to the other in turn, continuingly gauging the effect her words were having on further quashing their spirits. She went on, leaving a pause for effect.

				“...Domestic service, perhaps waitressing? ...Shop girl?” She pressed a finger to her lips pensively, as if genuinely actually pondering. “...No, no, not shop girls - too much initiative required. And you, Alice, with your agoraphobia, your fear of the outdoors... Well, I guess waitressing would be out of the question...”

				The sour faced school mistress softly laughed at that observation, her hands now in the attitude of prayer, her index fingers tapping together in an expertly affected show of faux consideration. Absentmindedly flicking an errant strand of hair that had somehow had the temerity to have escaped the austere grip of her tightly wound bun, she went on.

				“...It would have to be something ‘live-in’ I think... Not children’s nanny - I don’t think you could be considered a responsible enough adult to be trusted with children; not with your history of drug problems. And besides; you’re ‘known’ to the police - that alone should be enough to put most people off!” She gave a knowing little laugh as the target of her belittling reddened prettily, the teenager’s glowing cheeks set off by the diagonal red stripe incorporated into her school tie and hair ribbons. “...No, for you, young Alice Marchment, it would have to be something ‘domestic’, something ‘in service’ as they would have said in the old days, but nothing too intellectually challenging; it would have to be a pretty menial position, I’m afraid, something right down at the bottom of the pile.”

				Alice bristled inside, yet rather than the steaming anger that might once have soared up within her there was instead a sort of grumpy ‘acceptance under protest’. It was so unfair, all this constant questioning of her intelligence. She had been doing quite well at school... She had - hadn’t she? But that school report she had been handed... and now that letter, recently arrived, cancelling the university place that had been offered ‘on advice’... What did all that mean? She had become such a ‘muddle-head’ of late, perhaps... No, she was clever than that, she knew she was... If only she didn’t feel so ‘sheepish’, if only she had more self confidence! But she looked like a child, she felt like a child... No...they’d made her look like a child... they’d made her feel like a child.

				Whatever the truth, nevertheless Alice sensed her shoulders sag, felt her eyes drop away, heavy with shame and she began to contemplate the Formica top of the school desk she was made to sit at day upon endless day. She knew every inch of its annoyingly finely ruled beige chequer pattern, just as she knew every nuance, every accent, encoded within the insistent, incessant tick, tick, tick of the school clock up on the wall and the fact that, try as she may, it was never possible to hear anything of the world beyond that nerve-twisting sound... The sheer monotony made her want to scream, to the point at which her teacher’s voice, even at its most humiliatingly belittling and bullying extreme, had become something that she mentally begged for - anything to fill in that dreadful silent void between one ‘tick’ and the next...

				And every so many ‘ticks’ would come a heavier ‘tock’ - and every so many ‘tocks’ there would be a slightly heavier, more resonant, sort of woody, ‘tock’. Then there was that odd, metallic ‘scrunch’ - that only happened a few times per day; but she knew exactly how many ‘ticks’, ‘tocks’ and ‘woody tocks’ had to pass before a ‘scrunch’ came... It was important! She knew exactly how many ‘ticks’ made up a ‘tock’ and how many ‘tocks’ made up a ‘woody tock’ and exactly how many of those had to pass in turn before one of those metallic ‘scrunches’ would arrive.

				More importantly she knew, or thought she knew, how many of those crunchy metallic ‘scrunches’ constituted a ‘school’ day. She had decided they would be hourly, it being a mechanical clock and all. But the trouble was that the roughened metallic quality was not particularly prominent, in reality little more than a subtle change in the character of the clock’s chanting, perhaps some defect in a cog somewhere; it had to be listened out for. She could - and did - count the ‘woody tocks’; but they constituted an even subtler variation in the timepiece’s otherwise clinically precise, dry timbre. The basic ‘ticks’ and ‘tocks’ were easier to differentiate, but there were so many to count... so, so many. A cough, a chair scrape - the teacher’s, hers and Angel’s were an integral part of their desks -and the count was gone. Similarly the click of the teacher’s high heels - and she often wore stilettos more suited to a ball than to a classroom - would wreck her counting. She had burst into tears on one occasion simply because her teacher had risen from her desk and strolled across the room, yet still she had counted on.

				She’d tried keeping time, surreptitiously tapping a toe when some sound detracted from the school clock’s rhythm, counting the taps rather than the ticking - she was doing it now while the teacher was speaking. Sometimes, if she’d been caned, the throbbing in her bottom would interfere and she’d find herself counting that instead. She’d also tried to stop herself, but that had failed also. Nor could she ignore it; it wouldn’t let her.

				If only the hands would turn, as a clock’s hands were supposed to - but she knew they wouldn’t, they never had; it just ticked and ticked and ticked... What was the point of a clock it didn’t tell the time? Ah! But it did, it did! If you could only count the ticks and the tocks and the clicks and the clunks...

				She’d lost count again, she was sure of it... It was so easy to lose count... And if she was made to do arithmetic, then how could she concentrate, how could she not lose count then? It was no wonder her school work was so poor...

				What was the woman saying now? If she was going to make a good impression... what was that... sewing and cleaning and serving at table... no she’d be too clumsy at that...cleaning and polishing then...and keeping her uniform crisp and her apron starched, yes she could do that, that was important too! Sewing lessons, domestic training - no maths, no sums... it was going to be so much easier to keep count... she wouldn’t lose count... and it was important to keep count. If only that damn clock would stop that incessant ticking! But then she’d lose count, there would be nothing to count... Damn! She’d lost count... She’d have to start again... She was always losing count... Why was she doing it? Losing count or losing her mind? Or was it both?

				Why was she thinking about losing her mind? She wasn’t losing her mind - just because her stepmother had her seeing a psychiatrist or psychologist or whatever... just because that woman wanted her in that clinic of hers, in that psychiatric hospital... just because they made her dress in school uniform, bend for the cane and didn’t let her leave the house any more. Why, perhaps that hospital would be a way out, if she went along with it, with what the psychologist woman wanted - she would be out of her stepmother’s grasp there, she could get help there... if only she could keep count...but the teacher’s voice...can’t hear the clock properly...I’ll go out of my mind if I can’t hear the clock...

				“...Alice! Alice!... Alice Marchment - are you going out of your mind? Stop tapping your foot this instant... Get yourself out here and get yourself bent over my desk immediately - knickers down, skirt up and arms folded across the small of your back. Six strokes for you my girl - for inattention; and you had better make sure you keep count!”

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER 12

				GYM’LL FIX IT

				A new day, a new torment: They were headed for another of those attic rooms within the convoluted roof space warren that ran above the disused rear wing of the house. The staircase at the point they had now reached had already assumed the same over-hot airless dry-rot-scented atmosphere that more often than not characterized the school room. Grimacing with unaccustomed effort Alice doubted the ‘fitness studio’ her stepmother had had installed would be any more conducive to comfort.

				The staircase they were ascending was a wood-framed affair with bare, grey, cracked wooden treads springing underfoot and thick layers of greenish-cream and undoubtedly lead-laden paint curling from the uprights of the balustrade. Fully enclosed on all sides by plastered walls covered in yellowing, crazed and flaking paint, the staircase rose through landing after half-landing, doubling back on itself again and again, the turns tight and cramped despite the stairs being broad enough to accommodate two, side by side. The thick, carved banister rail was a dull reddish-brown, the colour more the product of the patina of age than the remnants of roughened and abraded varnish that reluctantly adhered to it. The latter clung on in raised streaky profusion over a time-dwindling undercurrent of wood stain that had long greyed with age.

				In all, the stairwell was both dank and dusty and had seemingly been seldom used in recent years - it all begged the question of how anything could have been ‘installed’ by this route.

				“I am a great advocate of the health advantages that come from the provision of frequent drilling and dancing lessons. As for the subject of dress for physical education: I insist upon every requirement of the instructor being met. After all; she is the expert, she knows best which type kit is going to be most suited to the activities and the curriculum she has planned. Whatever she has laid out for you, you will change into quickly, quietly and without complaint or comment.” Daphne Larkspear had very much adopted the mantel of the strict rigid governess today. A starched white blouse with high stiff collar and puffed sleeves had been teamed with a pencil thin, knee-length black skirt, flesh-coloured, high-glossed seamed stockings and high-heeled black shoes; it made for a truly imperious air. As if influenced by her own image, her natural lilting Scots accent had seemed to have partly given way to a somewhat more haughty tone than was customary.

				Alice was walking slightly behind the imposing, matronly figure of the woman teacher, having found herself, to her embarrassment, being led by the hand like a naughty child. The mouse-meek Angel, presenting a slender figure of a prim damsel by comparison in her grey school uniform and white silk-like nylon apron, was being herded along in front, the girl’s head slightly bowed as was her custom and her hands crossed in front of her, the woman delivering an encouraging pat or two on her behind through her short school skirt as they advanced.

				Even with her own predicament weighing heavily down on her Alice couldn’t help but feel sorry for her fellow reluctant penitent. How underweight she looked, how fragile Angel’s already delicate fine-boned features had become. With her bodyweight having been so drastically dieted off her, the poor thing looked at first glance to be no more than a particularly growth-spurted twelve-year-old. Only at a second or third glance could her true age of around seventeen - by Alice’s estimate - be divined, albeit even then perceived as a particularly juvenile-looking specimen. It was an image that wasn’t exactly contradicted by the girl’s hair. The latter - having been crimped and styled as short as a young boy’s - had now been dyed black but unfortunately had turned out somewhat mousy as a result.

				Turning sharply off the top landing they pulled up at a point where the otherwise dimly lit passage had been locally set ablaze with light, the wedge-shaped shaft squeezing past a thick panelled wood door that had been left ajar. The doorway led into a small, stark white-walled room with an equally starkly-white linoleum-covered floor that gave slightly underfoot as if sprung. Glaring fluorescent strip lights arranged around the tops of the four walls provided the sole illumination, there being no window, whereupon the pyramidal plaster ceiling rose sharply like the inside of a rather low, squat church steeple. The inference of the latter was obvious to Alice; they were now under the roof of one of the two square turret or folly-like structures that stood like sentries over the corners of the disused rear section of the house.

				The far wall was covered in its entirety by a single huge mirror, wherein a stern-faced authoritarian woman was ushering a pair of gawky-looking overgrown schoolchildren dressed in outgrown uniforms through a half-open door - or so it seemed. Alice quickly averted her eyes in shame; Angel had never raised hers in the first place and continued staring fixedly down at her shoes, as was her habit. This behaviour was some part of her compatriot’s coping mechanism, Alice had at some point realised. More and more often Angel seemed to be dealing with the situation they were both in by withdrawing into herself. Far from showing any concern, their private teacher-cum-tutor-cum-governess chose to not only ignore it, but at times there were certain things the woman did and said that seemed tantamount to actively encouraging the girl to become withdrawn.

				To one side stood a tall leather-topped vaulting horse, to the other, standing against the nearest end wall, was a table on which waited a pair of thick, greyish yet transparent, plastic bags. The grey serge fabric, embroidered school-type badge and crest and the rubbery-looking buttons visible through the packaging told the whole story - or very nearly did. There had been one or two styling revisions following the ‘manufacturer’s-sample’ edition that Alice had come across in the basement storage cupboard all that time ago. She tried not to let the revulsion, not to mention the embarrassment, she was feeling show on her face as the memory of the rubbery aroma that had permeated the garment came flooding back.

				At the other end of the room, the end furthest from the door, an opening in a partition gave onto an alcove wherein a pair of very modern-looking exercise bikes could be seen reflected in another full-height mirror.

				Plimsoll Punishment and the Gym Suit

				Having slipped in quietly and unannounced Karen Lamberton-Marchment stood with her back to the door, arms folded and a distant wistful smile running across her face. Her old ex-teacher, now in her employ, had now departed - off to make some alteration or other to the girl’s sleeping quarters. She rarely enquired as to exactly what the cruelly imaginative woman was up to, preferring instead the delight of surprise when the latest in the arsenal of torments she had in store for her stepdaughter was unveiled. For now, though, she was content to run an appreciative eye over this new - and, she hoped, soon to be regular - visitor to her household. And she had to admit that this gym mistress friend of her old ex-teacher’s did look the part. The woman was looking intimidatingly resplendent - not to mention implacable - in her starched white blouse, masculine-looking black tie and skin-tight beige-cream jodhpurs, a pair of polished black riding boots on her feet and a silver whistle hanging on a lanyard around her neck.

				There was something so very, very alluring, about the notion of a beautiful, strong-willed woman being placed in a position of unassailable authority over a group of pretty young teenage girls, feeling perhaps unsettled, perhaps even a little out-gunned in view of their youthful loveliness, while knowing herself free from the possibility of any form of negative consequence, legal or otherwise, should she decide to impose her will over them. In such a situation it was almost inevitable that she - or anyone else placed in such an enviable position - would be apt to become a little... tyrannical. After all, hadn’t exactly that effect been demonstrated experimentally in the field of psychological science? Besides, wasn’t it one of the privileges of being an outstandingly attractive woman to be tyrannical?

				As a singularly attractive woman herself, Karen Lamberton-Marchment most certainly could not see why an alluringly pretty woman should not avail herself of the privileges Mother Nature had awarded her. It was how she herself had made her way in the world; and it was how she intended to go on. Of course if the woman one chose happened to be an escapee off the UK’s ‘Sex Offenders Register’ - a predatory lesbian possessing a sadistic dominant streak, a penchant for teenage girls and an unhealthy interest in discipline for discipline’s sake - one had in one’s hands a certain recipe for abuse and exploitation...

				Not that she cared, although deep down inside she felt she should have been shocked when Daphne Larkspear had let it slip. Perhaps she should have been angry that she had unwittingly allowed herself to be associated with such a woman, even if that association was so well guarded. But she wasn’t that, either. It was as if since gaining control over her stepdaughter, Alice, she had lost all sight of morality, even of the danger inherent in the situation she was creating. Indeed she wasn’t certain any longer, on the rare occasions she paused to analyse it, where her own desires ended and those of her ex-teacher began. For the present there was only the one question on her mind: What could make for a better, more apt, more ironic method of keeping young Alice in check than to let her come under the thumb of some prison-fodder dyke?

				“Alice Marchment, fetch me the slipper... Don’t just stand there gawking, you stupid girl, fetch it NOW!... I SAID THIS INSTANT! It’s over there on the bench by the vaulting horse.”

				From the sidelines, as it were, Karen Lamberton-Marchment watched, wide-eyed as if mesmerized, as the gym mistress, strutting up and down like a captain of the guard, tapped the side of her leg threateningly with the leather tab of her riding-crop before then circling the pair of nervous young women like a hungry shark eyeing up its next meal. The gym instructor’s flaming red hair was sleeked back and tied in a short swinging ponytail finished off with a large emerald green bow, some sort of salon ‘product’ having been pressed into use to control the wild spiralling corkscrew tendrils that she knew to be the natural state of affairs. The woman’s pencil-plucked eyebrows and long and surprisingly girlish lashes stood as proof that that blazing early-autumn hue hadn’t originated in a bottle and she looked to posses the personality that one anecdotally associated with the trait.

				In her mid to late thirties, there was a certain maturity hiding behind those striking emerald eyes that belied the woman’s relative youth. But there was also something else; a bitter spitefulness born of early years filled with deprivation and later years marred by prejudice, whether real or imagined. And deep down, if one stared into her soul, there was something darker still, something profoundly unsettling that forced one to break eye contact and that chilled the heart, perhaps deep, hidden - even twisted - desires; powerful desires that should never see the light of day.

				As tall as many men - standing around six foot in the riding boots she seemed to favour - she was narrow-waisted, big-breasted and powerfully muscled beneath that feminine exterior, though wiry and shapely rather than bulky. All in all, the woman was what Karen Lamberton-Marchment, if pressed, would have described as truly Amazonian in stature. With her high thrusting melon-like breasts apparently stressing and straining the smartly starched fabric of her blouse to the limit, her waspish waist and with her generous though firm-looking buttocks plumping out the rear of her jodhpurs, this gym mistress acquaintance of her ex-teacher’s seemed to have stepped off some fantasising male artist’s sketch pad.

				Indeed, it beggared belief that such a striking, individualistic and attention grabbing figure of a woman could ever hope to pass unrecognized in the street. It begged the question as to just how radical must have been the changes made to the harsh-spoken gym instructress’ facial appearance for her to have been able to slide out from under media, public and state scrutiny? Or was the whole construct - the heaving breasts, the unnaturally narrow waist and the full buttocks, everything - the product of the surgeon’s knife? Was this an extreme example of hiding in plain sight? Had this Miss Flora McBainstone once more closely conformed to the straight-up-and-down, masculinised, publicly recognised stereotype of the ‘dyke’?

				Halting before the clumsy, hesitant Alice - the girl still yet to react - the gym mistress pulled her roughly forwards by the scruff of the neck, forcing the girl down into a bending posture. Without the slightest hesitation the mistress administered a couple of hard swipes of the riding switch she carried across the backs of the girl’s thighs. Alice, yelping like a whipped puppy, sprung upright as soon as released, only to be just as abruptly thrust forward and sent sprawling toward the indicated leather-topped bench and the waiting gym slipper.

				Somewhat humourless if not downright militaristic, the stone-faced gym instructress was not accustomed to having to ask twice. She might be new to this pair of little tarts but this young trollop, this Alice, in particular she recognized as needing a little encouragement - the other was already as docile as a well-schooled filly, but a little additional training never went amiss. She knew well the value of asserting one’s authority from day one, and she felt confident that this little demonstration would serve that purpose.

				A matched brace of parallel purple-red wheals could already be plainly seen developing just below the legs of Alice’s light grey gym suit close to where the soft flesh had already been rendered tender by the biting of the gym suit’s elasticated leg cuffs. The latter gripped the thighs with an unrelenting firmness and though broad tended to bite in quite cruelly after a time, dimpling and creating an unsightly and embarrassing roll of flesh that was most pronounced at the back of a girl’s legs, just below the overhang of her bottom.

				This bulge of excess flesh could - and did - suggest the appearance of some level of obesity in even the slenderest of girls and became too the favoured target of the gym mistress’s wickedly supple riding crop. And she was accurate too. The uppermost of those two red hot lines that now traversed the backs of Alice’s thighs lay plum on top of that wave of flesh, the second, only a centimetre or so below its sibling, was notably furrowed and already swelling angrily. The sight made even the experienced Angel Larkspear wince inwardly, not merely from empathy but also from the reminder of the absurdity of her own appearance, standing there as she was, passively with her hands on her head and dressed in a costume that under other circumstances she would once have viewed as laughable.

				The one piece, harrow-grey bloomer-style gym suit almost qualified as an infant child’s or toddler’s romper suit. Buttoning from neck to waist with rubber buttons in the same shade of grey as the fabric and having an integral belt fastening at the front by way of two buttons, the basic style had been taken straight from a 1930s pattern book. The original serge fabric had been retained but with the addition of seductively soft satin-finish nylon inner lining and a sandwiched layer of soft rubber cleverly integrated between the two.

				Above the waist the thing was styled in the form of a loose-fitting short sleeved blouse, albeit of serge, having a demure Peter Pan collar buttoning high at the neck and adorably girlish - in the eyes of the gym mistress at least - powder-puff shoulders that were secured by buttoned cuffs. Its single breast pocket was boldly embroidered in bottle-green, red and gold thread forming something approximating to a school emblem but that was accompanied beneath by a motto and scroll apparently announcing the wearer to be a denizen of ‘St Mary’s hospital,

				Psychiatric wing’ - the latter made for a bizarrely puzzling if humiliating finishing touch.

				Below the waist, the garment’s appearance was one of a pair of rather stiff, pleated serge bloomers, but short legged, the fabric gathered at broad elasticated cuffs around the tops of the thighs. A fluffy little skirt, barely a skirt at all, hovered tantalisingly over these ‘gymnasium bloomers’ from the point at which the front buttoning blouse met and joined with their waistband.

				This minuscule skirt was of the same fabric as the body of the garment and was very much a continuation of it, being part and parcel of the garment as a whole. It flared out in a circular sun-burst of sewn-in grey pleats but did little to spare the wearer’s blushes, being purely ornamental. In fact, in many ways this tiny travesty of a skirt was worse than useless when it came to preserving a girl’s modesty, having seemingly been designed quite deliberately to accomplish little beyond adding to the winsome appeal of a well-built girl’s bottom in the eye of the onlooker, whether she be bending or jumping or running on the spot in obedience to the trainer’s whistle. Falling as it did to no lower than midway down the upper slopes of the buttocks and being little more than a flounce, the skirt didn’t so much cover as frame the view. The little pelmet drew the eye like a magnet to both the dimpled frontage that unmistakably outlined the labia and the almost impossibly tight rear where neither a ripple nor a wrinkle could be detected when fully fastened. Other than for this scant covering, Alice’s and Angel’s long willowy legs were quite bare all the way to their little white ankle socks and the bottle-green T-strap, flat-soled school shoes, with their shiny silver buckles.

				In a further departure from the original 1930s pattern - a modification it would later turn out had been specifically introduced to accommodate a certain institution’s somewhat idiosyncratic approach to feminine discipline - the heavy serge bloomers had been provided with an opening to the rear. This latter consisted of a slit that ran along the centre seam and that was ordinarily secured by way of an arrangement of two overlapping sets of vertically mounted brass eyelets tightly laced together. With the prior removal of the laces, two drawstrings - mounted to either side at the rear - could be pulled tight, resulting in the rear panel being gathered along the waistband to both sides allowing the buttocks to protrude suggestively.

				This whole process could be achieved in a matter of seconds and the result was made all the more lewd by the fact that the rubber layer was exposed in this region, whereupon it consisted of a finger-width centre seam of rolled latex running up from the kite-shaped crotch to the back of the waistband. Whilst the heavy serge outer-fabric and fine satin inner-lining would be drawn aside like puckered or pleated drapes, this latex centre seam would remain in situ, the taut elastic rolled rubber back-strap buried deep between the girl’s buttocks and tending to act to ease the cheeks apart, providing for an appealing cleavage that was quite pleasing to the eye.

				It should be pointed out that this was not the only point at which the protective rubber layer was exposed. Internally the silky soft white latex also came to the surface to form the lining of the wide upward-domed gusset.

				The latter was a feature based on a sanitary-wear style, vintage 1950, wherein it was originally intended to support an absorbent towel although the sanitary towel, in this instance, had been replaced by an ovoid fleecy liner. This - together with the soft thumb-pad shaped field of gentle, bristle-like latex filaments located at the front of the gusset - often became a major cause of consternation, not to mention red-faced flustered embarrassment as a session progressed, as the institution within which this design had originated had discovered.

				As for Alice, whereas Angel had been reduced to a gawky adolescent-looking beanpole, she, not so long ago nearly as chicly svelte if more generously endowed ‘where it mattered’ was now displaying a distinct trend towards chubbiness. Although still not quite the archetypal ‘fat girl’, her plump thighs, prominent bottom and pendulous breasts made her ‘PE dress’ even more of a mockery. Both girls were already sweating profusely within the nylon satin-lined confines of their grey serge one-piece gym suits, the thin layer of latex rubber that lay between the lining and the outer serge trapping both heat and moisture. Perspiration simply dripped off their arms, legs and puffing cherry-red faces in the small room, enclosed windowless room.

				Standing forlornly and clearly frightened before the oddly shaped deep-brown leather upholstered bench with its steeply-domed upper surface and stubby outwardly-angled teak legs and staring down at the discarded bottle-green plimsoll Alice knew what was coming next. But it was so unfair; she had only been a little slow on the uptake. It wasn’t her fault; she was just so tired now. All those long-draw-out hours of written impositions had been starting to wear her down in any case, but the previous night had seen her stuck at her desk beavering at an extra imposition when she should have been tucked up under the covers snoring.

				It had all been so cruel: she had finally finished at who knows what time and it had been her stepmother’s housekeeper that had come to get her to lead her to bed. She had even been allowed to get changed into her night things and slip under the covers. But no sooner had the door closed and her head had hit the pillow than she’d heard the death-rattle of Mrs. Larkspear’s keys and that dreaded Edinburgh lilt: “Time to get up - another school day awaits; let’s have you bright, cheerful and bushy eyed and in your school uniform. Inspection in five minutes; and then it’s PE and then it is breakfast. Yes I said PE - physical education; something new this morning, you lucky child.” The woman’s faux enthusiasm had left her sick to the stomach, let alone the nausea that came with the level of mental exhaustion that was now afflicting her. Added to all that she was yet to be given her medication, and without her prescription she was a muddle-headed jittery mess in any case. There were extenuating circumstances; she had to say something.

				“Please... I...”

				“Silence girl! How dare you speak without permission?” The gym mistress had snapped at Alice with a voice that shared something of the geographical character of Daphne Larkspear herself, but that had a rougher, earthier edge to it. It was a voice that was every bit as intimidating as the woman’s well-muscled appearance; abrasive and coloured by more than a hint of the aggressive perceived character of the south bank of Glasgow’s River Clyde and an upbringing in the tower blocks of the area known as The Gorbals. She twisted away as she spoke, making it plain that she was including the other girl, Angel, in this also:

				“As it is you both failed to curtsey when you came in; and in my book that’s already gross impertinence. Ordinarily an inevitable consequence of any form of impertinence would be a sound whipping - and I mean whipping. I’m talking about a sound thrashing with a riding crop across both your bare behinds - and with no maximum tariff awarded, either. The only reason you are not both strapped down upended across this whipping bench, here, right now is that this is our first session together and I want us to get to know each other... before I begin to really tame you.”

				She cast Angel a withering, wintry smile: “You’ll find I believe in hard discipline and equally hard work. I can promise you that you’ll both feel the sting of the slipper across your lazy asses before we are finished here today.” Any young woman placed in her hands and over whom she had carte blanche could expect to leave her care humble, obedient, respectful and cleansed of such irrelevances as personal ambition. But in the case of this girl, Angel Larkspear, she was to go much further. She licked her lips like a cat stalking a canary locked in its cage at the thought. The notion lit up inside her something that even she had not been aware of, kindled some previously unsuspected dark desire that shocked as much as it delighted.

				Her task, where the winsome and adorable young Angel Larkspear was concerned, was no less than to assist in sending the girl completely and utterly out of her mind, to break the girl’s sanity. The delicately featured, bird-like, Angel was to leave this house fit only for institutionalisation. The path was already well-paved too - a place was already being prepared and set aside for the girl on the secure psychiatric ward of a private-sector mental hospital. Darling Daphne, it seemed, had finally tired of her plaything - as she had always known she would. Darling Daphne had her avaricious gaze set on other things now and what better way could there be to clear the decks of her used-up, unwanted, cluttersome chattel than have the girl consigned to a mental hospital?

				Now the way would be clear for the two of them to be together again, once more a real, true loving partnership. And what better place could there be to ‘start over’ from than with this house and the financial clout attached to the family estate and endowments that came with it? Yes there was this Lamberton-Marchment woman to contend with, the self-styled - she assumed - ‘Lady’ Marchment. But Daphne had been the woman’s schoolteacher once; she had had the woman under her thumb then, and she was already largely riding roughshod over her now. And now here she was with the woman’s stepdaughter under her cane and about to give the little trollop’s pretty, fat ass the tanning of a lifetime with a school plimsoll!

				Given the option she’d condemn the girl to the same fate planned for Angel and have the girl’s stepmother here in her stead, the haughty cow bent over and touching her toes for the cane. Or perhaps she might have the stepmother and her stepdaughter restrained in cuffs and straps side by side over the vaulting horse, both of them thoroughly broken and wailing in harmony, their bare bottoms convulsing under the sting of her riding crop... Better still - the woman’s own riding crop!

				Ultimately she’d like them all out of her and her Daphne’s lives, for good! She could just imagine the picture; the three of them side by side on a secure psychiatric ward. Thick bars on the windows and sturdy bolts on the doors, nurses bustling to and thro in their blue uniform dresses and white aprons and the three of them lying there, just lying there in adjoining hospital beds, Angel to one side, Alice to the other and the girl’s stepmother in the middle, all in full four-point humane restraints. Perhaps the stepmother might be in a straightjacket, her hair having greyed over the years - the other two she could imagine gently drifting into middle age; and all three unaware of the presence of each other, the curtains being kept drawn between their beds to deepen their isolation.

				Having the stepmother under her cane or crop; that was the thing. How she’d love to get the woman bent over the bench where her stepdaughter would be in a trice. If she had her way with the girl’s stepmother she’d have those business suits and showy designer equestrian costumes of hers whipped off her in seconds. She’d have the woman back in school uniform and sitting at one of her own school desks in that ‘schoolroom’ of hers before she got her breath back. But it wasn’t all up to her - it was Daphne who called the shots where planning was concerned, she was the chess player of the pair. And Daphne had said they had best bide their time.

				As always Daphne was right of course; left to her own devices she would go off half-cocked, shoot her bolt too soon, and it would all come tumbling down around their ears. No, she would have to content herself with the woman’s stepdaughter and trust that the rest would eventually be delivered into both their laps given time - but she’d make the little minx scream enough for two. There was no harm in taking it out on the woman’s stepdaughter in the interim; after all it was what both Daphne and her ex-pupil, the girl’s stepmother, wanted to see. But then again, there was also no harm in indulging in a little prospective anticipation either:

				The woman’s house had everything going for it, everything she had ever dared hope for, just sort of built into the fabric of the building as if her deepest desires had formed part of the architect’s brief. That basement area she had been shown around, even that part that had not been pressed into service to house the girls and was still just as the architect had intentioned, naturally presented itself as a wonderfully and exceptionally austere environment. As bare as it was soulless and frigid, it was only a few iron-clad doors, white-tiled rooms, workshops and work benches away from the sort of institution she had always dreamed of.

				Even the windows, the few there were, were set way above head height - other than the couple that gave out on to the two external stair wells, and all had a parade of iron bars standing guard outside. Secondary double glazing fitted internally would save a fortune in heating bills while blocking all those noisy distractions intruding from the world beyond. A thick layer of whitewash would deal with the rest - and then she’d have the whole kit-and-caboodle tucked well away from harm behind an additional internal wire mesh security grill, a big, fat unpickable padlock on each of its corners, just to hammer home the point.

				There were occasions when it was positively advantageous if an inmate happened to catch the charm of distant bird song or hear the rattle of rain and the howling of the wind. On other occasions it might suit if an inmate was perhaps to overhear the distant carefree happy chattering of others of her age unthinkingly indulging their freedom, gossiping with pals, perhaps flirting with boyfriends. Either way such ‘slips’ should only ever be under the control of those in authority and serve to reemphasise the depth of an inmate’s isolation in her mind. Flora McBainstone believed an institution such as she had in mind would be all-encompassing; it should and would come to represent the totality of an inmate’s experience and world.

				Yes, it did good to remind a young woman from time to time that there was indeed another world out there somewhere, a world in which a girl such as herself might come and go as she pleased and not be stifled by pedantically precise rules and petty regulations, an existence in which she might visit boutiques and fashion houses, dress in the latest styles, rather than be regimented in uniform and set to task seated at her needlework. It did good to remind her on occasion that ‘out there’ time was passing her by, even as internally her own sense of time marched to the beat of the institution’s own rhythm and dictates and had been all but extinguished.

				What she was envisaging now she must have imagined a million times in fantasy, but seemingly within her grasp the vision was that much more concrete - it all suddenly seemed to drop into place. She knew now exactly what it was she wanted, what both she and Daphne wanted, what they had always wanted.

				It had always been some sort of institution they had had in mind but not one in the mould of Daphne’s school, nor the ‘young offender’s institution’ she had actually taught ‘physical education’ at - that had been a well-meaning institution, for sure, but it had never been allowed to go far enough, nor she at it. In fact, now she had come to think about it - really think about it - the sudden realisation had struck her that dealing with delinquency, as deserving a cause in terms of reformation as that might be, was not the true heart-felt focus of her being. In fact the complete opposite was true; the less blame might be attached to a girl or young woman the more appealing her incarceration appeared.

				Those old church-run homes and the nuns that kept the discipline with an iron rod had it right. There were many reasons one might morally cite to justify detaining a well-developed or precocious teenage girl or young woman under supervision than having perpetrated what society at large might understand as crime, even if those reasons were not necessarily appreciated in law, at least not at face value. In those days, too, there had been the prison system awaiting the real, true criminal delinquents; the ‘incorrigible’, ‘refractory’ girls the nuns chose to take in were those they saw as more amenable to religious discipline rather than in need of reformation per se.

				These originally secular homes for wayward girls had been designed with the aim of reform and education in mind, to take ‘fallen women’ off the streets and return them to society as useful, educated citizens. Once they fell under ecclesiastical governance, though, these ‘asylums’ slowly mutated into little more than prisons for young woman thought too ‘forward’, sexually adventurous, behaviourally outrageous or in any way deemed ‘unchaste’ by the church fathers.

				The work the inmates were put to turned out to be extremely profitable and not all that went on behind those high spike-topped walls was a model of propriety with the result that far from being released upon reaching her twenty-first birthday, many such young women found themselves effectively undergoing what amounted to permanent incarceration. Inmates were brutally beaten for the most minor of offences and under the strict and watchful eyes of nuns seemingly purposefully chosen for their authoritarian predispositions.

				These girls were under the exploitative control of women who seemingly were instinctive expert behavioural psychologists and many of whom were quite capable of reducing even a headstrong girl to tears by mockery and humiliation alone. Over time the young inmates would be broken down completely, both emotionally and psychologically, in this strange punitive ecclesiastical behaviour modification facility until in the end their total submission to the will of the nuns and overseers could be the only outcome.

				To most it would have seemed like a particularly exploitative gothic horror; to Miss Flora McBainstone and her ‘friend’ Mrs Daphne Larkspear it read like something else entirely. A particularly provocative and flirtatious girl could easily have been considered promiscuous and found herself, as a result, placed under the guardianship of the nuns and put to work behind locked gates and barred windows of one of their ‘asylums’. Alternatively the parish priest might have decided that a particular girl was ‘in moral danger’ with a similar result. Then there were those tales told of ‘precautionary incarcerations’ of orphaned teenage girls thought be simply too attractive or pretty for their own good - whatever that meant. Either way what it came down to was that whether or not a girl had anything to atone for, either legally or morally, once interned she could be held under lock and key without access to the usual processes and rituals of law and with no pathway of appeal nor even the means of contacting any person able or willing to speak on her behalf. It was a singularly Victorian torment, almost a form of cultural pathology, yet it was a system that had persisted well into the mid twentieth century - some would say later still - and it was a system that could be nurtured still, with care, coaxed back to life in the present.

				This then would be the credo by which her ‘home’ or rather their ‘home’ - Daphne Larkspear’s and hers - would be run. And this house would be the locus for the enterprise. And what an enterprise it would be! The word ‘home’ was one of those euphemisms used by the nuns in charge of what had been in reality, back in the day, a sort of church-financed prison system - the term seemed equally at ease applied to the kind of unofficial private prison she had in mind. A prison not set for the criminal or delinquent but rather for those runaways and stray nymphets she and her partner might merely consider criminally attractive - and the more blameless the better. And if they happened to issue from wealthy or privileged parentage - as some undoubtedly would, having run away on some pouty, petulant whim - then even better still, just so long as they could be relied upon to have covered their own tracks sufficiently. Once spirited away, even the latter, with care, could become just another statistic. The others wouldn’t even rate that much interest - the big cities were full of them and all deserving; from big-breasted northern mill-town girls to blond haired Scandinavians and newly-arrived eastern Europeans.

				There would be a long, long corridor, winding and convoluted to disorientate any would-be escapee. Chopped into shorter sections by securely locked bisecting iron security grilles, the passageway would be a windowless maze peppered with keyholes and the peep-holes set in non-descript iron rectangles that merged near seamlessly with the institutional beige walls. There would be a small room for each inmate, each sealed off behind its own locked and bolted iron door. But this would be no damp, dark loathsome and infested cell: She could envisage the scene in each; the glaring white walls, the disinfected sterile institutional smell, the instantly recognizable plain iron-framed hospital bed. There would be cushioned lino flooring and some sort of soft, yet featureless and near textureless, cladding on the walls and around the bed frame to prevent self-harming and perhaps a rubber or soft plastic chamber pot - what else could a teenage girl need.

				Nor would there be the sort of coarse, thick blue cloth uniforms of the kind the Sister’s of Mercy would have insisted their girls wear in the days of the Madeleine laundries or the Magdalene Asylum for ‘fallen women’. Some sort of uniform was de rigueur of course; stripping an inmate of her own clothes and putting her in some sort of institutional uniform was the first best step in exerting one’s power over her - after, that is, stealing away from her the individuality of her hairstyle and replacing it with the depersonalised austerity of the prison cut. This was where the thorny issue of admission procedures really bore fruit. The psychology of incarceration was every bit as important as the physicality of locks, bolts, restraints and bars.

				By the time a girl was put through a well thought out and systematic, step-wise, admission procedure - if properly carried out - mentally she will have already become a prisoner, even before being introduced to her cell. Miss Flora McBainstone believed that one should begin conditioning a girl’s mind from the moment she crossed the institution’s threshold, so that by the time the girl was handed her prison uniform, on perhaps the third, fourth or even fifth day, the girl would don the green polyester prison work dress she favoured without complaint.

				She had it all thought out; a couple of years or so locked away under captivity in this ‘Home for Troubled and Wayward Girls’ she had now mentally engineered and any girl would be reduced to an automaton, totally unable to function outside this or any other institution. Yes, she could see it all: Lady Marchment had all the right connections - on the surface of it, every effort would be made to try and locate these girls. But in the type of semi-official demimonde institution she had in mind the only way out would be for a runaway waif to be claimed by a relative or other willing to take responsibility for her. But they’d see to it that there were vanishingly-slim chances of that happening.

				She recalled what she’d once read about one of those historic so-called Magdalene institutions; located in Cork, Ireland, as she remembered it. An eye-witness account it was - a survivor’s account; she would ensure no such account would ever emerge from her institution: “My mother didn’t know where I was. My sisters didn’t know where I was. Nobody knew where I was”.

				Those girls in those places were watched over 24 hours a day by the nuns. They were literally browbeaten into submission, to the point where they probably came to believe they belonged in ‘care’. But even if any of these girls had retained the mental wherewithal to as much as attempt to abscond it would have been difficult in the extreme, confined as they were behind a convent’s six-metre high stone walls; especially when the latter were topped with shards of broken glass embedded in the mortar and concrete. Yes, those Magdalene laundry homes of old made the perfect template for something to rise from their ashes, as it were - and given the present financial climate, the time was ripe!

				Some part of the house could easily be adapted to form part of a compound, screened from the outside world.  Her vision had now expanded to become a live-in ‘rehabilitation’ facility for ‘runaways’, structured in the mould of a re-secularised version of those Church-run ‘Magdalene laundries’ of old-time Ireland - an entire complex.  Saying that; she would still include a church or chapel along with the school, work house and ‘domestic training’ buildings - there was a lot to be said for religious discipline and training, even if for highly cynical and manipulative purposes.  The whole was already effectively walled, in but an extension could easily be added to the top of the already high wall at the rear of the area to ensure the girl’s containment. 

				 The girls could be taken to the schoolroom or the church or chapel in their school uniforms or to the work house in their work dresses and pinafores and the entire walk would be within the fenced in area - it would become their entire world, their entire existence.  Of course there would be a hand-picked all-female staff to guide them along the way between one building and the next, ensuring strict silence, decorum and perpetually downcast eyes be maintained throughout.  All gates and doorways would be securely chained and padlocked before and after their passing; and a great show made of that fact.  And there would be very prominent - and very obvious - cameras surveying and guarding every inch of the way.  There would be no discreetly tucked away modern sub-miniature marvels here; the perception of perpetual surveillance was as important as the actual facility.  

				 But under the regime she had in mind, underpinned by the sort of measures that currently served so efficaciously to detain young Alice and Angel, she doubted any girl would attempt absconding even in the absence of many of those security provisions.   Indeed, the day-to-day control wielded by Lady Marchment, aided and abetted by that Dr Anne Ecclestone woman, over those two girls lives within the facility represented by the household as it stood at the moment was exemplary. Never had she seen the twin tactics of humiliation and psychological pressure employed so skilfully, nor so unrelentingly. The subtle psychological bonds that held those two girls under their control were stronger by far than any of the bars Lady Marchment had had bolted across the windows or the locks she had had put on the doors. Both were hamstrung by neuroses, corralled by phobia and tethered by dependency - one for her mistress’s approval, the other on her need for pharmacological solace.

				As for the schoolwork side of it; she did not see education for the girls she would house as a priority, at least not traditionally academic education, even if the backdrop and trappings would all be in place, from the uniforms to the desks and blackboard, to the teacher’s gown, mortarboard, and - of course - cane or tawse.  The focus would be more on a girl acquiring a sufficiently submissive demeanour and attitude in all things than on academic achievement.  The schoolroom and its regimen she saw more as a tool designed to concentrate a girl’s mind on the former through the culture of strict discipline and obedience such an environment naturally fostered.  It certainly wasn’t about ‘improving minds’, ‘building self confidence’ and ‘encouraging independence’ - quite the opposite in fact, especially where the latter two factors were concerned.  

				 A dependent girl - in whatever form that dependency took - became by her very nature an obedient girl; and she put great store in obedience.  A girl didn’t have to love her, or even like her (she could hate her for that matter), a girl simply had to obey her in all things, blindly and without question, no matter how demeaning, no matter how wounding to the pride.  The fact that such a girl, plucked from the fold and given her personal attention, most certainly would come to love her, given time, was yet another example of the forging of psychological chains by dependency of a sort.  She would leave a girl, a once independent free spirit, in a situation in which she would be lost without an order or command to guide her and quite incapable of independent existence.

				 In that way she saw it more important that her girls - as she was increasingly now beginning to view them in her mind’s eye - were trained and schooled in domestic duties and chores than schoolwork per se. Chastisement for having a wrinkled dress and apron or school uniform was as important as that for failing to keep up in the classroom - perhaps more so in some respects.  Of course her girls would be loved, some even given a kiss goodnight, but there could be no telephone calls, no mail and no outside contact - total immersion was everything.  Food would be nourishing but not necessarily palatable; but it would be eaten, every mouthful, or be returned the next meal - and the meal after that if necessary - until it was eaten; the will had to be broken starting day one if a girl was to become a well-adjusted ‘settled’ detainee.  The late teens were a late age to start, but tackling finicky eating made for a good jumping off point.

				She could almost hear the prison-grade cane slicing through the air, that whooping rising low whistle that it made, a whimpering, desperate teenager pleading for clemency as counterpoint, the distraught girl’s voice rising in a long, high wail of soul-destroying torment in response to the inevitable swish and crack of rattan on resilient young bottom flesh. Yes, a good caning or the use of the paddle was as good a cure for defiance as anything else and would be the mainstay of control.  Yet this too would be underpinned by constant repetition of the institution’s credo, instilling in their minds their need for ‘guidance’  until the fact of their deserving of punishment ‘for their own good’ becomes a given.

				And they should be taught a good, strong work ethic - though her take on ‘work ethic’ was a singular one. As in everything else, she believed this ‘work ethic’ should contain a strong discipline component. Indeed, she’d have those girls scrubbing brick floors on their hands and knees with a toothbrush by the time she was finished with them... Just as she would have that girl, Alice’s, jumped-up stepmother down on all fours if it were up to her - that over-blown ‘Lady Marchment’ person.

				Yes, she thought of herself as a ‘strong personality’, that Karen Marchment. But she’d known plenty of those of ‘stout determination’ brought to their knees by the right approach. And her old friend and confident, Daphne Larkspear, knew exactly the right approach to deal with the likes of Lady Marchment... Besides, it wouldn’t exactly be the first time Daphne had had that woman down on her knees, as she understood it. And once under Daphne’s thumb a girl was hers for life! That was what Daphne always claimed, anyway - well perhaps now they’d see just how true that claim was, and how much was just bluster... Just how long-lived was Daphne Larkspear’s influence...

				Back to Reality

				Alice felt a palm press firmly between her shoulder blades, urging her forward and down to take up a bent posture, lying across the bench, the woman leaning over her from behind and retrieving the rubber soled plimsoll in the same movement. It took only seconds for the woman to pull the laces from the rear of Alice’s gym suit’s closefitting bloomer-styled lower section and draw aside the flaps containing and constraining her burgeoning, full rounded buttocks. The girl’s bottom cheeks were left exposed other than for a sausage of rubber that, running up the centre from the gusset to the elasticated waistband, filled the deep cleft, squeezing and pressing the sweat-drenched globes obscenely apart.

				Behind Alice’s back the bottle-green school plimsoll was raised high in a meaty hand attached to an even meatier, well-toned arm; an arm well accustomed to exercise of every sort. For a moment the gym shoe hung in mid air, the rubbery sole bending under its own weight - then it was brought swooping down; hard! Swipe after unhurried, uncounted, rubber-soled smacking swipe the gym mistress landed over the same area of Alice’s tender bottom. She was beginning to really gasp with pain from the second or third slashing swipe and was begging beseechingly by the seventh or eighth. Even after the twelfth swipe had coaxed a husky throated scream from her lips, still the springy bottle-green plimsoll continued to belabour her bared bottom; the woman’s arm seemingly tireless.

				“Further over... further than that! And keep those legs straight! You will soon learn, young lady, that I expect my girls to remain in position throughout their punishment.” The hash spoken mistress underlined her remarks with a rapidly delivered series of sharp slaps of her palm across the back of Alice’s plump thighs, each in turn, before again raising the plimsoll. The well-practiced gym instructress smiled with undisguised fulfilment as she watched the embossed outline of her open palm and fingers begin to rise in shameful shades of reds and purples on the girl’s flesh before once again bringing the gym slipper slashing down. “And you certainly do not stand up until I give you express permission to. If you should jump up, perhaps place a hand in the way to fend off a stroke or do anything at all to avoid or delay punishment... Well’ then it all starts again - right from the start.”

				She brought the gym slipper down another two or three times in quick succession, before once again standing back, admiring the fruits of her labours. The girl had been reduced to tears; that was the main thing. The girl had learnt that she couldn’t ‘take it’, that there was no point to being stoic - being ‘brave’ would only serve to prolong the punishment. The next time she would be that much easier to break down, that much more readily reduced to tears.

				And indeed poor Alice was sobbing pitifully enough now; it was music to the gym teacher’s ears: “Right! You will remain in that position, legs spread and knees straight, until I tell you to get up. And when I do give you permission to straighten up, you will not rub, or even as much as touch, your bottom. Any girl that went in for that sort of thing after her punishment when I was teaching instantly earned herself a re-run... from scratch! The same is going to go for the two of you, too! Make no mistake. I am going to tame the two of you until you are both as obedient as a pair of well-schooled fillies in the dressage ring by the time I’m finished with you.”

				This was to be the two teenager’s first early morning PE session with the stony faced Miss Flora McBainstone; the first of what their privately hired home teacher, Daphne Larkspear, planned would henceforth become a regular, daily part of their regimen, her employer willing. Flora McBainstone ran the session like a boot camp in miniature: Arduous drilling was punctuated and synchronised by the regular pistol crack of the gym mistress’s pliable bamboo cane across each of their bare bottoms and ear-splitting blasts on her whistle. Running-on-the-spot was accompanied by terse demands to “get those knees higher! Lift those feet higher! ...higher than that, Alice, higher still, Angel”. And all to the rhythm of leather on flesh, as the backs of each girl’s thighs received the attention of the woman’s long-tailed tawse.

				Star jumps were driven with a flick or two of the gym mistress’s riding crop across bouncing bottoms and both fronts and backs of thighs. Press-ups were pushed to exhaustion and beyond as the pink faced panting girls were goaded again and again to perform “just one more repetition - come on, one more”, the cane cracking down repeatedly across one or other girl’s backside until once more her inhumanly burning arm and chest muscles would raise her shuddering and sobbing from the floor.

				Alice’s large breasts, unsupported by anything other than the blouse-like upper section of the gym suit, jiggled and tumbled and rolled as she jumped, jack-knifed and high-kicked in obedience to the instructress’ shrill whistle. Her rump was burning as if afflicted by a thousand beestings, the legacy of oft-repeated slaps from Miss McBainstone’s rubber soled plimsoll, the two well delineated half moons of her bottom bared and protruding obscenely, thrust out through the opening in the rear of her gym costume’s bloomers. There were tearful rhythmic gasps and breathless moans coming from her cherry lips and those of Angel, her partner in punishment and both were crying softly, yet openly, the tears dripping down their cheeks and mingling with the tacky tracts of sweat.

				Callisthenics had pretty much disappeared in the late 1800s, early 1900s, but not in this cruelly surreal ‘here and now’. Here those monotonous callisthenic exercises were de rigueur, queen among Miss Flora McBainstone’s ‘tool kit of discipline’, especially adapted to wear down, discourage and stifle ambition rather than ‘build character’. But then she didn’t require ‘character’; all she required of a teenage girl was that she should be quiet, demure and passive and that she should submit to her mistress’s demands, and those of others if placed in authority over her.

				Alice was close to breaking point and for an instant stood flat-footed, her body refusing to move. From behind there came a loud retort like the crack of a pistol or starting gun. The pain didn’t come all at once but slowly spread until the whole of the left cheek of her bottom burned with fire as if branded by a hot thin white hot iron. There came in rapid succession a second and then a third sharp report, one associated with a similar branding across the right cheek of her buttocks and the third sizzling right across the backs of her legs, just above her knees. She was back star-jumping in an instant, astonished at her own reserves of stamina, the gym mistress further encouraging her clumsy pupil with a couple of hard open-palmed hand slaps across Alice’s bare thighs.

				“Yes, child; it’s surprising the effort a riding crop can coax out of a girl. And I’ve broken in more than my share of young fillies with this one, I can tell you.”

				“Such a lovely bottom,” The woman gym instructor’s voice was breathless, throaty. She reached out her palm, running her surprisingly soft fingers over the cheeks of Alice’s bottom, gently kneading the soft flesh, the moony resilient skin now ridged with the pattern of the gym slipper’s sole and criss-crossed with the thin tracks left by the riding crop.

				“It must have been so smooth and lovely once. Such a shame there has been so much marking that is permanent. Mrs Larkspear, your stepmother and now me - and we all love nothing more than punishing your big fat bottom! And it’s such a perfect bottom to thrash. In fact just as I am given to understand Angel has been dieted down to a stick insect, I think I’m going to have to put together a weight gaining diet for you, my girl, put a bit more lard on that already chubby fat bottom of yours. In fact I think I’m going to make you into a real tubby - so much more feminine; all big pendulous swinging breasts and big fat broad hips. You’ll make the perfect partner for Angel with her boyish hips, flat-chested look and short hair. One boy, one girl - just as it should be!” The gym mistress laughed softly, as if enjoying some private joke, one that was presently beyond Alice’s understanding, before going on:

				“Make no mistake, Alice Marchment - I am going to thrash and thrash and thrash that bottom of yours during these sessions; every morning. Before walking across she had plucked a cane from the dark wooden rack that was screwed to the back of the door, a stout, polished and devilishly flexible hickory rod of around a meter and a half long and now toyed with it, aware that the target of her attentions could see it in the mirror she was presently facing. “Touch your toes please, Miss Marchment - knees straight.”

				The stroke took Alice’s breath away; she sprung up, clutching her burning rear and already bawling like a baby. “You flinched when I touched your bottom. I won’t have that; it shows the wrong mind set. When you are in this room that big fat bottom belongs to me. If you have a problem with having a woman touch it you are just going to have to get over it; no lad or man is ever going to be touching it. There is going to be no room for men in your life; the way your life has been planned out for you, you are always going to be under the control and supervision of a strict woman or women. When I touch you I expect you to smile; I expect to see the mist of desire in your eyes, I expect you to welcome my touch... and to show that welcome in your expression. Now strip and then it’s into the shower with you; and you, too, Angel. Turn your gym suits inside out and fold them neatly, then place them side by side on the table over there with the crotch panel or gusset uppermost for inspection. When you have done that, follow me.”

				Obediently both girls began to slowly strip, folding their gym costumes as instructed, their faces scarlet with shame as much as with discomfort and the exhaustion of their enforced exertion. Both girls’ bottoms were a pitiful mass of thin purplish-red wheals edged with raised swollen ridges rising above the smooth flesh, much of the rest patterned with the tell tale reddened tread of the plimsoll. Painfully they both hobbled out the ‘gymnasium’ door before being herded along the corridor by their new gym mistress towards a second door, this one marked ‘Gym Shower’ in big bold raised navy blue capitals on a white enamelled plate.

				“Hold hands, please, girls. “Ordinarily I would expect a girl to take her chastisement with decorum. If she should spring up in the manner you just did, Alice, she could expect a good couple of extra strokes or so. I decided to let you off this once, this being your first time with me; but only under the understanding that you do exactly what I say. Fail to stick to the letter of what I tell you do and you can expect a very thorough thrashing right here and now - twelve good hard strokes, and starting again from scratch should you as much as look as if you are going to bob up. Now, I said hold hands. That’s better! You are going to be holding hands together every where you go from now on - I have had a word with your teacher, Mrs Larkspear about it, and Alice’s stepmother.”

				She watched the two teenagers teetering along hand-in-hand and as naked as the day they were born with a wistful yet satisfied smile on her face. There was no mistaking that the gym mistress was pleased with what she envisaged as a first faltering step towards her introducing the duo to full-blown lesbianism. It would take time, but the setup here was near perfect for remodelling impressionable young minds; what with the isolation, the closely controlled environment, the discipline and scope for domination and the sense of shared injustice she knew both girls would harbour in their minds. It was the latter, in particular, that would do most to form the bond between the two.

				In her previous employ it had all been about instigating an exacting, structured formula of care and discipline in a healthy, all-female environment with a strong emphasis on developing feminine attitudes of humility and obedience. It had been a system that had just sort of evolved organically rather than having been designed at the outset, actively promoting all lesbian acts as ‘natural expressions of fellowship’ between the young women in their care. But it had been these more inventive forms of discipline she had helped put in place in that establishment that had begun to attract lurid interest in certain quarters, not least of which had been the gutter press.

				The shower room proved to be a white tiled wetroom carved out under the usual high sloping ceiling that mimicked the steeply sloping steepled roof characteristic of the rear aspect of this part of the house. The space was starkly yet indirectly lit by fluorescent tubes that were recessed out of direct eye line within channels running around the tops of all four walls at ceiling level.

				Towards the rear of the room a toilet pedestal rose seamlessly up from the flooring almost as if rooted in the tiling. Providing for what the gym teacher’s friend and colleague, Mrs Daphne Larkspear, liked to term ‘supervisory toileting’ the latter sparkled in the harsh light in all its transparent moulded Plexiglas glory, the water within clearly visible and shimmering with the rippling vibrations of the entering group’s footfall. Rather than being placed against the wall facing outward, as one might expect, the receptacle was set some half a meter out from it and faced towards it, whereat a full height mirror was recessed in the wall itself and reflected both the pedestal and the room beyond.

				At either side at the pedestal’s rear - that part closest to the entering group - chromed stirrups were suspended high up on short stainless steel or chrome chains, each sporting an adjustable metal retaining clip from which dangled an open brass padlock. At the very rear of the pedestal - just behind the seat and at about the point that conventionally the cistern would be attached - a pair of what looked to Alice suspiciously like police handcuffs hung from their centre chain, the latter threaded through a ‘U’-shaped shackle set within the upper surface of the pedestal body itself.

				The shower itself dominated the very centre of the room. Just about spacious enough to accommodate two smallish adults and rising from a stepped pedestal in the floor to where it merged with the ceiling the cubical took the form of an elegantly curved oval tube. Fabricated in transparent toughened glass, unencumbered by any form of structural framework besides the glass itself and featuring a curved glass door, the water issuing from a shower head mounted in the ceiling directly overhead, privacy had clearly not been the main objective listed on the designer’s brief.

				Indeed the shower cubicle’s design allowed for a full and unobstructed, three hundred and sixty degree monitoring of the occupant or occupants. Given that all controls - water temperature, flow rate and all - were situated externally, being sited remotely on the wetroom wall, Alice could be forgiven if her initially received perception was that here was something that was concerned as much with control and ‘discipline’ as with hygiene. It was an impression that could only be reinforced by the additional fact that the cubicle’s door could be locked from the outside, the two halves of the chromed rectangular catch being the only feature detracting from perfect transparency.

				Alice found herself being half coaxed, half shoved through the opening in the shower’s cylindrical wall to join Angel, the latter browbeaten teenager having stepped in without protest when instructed. The door having closed behind the two teenagers with a resounding glassy click, Alice was relieved when what came next was not the breathtaking gasping torment of icily spiking jets she had feared and expected and but rather a reassuringly gentle drizzle and then downpour of soft, warm, scented sudsy water.

				Shyly Alice tried to keep her distance from her showering companion as she begun to soap herself down, her cheeks burning with shame. Yet within the enclosed space however carefully she tried to manoeuvre, her arms and legs tended to entangle with those of Angel, the two girls’ bodies becoming involuntarily pressing together, slithering flesh on soapy slick flesh.

				Music had started flowing from somewhere and was as soothing and sensuous as the warming scented soapy rain. From somewhere the gym instructress’ voice floated, merging in with the gentle strains; not the harsh domineering tones that seemed to ordinarily characterise the woman, rather a reassuring lilting tone, seductive and filled with earthy passion.

				“I don’t want to see you soaping yourselves - it is surely easier to soap each other. Run your hands over each others breasts, lift them, soap beneath them - that’s it. That’s it Angel, run your finger between Alice’s bottom cheeks, draw little circles around her rose-bud as you’ve been taught... Alice Marchment! Don’t you dare clench your bottom, relax it at once. And I don’t want to see those eyes closing either - continue soaping Angel’s darling little breasts and look into her eyes while you are doing it... Look at how pretty she is, think about how her velvety soft fingertip is making your bottom squirm, how delicious it feels...”

				Outside the ovoid cylindrical shower cubical the gym instructress was prowling around and around, circling the cubicle. Simultaneously, as she strolled she was toying with the diabolically pliant cane she was carrying, making quite sure both girls caught sight of that fact, keen that they should both understand the implication.

				“Now kiss! Angel, Alice, kiss each other...come on, full on the lips.”

				Alice felt herself blanch - Angel embraced her readily and brought her warm lips to hers, Alice pulled away, repulsed, twisting away as much as the cramped space would allow. The gym teacher’s tone changed so abruptly that to Alice it was as if she had been struck by lightening:

				“Right, that’s it! Both of you... out of the shower...NOW! Alice Marchment... And you too, Angel Larkspear! Get yourselves here in front of me...yes, right here, right now!... Bend and touch your toes... I’M TALKING TO BOTH OF YOU! Angel, you have Alice to thank for this. And Alice; you just think how unfair, how selfish you have been in causing me to have to punish poor Angel as well as your self. Would it have been so hard for you to have kissed the poor girl; you could see how much she was dying to kiss you!”

				The gym teacher lent the full weight of the cane into Alice’s waiting buttocks, the pliant hickory bending as it passed whistling through the air before springing back and adding its whip-like component to the slashing cut. It was a real sizzler, scorching, up and under the tender fatty tissues of the overhang of Alice’s full buttocks, the cane cutting deep into the crease where the girl’s bottom met the very tops of her thighs. The stark naked girl sprung rigidly bolt upright like a coiled spring released from its tether, her scream rending the steam-filled air asunder and her hands desperately clutching at her agonizingly burning buttocks.

				“Right, we’ll have that stroke again - closely followed by eleven others, I think. Bend and touch your toes again, girl... AT ONCE CHILD! I said, at...” The gym instructress’ barked order went unfinished; it never had time to clear her lips.

				The bench running along the wall by the door went over with a crash on the tiled floor as, hurtling past the gym mistress and powered by blind desperation and panic, Alice made a break for the passage outside, shoving the bench between the gym mistress and herself as a diversion. Where she was going to run to, given her state of undress, she hadn’t considered. She thought only to put enough distance between herself and the dyke of a gym teacher to grab some clothes and get out the house. Thanks to the efforts of her stepmother, though - and that woman’s ex-schoolteacher friend - ‘clothes’ in this case pretty much came down to a choice between a humiliatingly childish take on a school uniform, drop-seat pyjamas and plastic pants or a horrendously ridiculous looking gabardine raincoat thing that had a hood and that smelled of rubber even more pungently than the gym suit did.

				She had used every ounce of strength to twist her way out of the powerful gym mistress’ grip and with her legs shaky from the unaccustomed exercise they had just been put to and verging on cramping and her bottom going into involuntary spasms she feared she wasn’t going to get even as far as the door at the end of the passage, let alone negotiate the twisting staircase beyond.

				But Alice needn’t have worried on account of the gym teacher. Even when eventually she appeared at the shower room door the woman seemed unaccountably loath to hurry. Therein, though, in of itself hung a story; that the woman apparently saw no need for haste.

				Reaching the door at the far end of the dimly lit passage the shivering, naked Alice grabbed at the large bulbous brass handle, twisting, turning and pulling in one single action. Nothing happened; neither handle nor door would budge. The door was old yet solid but the lock was new, chunky and decidedly modern. She turned as she heard the boards creak close behind. Never before had she felt so alone: her knees trembled then begun to give way; panting for breath she vomited then involuntarily urinated as the gym teacher slowly advanced, the woman’s hard features set with determination, her thin cruel lips pressed tightly together. Alice couldn’t believe she had been abandoned by her stepmother to be delivered into the hands of this obviously mentally disturbed and deranged woman and left to the twisted woman’s perverted devices - not even her foul-minded stepmother could have done that; surely!

				Cornered, Alice’s panicked inner-beast kicked in - the animal that lives within all of us. It was not a conscious decision; it was instinct. Without any conscious involvement she would climb over the oncoming woman if necessary to escape, run or claw right through her. In a split second she had turned with her back pressed against the firmly locked door. Practically spitting venom and her eyes wide with terror while blinked with self survival Alice Lamberton launched herself at the confidently advancing gym teacher as if fired from a catapult. Thrusting herself off the door with both her buttocks and hands and instinctively aiming for the gap between the woman and the wall she threw her arms forward, gaining momentum, flailing wildly with open hands and clawing at the air with nails that had been safely disarmed long beforehand, having been clipped to the quick.

				To Flora McBainstone the oncoming sensually overweight teenager’s prison yard rush was just that; a directionless, unfocused and haphazard attack. All wobbling buttocks, swinging pendulous breasts and windmill-whirling arms, her head swinging to and fro like an angry bull, the teenager’s anguished onrushing aggression was easily parried. With the practised agility of the mental ward orderly she had once actually been she side-stepped at the very last moment. Tripping the girl with her foot she simultaneously swung around, rotating her arm of the same side so as to allow her to land her closed palm across the back of the girl’s neck, relying on the blindly onrushing teenager’s own momentum to hurl the girl to the floor. She followed through without pause, dropping down with her bended knee pressed into the small of the fallen girl’s back and yanking the girl’s right arm up behind her back in a debilitating, painful hammer lock.

				Flora McBainstone had learned the rudiments of Ju-Jitsu when she had for a period been employed in a psychiatric hospital out in the Philippines. Little more than a prison for the ‘mentally unsound’, the place had been a filthy roughhouse of an establishment and the skills she had learned, the tools of the trade. Those skills had stood her in good stead then, but she had added to - and honed - her expertise considerably since.

				Pulled almost bodily to her feet, the wrist lock the gym instructress had placed on her leaving little option but to follow, Alice now found herself being dragged by her ear back to the ‘gym’ and then across the room, one arm still being held painfully where it had been yanked up her back. Just seconds later she was being rudely thrust towards one side of a squat rectangle stool.

				The latter, up until that moment, had remained out of sight in the alcove at the end of the room, where it had been tucked away to one side of the pair of exercise bikes. Posed before a wall mirror - and with a second mirror positioned lying flat on the floor and facing upwards between it and the wall - this stool had a thick, domed reddish-brown padded leather top that appeared cracked and worn soft as if through generations of usage. Festooned with all manner of straps and buckles, the furnishing was very much a fixture, being bolted firmly to the floor. Each stubby leg was fixed in position by a square black iron flange plate or collar that sprouted from its foot and which, in turn, was bolted to the floor by six large hexagonally headed bolts.

				With almost uncannily inhuman strength, or so it seemed to Alice, the gym teacher threw her down bodily across the low stool with a move that was half tripping, half judo throw. Alice landed squarely across the stool’s top, her abdomen impacting painfully with the surprisingly firm leather and knocking the breath out of her. A single truncated, terse phrase of explanation echoed in her ears, mingling with the glittering array of stars that suddenly seemed to burst across her eye line as her vision narrowed to a panicked tunnel: “...Yes, a genuine Victorian whipping stool, young lady...” the gym instructor’s voice, terrifyingly calm. “You’re going nowhere but down on all fours, my chubby little piglet, then we’ll see what a cry-baby I can make of you.”

				Before Alice could recover Flora McBainstone was astride her, using her weight to pin her down. The gym mistress quickly buckled two tan leather cuffs around Alice’s wrists that were in turn fastened by two sturdy straps to the right and left legs of the so-called ‘whipping stool’. Then another, far wider leather band was thrown across the small of Alice’s back. It was only as Miss Flora McBainstone was tightening this latter strap around Alice’s waist that Alice made any real attempt at remonstrating, frantically begging and pathetically trying to wiggle free. But it was all too little and far, far too late.

				The broad, padded strap passed across the small of Alice’s back before disappearing under the top of the squat leather-topped stool table, at which point it engaged with a sturdy iron buckle, hidden out of sight to one side. The latter buckle was quickly pulled uncommonly tight, to the point of breathlessness, thereby rendering all further struggle pointless. Only now were those other straps and fastenings that trailed and coiled along the floor at the rear of the stool and between its solid-looking, square section wooden legs fastened and pulled tight around her ankles and across the backs of her knees, drawing her legs and buttock cheeks apart and adding the shame of intimate exposure to the sense of helplessness that Alice had now been overcome by.

				Straightening up Flora McBainstone stepped back, her practised eye admiring the scene: The girl, Alice, had a magnificent bottom. It was going to be shear joy to thrash such a girl secured over the whipping stool. There was such sensual pleasure to be derived from the humiliation and chastisement of young ladies. It was something she would have gone back to prison for once upon a time - but not now, not here, not in this setup. Here she could heap indignity upon exploitative indignity - and with perfect impunity!

				She tapped her fingers pensively to her lips: Should she start off with the long, slender school cane or perhaps a lighter, ‘warm-up’ leather strap or tawse, or progress straight to the heavy duty Victorian prison cane she had acquired in that sale room all that time ago? The Victorian’s knew a thing or too when it came to quelling a girl’s rebellious spirit. In those days a girl who was reared by a dominant, harsh stepmother or strict overbearing governess, would have been completely indoctrinated by this point, the principal of submission to authority drummed deep into her subconscious. Well, she’d just have to make up for lost time. There were dozens of ways in which a recalcitrant girl of Alice’s age could be brought to heel - and she knew all of them. She had practically invented some. Others - those thought too extreme even for the establishment she had previously been at - she had merely refined, albeit as much through fantasy as anything else. But despite the latter reservation, she didn’t doubt that in reality, as in imagination, those methods would soon see even the most headstrong girl quivering with dread.

				“Mercy, please have mercy, Miss!”

				“Madam - I prefer you to address me as madam... And strapping you down for a caning is showing mercy, as far as I am concerned. Cruelty would be having you bend for the cane and having to restart the correction again and again and again - although, that is what you can expect next time. Except, if my previous experience with girls like you is anything to go by, there won’t be a next time; one of my canings while strapped down across the whipping stool is usually all it takes!”

				Leaving the sobbing Alice strapped down over the padded leather whipping stool the gym mistress disappeared for a moment through a side door, returning seconds later with a heavy-duty bamboo cane, long, heavy, yet still diabolically pliant. The first stroke slashed in like the strike of a coiled snake, and with the bite of one too, or the coordinated sting of a line of angry hornets strung out across her wide fleshy haunches. Systematically she worked her way over and then down the slope of the girl’s buttocks, each stroke leaving behind it a thinly bleeding purplish weal. Again and again she stepped forward, twisting her body and building momentum as she lashed her cane into the girl’s quivering bottom, each stroke landing with an equally ear-splitting whiplash crack.

				At first the Alice twitched and pulled spasmodically in her bonds then, slowly reduced to blubbering jelly, she lay passively as the last couple of strokes slashed in, urine trickling down her thighs as once again she lost control of her bladder. Finally - to her everlasting shame - as what would prove to be the final cut landed, she felt her bowels, too, move and her defeat was complete. She knew she would never defy this woman again; indeed she would never defy anyone ever again.

				Looking down at the prone, brokenly weeping girl the gym mistress beamed that predatory thin-lipped smile she had once been so infamous for. It was the look the paparazzi had clamoured for, the dark spirited, mug-shot portraiture the tabloids had been pleased to make front-page space for. If she could have read the sobbing teen’s thoughts she would have concurred wholeheartedly. She could tell at a glance that young Alice Marchment - or whatever her stepmother cared to call her - was ready to do anything to avoid a repeat performance. The girl was at the point at which she would willingly suffer any shame, go through any indignity, perform any act, however denigrating, however degrading that her present tormentress might think up. And Flora McBainstone could think up plenty to test that conjecture - and in the fullness of time she undoubtedly would, too!

				But oh, to test the poor young thing’s stepmother’s limits, if placed in the same position - the haughty, over-starched, over-blown ‘Lady Marchment’. That was the challenge. That woman might well still think of herself as in control but it was Daphne Larkspear who was beginning to press the buttons, jiggle the woman’s strings. And like a reluctantly rehabilitated marionette, stiff with disuse, she was unwittingly beginning to dance at the prompting of the puppeteer’s fingertips.

				She could see the symptoms; Daphne had the woman right where she wanted her. She could tell Daphne was busily working the magic which, although never entirely successful when this ‘Lady Marchment’ character had been her pupil at that prestigious school of hers, she had much refined since. And it was working; it could be seen in the deference the woman now showed to another who was in essence her employee. It could be read, too, in the tone of the latter’s addressing of her employer, the manner in which Daphne’s tone had changed:

				What had once been hints, tips and suggestions had been gradually taking on a weightier gravitas of late, becoming more forceful in nature, gradually morphing into what were for all intents and purposes orders... And although she clearly didn’t realise it herself, Lady Marchment was beginning to follow those orders... In the background Daphne Larkspear was busily proving a point, a point she held in parallel with the eponymous heroine of the Muriel Spark novel - The Pride of Miss Jean Brody: She had had a girl in her hands at an impressionable age - and that girl indeed was hers for life... Or would be soon enough... Unless of course some outside interested came into play. Only time would tell.

				For Alice her only hope now for freedom lay in the one person who knew something of her situation; that the girl concerned might come looking. For her stepmother a similar hope lay simply in her own sense of self-determination; that she might wake up to her ex-teacher’s manipulation of her.

				For Alice, though, there was one other ‘out card’ that was yet to be played, one she was not even vaguely aware of. If that ace came up it would consist of a most unexpected avenue, entailing the most unlikely of alliances and with the strangest of allies...
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