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Preface
 
    
 
    
 
   Mrs Birch's Classic Literature is a collection of 8 Volumes each containing the very best classic tales of strict discipline and corporal punishment from the Class6b.com archives, along with new stories from many fine authors of CP literature who have generously contributed their wonderful tales for inclusion into the current Classic Literary Collection for your enjoyment. As a bonus, you will also find contained in each of the volumes some highly entertaining 'student' essays and short stories written by some of Mrs Birch’s naughtiest pupils over the years.
 
    
 
   Naturally the theme of the stories contained in each Volume revolves around scholastic, judicial and domestic style discipline including tales of chastity and petticoat punishment of the reluctant male.
 
    
 
    
 
   Here's what some of my readers are saying:
 
    
 
   "A sheer delight to read. Enjoyed Sister Bernice in 1st part...."
 
    
 
   "Brilliantly written, a feeling of being there and being one of the sisters of Derek and scheming more problems for him!"
 
    
 
   "Excellent story, especially the use of the tawse most effectively as an educational tool.   Thank you for restoring my faith in good, strict and severe discipline and punishment Mrs Birch."
 
    
 
   "I just can’t help giggling at poor Brady’s woes. Having had much CP over the years, each thwack and cane cut reminds me of my need to be kept in check, but poor Brady does seem to have no chance of escape at all."
 
    
 
   "Great reading, thank you Mrs Birch."
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The Life and Times of Derek Brady 

The Comeuppance
 
 
   Part 1
 
   By Scotia
 
   It is the 1960's in Scotland where strict discipline still occurs in many households. The mantle clock ticked loudly and Aunt Margaret's knitting needles clicked incessantly as the minutes crept slowly but surely towards eight o'clock this Saturday evening. Apart from Aunt Margaret there are in the lounge, Grandma McCabe, Aunt Elizabeth and Tina, Margaret's daughter. Grandma is reading a book, Aunt Elizabeth a newspaper and Miss Tina is studying a textbook for her next professional examination. 
 
    
 
   The other occupant of the room is a young male named Derek Brady, sitting bolt upright, hands on head (fingers just touching not clasped together), feet together on a hard, wooden-seated, straight backed chair, facing the clock. His eyes are not to leave the hands of that clock as they travel slowly but steadily towards the hour of eight pm. Punishment time for the unfortunate occupant of the hard seat. 
 
    
 
   Dressed in short grey pants and girls blouse style shirt, school tie and the long stockings of a junior school uniform from the 1930's. Dress which is mandatory for him always within five minutes of returning home each day from the office. Improperly dressed after that time then punishment ensues. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Margaret looks over her spectacles and raises her eyebrows, when her younger sister Aunt Elizabeth cautions him, "Eyes FRONT, Brady! Don't have to be spoken to AGAIN!" 
 
    
 
   Grandma McCabe, a sprightly older lady of 62 years, adds meaningfully, "Unless you want more punishment, Brady." 
 
    
 
   It should be said that Grandma McCabe is Miss Tina's Grandma and not the man's, though she is regarded and accorded the status of his relation. Indeed none of the ladies are true relatives, though he addresses them so as it befits his status in the household. The man's problems, including the strict conditions, stem from when he entered the household as a lodger while studying at University. He had been having trouble with his studies and was in danger of not completing his course when he confided in his landlady of his problems. Elizabeth was well able to assist him. A quirk of fate one might say. Not a pleasant one in this instance. The females had soon placed him under the thumb to assist his studies. His rent much appreciated and he soon became an asset for household chores. With a secure job now, his salary goes directly into the household budget. 
 
    
 
   To have to sit bolt upright, ramrod straight, hands on head, knees and toes firmly placed together and not move is a punishment in itself. Try it for an hour. 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Mizz, sorry, Mizz," replies the young man, whose eyes have wandered to the youngest female in the room at 21, who sits primly studying her textbook. Almost two years his junior she is dressed in T-shirt and jeans. What she had worn in the afternoon. Fortunately neither Grandma or Aunt Elizabeth had noticed the direction of the man's gaze. Eyeing a female, especially Miss Tina, would be another offence. Eyeing any female is an offence. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Margaret, of the five adults in the lounge, is the only one not in favour of corporal punishment and her raised eyebrows over the top of her spectacles indicate to him that she wishes he would not incur any further displeasure from her younger sister or any of the others. Though not in favour of such punishment that does not mean she is always sympathetic when a thrashing is in the offing. Actually Aunt Margaret, like many others, gets nervy and uptight when corporal correction is to be given within earshot. A probable throwback from schooldays when the trauma of seeing others punished made one wonder if and when you might be the next victim. 
 
    
 
   Grandma McCabe grunts and turns a page of her book noisily, "When will you learn, lad?" she asks tartly. It's not a question, more an observation, and the man does not answer. Luckily he is not required to do so. 
 
    
 
   Grandma McCabe is ultra strict and had, in fact, leathered the man earlier in connection with the same occurrence he is about to be corrected for shortly. Ms McCabe had earlier in the evening given the man the tawse on his palms. Six on each palm to be precise. Both hands held out, extended as far as possible, one hand atop the other, left hand uppermost first, as usual, for the older lady to belt. 
 
    
 
   A common practice in Scotland is having the culprit hold up both palms, one atop the other. Said to inhibit the drawing away of the palms from a swiftly descending stingy tawse. Not as one lady, who should have known better, because she used the system herself, once stated "I think the sting is transmitted through to the lower palm". Someone who had not felt the strap herself when younger obviously. 
 
    
 
   Grandma McCabe though in her early sixties can and does lay on the tawse extremely hard, as the man would testify if asked. Ms McCabe has had plenty of practise on these same palms over the years and in her earlier years as a school mistress. Not that familiarity breeds contempt in this case, for believe me, it does NOT! 
 
    
 
   Aunt Elizabeth's strap, which Grandma McCabe had used, is a Lochgelly Extra Heavy Special. A thick tawse which has three fingers or tails of sheer stinging power and the older lady makes the thick leather thrash through the air with a velocity belying the wielder's age. Age does not really come into the punishment equation in spry Ms McCabe's case. Unfortunately for Master Brady! in fact the only ‘benefit’, if such it could be called, is that Grandma had not brought her own Lochgelly with her. It is also an Extra Heavy Special but having just two narrow tails it stings even more than Aunt Elizabeth's. Ms McCabe's tawse is definitely meant for an older man. A real stinger. So thick it does not bend at all, even when raised over lady's shoulder. 'The Poker' Ms McCabe nicknamed it. 
 
    
 
   Grandma normally does take her tawse, when out visiting. "Be prepared" is not only the Scout Motto, it's Grandma's too! Seldom indeed is Grandma McCabe without her tawse, but today, as she had a bowling match and did not envisage using her strap, she had left it at home. Lucky Master Brady. If twelve of Grandma's best with Aunt Elizabeth's belt could in any way be considered lucky! The residual heat in those punished palms, even after a couple of hours, does not indicate anything but bad luck. 
 
    
 
   The reason for the impending punishment is on the man's mind as he sits stock stiff and watches that blasted clock. He has been seated since before 7pm and it is now 7.40pm. ‘Tick-tock-tick-tock’ the constant ticking very audible and nerve wracking for the condemned. Some minutes still to sit and contemplate his punishment as the damned clock ticks its way to 8pm. 
 
    
 
   Saturday afternoon and due to Aunt Margaret and Aunt Elizabeth being required to go out and unable to take him with them, he had been sent out with Miss Tina. On a Saturday afternoon Miss Tina meets her female friends and they trail around window-shopping and end up having coffee in a cafe. 
 
    
 
   Grandma McCabe, who would normally have supervised him, had a bowling tournament and apart from locking him in the large secure safe room normally used by that lady expressly for such ‘supervision’ at the bowling club, there was no way the older lady could have the him for the afternoon. The safe room today had been in use for storing temporarily the bowling trophies, therefore no one other than club officials would be permitted there. Thus Miss Tina was elected for the supervision chore and though she was far from keen, she had no real option other than have her lodger with her. 
 
    
 
   All went well, apart from what one would consider the normal use of Miss Tina's sharp tongue in the way of censure and a couple of well aimed and landed ‘thick ears’ until during the time in the cafe Miss Tina noticed that it was well past the time for Master Brady to have gone home. Not by any means the first occasion she had been forced to have him on a Saturday afternoon, the rule is that the man should ask her permission to proceed home at 4pm. 
 
    
 
   "Gracious, do you see the time, Brady! You should have reported to my Mum for kitchen chores ages ago. Why didn't you ask me if you could go?" a tartly spoken, frowning Miss Tina had just noticed the time on the cafe clock. 
 
    
 
   "Sorry Miss Tina, but you and your friends were talking so much I was afraid to butt in and ask you," he replied hesitantly. 
 
    
 
   "Good heavens, that's impertinence as well as disobedience, get yourself home, I'll see to you later." Whether she would 'see to him' or not was not all that important to the young man as he hurried home. Ruefully he now thought what would have been Miss Tina's reaction to either her, or one of her friends, being rudely interrupted in full flow. Young women are yaps and do not like interruptions especially from the likes of him. A soundly smacked face the probable outcome. Seems be could not really win and that was so often the situation in this female dominated household. 
 
    
 
   The rule for Saturday afternoon is that if Master Brady is out or engaged on chores in house or garden, he must be changed and washed for kitchen chores and report to Aunt Margaret at 4.30pm sharp to assist and prepare the evening meal. This is one of the few areas where Aunt Margaret is STRICT! Because if the rule is not obeyed it means extra work for her. Kitchen or any domestic chores are of importance to Aunt Margaret, who in effect keeps house for her younger sister and daughter. 
 
    
 
   Brady on his late arrival home was, unfortunately, buttonholed immediately by Grandma in the hall. That lady, not in the best of moods, having been soundly beaten in the early stages of the bowling tournament, required to know why he was late. The explanation, somewhat unfortunately, seemed to blame Miss Tina for the culprit’s late arrival home. But on further questioning and elucidation of the correct circumstances the truth of the matter came out as being an offense of omission. Omitting to ask Miss Tina for permission to leave. That now compounded by a lie told to Grandma. A lie, in fact, merits a caning but on this occasion the older lady considered summary justice would help her deflated ego due to the beating she had experienced at bowls. Beating Master Brady would be a sort of consolation prize. 
 
    
 
   Without further ado the tall, slim, grey haired angular older lady had taken off her bowling jersey, rolled up her blouse sleeves before unhooking Aunt Elizabeth's extra heavy, three tailed Lochgelly special tawse, which hangs above the 'spanking chair' in the hall. 
 
    
 
   Though Mrs McCabe's elder daughter, Aunt Margaret, had called from the kitchen, "Can't that wait until later, Mum," her Mother had replied emphatically, "No, it can't, Margaret, he's getting It RIGHT NOW! I believe in striking whilst the iron is hot and I'm about to strike these palms a time or two and make them ever so HOT!" 
 
    
 
   Flexing the three tailed length of leather and pointing to the centre of the hallway Grandma had ordered, "Off with your jacket, roll those shirt sleeves well above your elbows, as high as they will go then get over there, Brady, and hold out those hands." One hand atop the other held out smartly for Grandma and all was ready for the punishment. 
 
    
 
   Two resounding strokes rang out in the hall before Grandma ordered, "Other hand, lad!" Another two strokes and Brady fondly thought he was to get away with just four stingers. "And AGAIN, Brady, I'm not finished with you YET!" snapped Grandma and the already hot and stinging palm first assaulted was replaced on top. Another two stingers before, "AGAIN!" and the other palm received its dose. The pleats of Grandma's bowling skirt had fairly swung during the delivery of what turned out to be twelve cracking strokes of the tawse. The lady had laid each stroke on as hard as she could! 
 
    
 
   Twelve strokes with the heavy three-tailed leather strap! Six resounding stingers on each palm had fairly rung through the house. In her sixties the lady may well be but no one is going to volunteer to have even one from Grandma McCabe, believe me! Even a young man. Twelve strokes an indication of how dearly Grandma McCabe regards her Granddaughter. And a further indication of how it is best NOT to require punishment soon after the old girl has been soundly beaten herself at bowls! 
 
    
 
   "A tall, good looking lady," Grandma often describes herself and "Still quite ready for any gentlemen." There is one young gentleman who would not dispute she is ever ready for him. If perhaps in not quite the same way as Grandma intends the phrase. Perhaps if she were to get a gentleman a certain young gentlemen would have an easier time. Or then perhaps not. The old bat might choose a strict partner and things would be even worse. 
 
   Some people say on hearing that Mrs McCabe is to discipline the young man or has done so, ‘Oh well, that can't be too bad. I'm sure she can't lay it on as hard as a younger woman.’ Those people are possibly unaware that Mrs McCabe has had lots of practice over the years on these same palms and a lot of others at school. Witness one young man after just having had twelve of her BEST! Tears from a man indicate a hard thrashing, which is just what Master Brady had GOT! How he wishes he would not cry for the strap. No matter who belts him he is in tears pretty smartly. After about three strokes usually. Which indicates just how hard he gets the belt. Crying after six from Miss Tina is embarrassing to say the very least. Two years his junior the young lady knows how to make her Aunt Elizabeth's tawse STING! 
 
    
 
   His punishments from her Gran and Aunt will not prevent Miss Tina dealing with the offense herself later on if she feels so inclined. Which she may well do. Who knows? Certainly not her jittery silly cousin at this moment. 
 
    
 
   An already chastened man reported to the kitchen with palms that were not entirely ready for work. But work they had to, as directed by Aunt Margaret, who angry anyway, had no sympathy. Hands plunged Into a sink of cold water, on Aunt Margaret's instructions, to try and take the sting and heat out, had thereafter to cut up steak and roll pastry for the steak pie. As well as other tasks. A belting, no matter how severe, was not to get him off his chores. 
 
    
 
   "I don't know why my Mother couldn't have waited and belted you later on, instead of making your hands almost totally useless to me," she grumbled. 'Almost totally useless' of course being far from the case as Brady was well aware as he worked. 
 
    
 
   He could have told her that 'it's a case of one lady having no consideration for the other in such situations.' But, of course, he kept his mouth firmly SHUT. Female actions, or even the lack of them, were none of the man's business in this house. 
 
    
 
   Miss Tina had, quite rightly, reported the incident on her return home. Disobedience, the sin of omission, compounded by impertinence. Obviously she could make three counts of the matter and the fourth, which follows naturally, was failure to report to the kitchen at the stipulated time. Follows naturally, and was added by Grandma McCabe, who is unlikely to miss a trick at any time. Telling a lie to Grandma had already been adequately dealt with by that august lady. 
 
    
 
   What Grandma McCabe had punished earlier was blaming the late report on Miss Tina - (basically a lie) - NONE of the other counts. These offenses were things Miss Tina might well punish herself, for she is allowed to do so and does, when it suits her. Not on this occasion however, as Aunt Elizabeth had decreed punishment of a more formal nature, when she had phoned from the tennis club earlier and been told of the situation by her Mother. Aunt Elizabeth had there and then sentenced her lodger to a sound spanking! 
 
    
 
   The hands move slowly upwards and at 7.50pm precisely Aunt Elizabeth orders her niece, "Miss Tina, upstairs and put on a skirt, please." The formality of address always used when punishment is in the offing. It is always a skirt that is worn for over the knee punishments as that mode of dress is rightly considered more humiliating for a man. All three of them have belted the man's hands wearing trousers as that form of correction is not of a really humiliating nature. 
 
    
 
   He gulps silently, Miss Tina wearing a skirt means he is to lay over her knee for punishment. To be expected, really, because that is the mode adopted when any punishment is being given where that young lady has been involved or even remotely concerned, in any way, with an offence. Other times he may lay over Grandma's knee or go over Aunt Elizabeth's. To have to go over Miss Tina's lap, especially dressed as she will be, is considered to be the ultimate humiliation. Master Brady would not disagree with that view. 
 
    
 
   "OK," says Miss Tina, rising and closing her book with a loud snap, which made her Mother and Master Brady both jump and a smile cross Aunt Elizabeth's face. The hour's wait for punishment has done what ladies intended it should. Highly strung, nervous tension all too obvious in the culprit. Aunt Margaret also is always nervous when punishment is about to take place. She looks fleetingly over her spectacles at her lodger and wishes he would behave a bit better and spare her these moments of anguish. 
 
    
 
   She often thought it peculiar, she is the only one in the household who does not approve or use corporal correction. Yes, her own parents had resorted to it on both she and her sister but not in the way it is done now for her lodger. Their hands her Mum and Dad had employed in giving the odd slap. Yet here her Mother used the strap and on occasion the cane! In fact her Mum was the more frequent wielder of the cane as her sister Elizabeth rarely resorts to the 'yellow peril' as she refers to the stick. 
 
    
 
   'Tickler', not an original nickname for the rattan by any means, but the one used by Grandma. The fact that young Pip's married sister, Mrs Joe Gargery, had used a cane she called 'Tickler' in Dickens 'Great Expectations' did not in any way detract from the sting of the rattan, as and when, used by either of the two ladies here. In fact it is extremely doubtful if the cane, described as being used by Mrs Joe, was anything like as severe as the 'Tickler' hanging in the hall here or the ones at Ms McCabe's house either. Albeit, thankfully, it is ages since Aunt Elizabeth had occasion to use the cane. Grandma used it regularly. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Margaret's daughter Tina had never been corporally punished but that situation did not apply to a young male lodger living in a female dominated household. Far from it indeed! 
 
    
 
   "Right, Brady, upstairs and into punishment knickers SMARTLY!" The order shouted in Grandma McCabe's high screechy shouting voice a few minutes after Miss Tina's departure. The old girl already excited at the thought of watching the correction to come. 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Mizz, please may I leave the room, Ma'am?" a question addressed to Aunt Margaret, whilst getting up, almost thankfully. "You may, Brady," concedes Aunt Margaret and her lodger makes for the door. The strain of sitting still, watching that damned clock, over for this time at least. 
 
    
 
   On the way upstairs he passes Tina coming down dressed in a thin white blouse, (through which plainly shows her black bra), ultra short black leather mini skirt, split up one side and showing her black lace knickers and sheer black seamed nylon stockings. Finished off by black shiny patent high-heeled shoes. Shapely legs up to her armpits an auburn haired beauty indeed! As sexy looking as any male could ever desire. But not in this situation. Undoubtedly to have to lay over Miss Tina's pelmet skirted and nyloned lap is an addition to the correction the unfortunate culprit could well do without. 
 
    
 
   No word passes between the pair and he makes for his bedroom blushing. There he undresses completely and puts on a pair of thin white transparent nylon knickers, which Miss Tina claims quite correctly are the thinnest in the house. Thinnest and skimpiest for they fit where they touch, which is a very small area indeed. Punishment knickers, they are only worn for the sake of female modesty and propriety, are taken down by both senior ladies when punishment is done by them. 
 
    
 
   A bare bottom is preferred, but as Miss Tina will take part in this correction, her sensitivity must be protected. Not that, if the truth were known, bare bum would have particularly worried that young lady. Far from it indeed! She has ideas of baring it for punishment herself in the not too distant future. On the quiet, of course. A little secret. To be kept by Master Brady under dire threat of the cane from Miss Tina. That is always given bare bottomed and she would naturally wish to abide by the rule for canings. Actually Tina does not as yet have the option of caning but once she had caned who could remove the stripes? She would willingly take the telling off which might ensue. JUST MIGHT ENSUE! Also once she had caned would she be prevented from doing so in the future? She did not think so! 
 
    
 
   Clothes divested are neatly folded. It is not beyond Grandma McCabe or either of the other two ladies to come up and check to see if they are folded correctly as the rule requires. Or dire consequences ensue. 
 
    
 
   The rules for punishment are once stripped and ready the man stands out into the centre of the large square hallway and looks toward the tawse and cane hanging on the hooks placed at eye level on the wall facing the outside door and over the "spanking chair". Hands on head of course, feet pressed firmly together and stiff to attention. In this fashion be his back to the door and so any caller will see him standing ready for correction. At other times any caller may see the instruments of correction hanging ready for use. There is no secrecy regarding what happens to him in this house. Why should there be, after all. 
 
    
 
   The three tailed Lochgelly hanging quite stiff in front of him has imparted some very recent unpleasant feelings and memories, not just Grandma's belting, but one from Aunt Elizabeth as recently as Wednesday evening. SIX STINGERS! Which had doubled him up afterwards. "Tears and gymnastics too, what a baby you are, Brady!" had observed his Aunt as she replaced her tawse on its hook, while casting a disdainful look at her lodger. "Why you just cannot take the tawse like a real man, I do not know. You've had it often enough to be sure." 
 
    
 
   Worst of all about this standing in the hallway awaiting correction is when either Aunt Elizabeth or Miss Tina have visitors, male or female, already in the house or due to arrive, especially boyfriends. Aunt Elizabeth and Tina have quite a few boyfriends most of whom think Elizabeth and Tina are the bees knees because they thrash him. Makes them somewhat different and therefore even more desirable. Gives men a buzz, makes them randy, just thinking about it. 
 
    
 
   "Miss Elizabeth about to tan your backside then is she, Brady?" or "Miss Tina about to warm your fingers, lad," as the case may be. Words to that effect are often asked of a hall standing, as yet, unpunished brat. That the boyfriend or other visitors will hear what Aunt Elizabeth or Tina metes out is an added embarrassment, but no answer is made to the query as speaking is not permitted whilst awaiting correction. Often considered impertinent that lack of response. Later explained, if a complaint is made to Elizabeth or Tina. 
 
    
 
   Time is always given to think on the misdeeds about to be corrected and punished. Even having already had more than a whole hour to do JUST THAT! This evening there are quite a number of misdeeds to contemplate. Unhappily! 
 
    
 
   Waiting, both in the lounge and more especially in the hallway, when the dread time for punishment is nearer, the man's mind concentrates on the fact he is to go across Miss Tina's lap to have his bottom tanned. Wearing, as she will be that ultra short leather micro skirt, he will be laying mostly on the thin sheer nylon of her tights. He barely touches the leather of the short skirt. Only his hip touches. That means she has a long lap that the nylon material of his knickers will rub on the nylon of her tights when he bucks and wriggles during the thrashing. 
 
    
 
   He knows he will buck and wriggle too as Aunt Elizabeth's strong right arm will be laying on the ‘slipper’ as hard as she can to his almost bare bum. A strapping young woman is Aunt Elizabeth in more ways than one unfortunately. Forty-eight wallops, they will be really HARD wallops. Aunt Elizabeth's hardest probably. Twenty four across each cheek with the culprit having to go around behind Miss Tina's back and lay over her knees from the other side, so as Auntie can have a good thwack at the ‘other cheek’. Turning the other cheek indeed!! 
 
    
 
   Turning the other cheek in this house is somewhat different from what the Bible envisaged. Or is it? How a young man can lay over the knee of a young woman of 21 and not be affected is beyond comprehension. A good-looking young woman at that! Yet he is expected to ‘behave’ whilst over her lap and though he will have become 'excited' before going over, that 'excitement' is confidently expected by ladies to disappear pretty quickly after the gym shoe sole gets to work. Thankfully it undoubtedly does, but the strain of not staining those nylon stockings or having cum on the leather of that skirt is almost unbearable. As it's MEANT TO BE! 
 
    
 
   He himself has heard of another who, when across his elder sister's knee for a spanking, lays over a thick towel. Just to prevent an eventuality such as staining his sister's skirt. There is no such safeguard provided for a naughty man here! He should know better, or so Aunt Elizabeth and Grandma state. Be able to control himself. In theory, at least. 
 
    
 
   Brady knows full well that the short leather skirted, nylon legged Miss Tina has an erotic effect on him and he guesses Missie herself. Who knows regarding the other adults involved? The leather skirt itself indicates Miss Tina feels the whole thing is erotic. Else why wear it each time she is called to have him over her knee? There is no requirement for it to be leather. Nor need it be short. She would say, if asked, "Because I can sponge it immediately and easily if it is marked." That may well be the reason but Master Brady doubts it. The pelmet of black leather is always the harbinger of a really hot and sore bottom to come ever so shortly. A spanking in prospect for him over her lap is the only occasion, so far as he knows, Miss Tina wears such a short skirt, though she does have slightly longer black leather skirts and also two pairs of black leather trousers. 
 
    
 
   The situation vis-à-vis Miss Tina and the lodger is made worse by the basic fact the young woman is a stunning looker. Had she been otherwise perhaps it would be easier. Face like the back of a bus and a figure to go with it, then to lay over her knee might not be the strain it is undoubtedly. 
 
   Aunt Elizabeth at 42 is a tall, long limbed, beautiful woman, fond of sports and keep fit routines. A good golfer, horse rider, tennis player and almost daily user of the training gym. All of which give her well-toned muscles and a very strongly muscled right arm! She also has a long knee which her lodger has been over more times than he cares to think about. 
 
    
 
   There is another wait, during which time Miss Tina's friends Rebecca Gawler and Rachael McGregor arrive wearing jodhpurs and leather riding boots, so it's well over an hour before the lounge door opens and the three concerned with him and the two visiting ladies come out into the hail. Jodhpurs and riding boots on women make Master Brady 'fruity' and he had experienced an early 'rise' on that account when the young ladies arrived. The thought of laying over a tightly jodhpured lap to be spanked always makes him feel sexy and he has been over Aunt Elizabeth's lap when she has been thus dressed. The smell of horses mixes well with the administration of corporal punishment. Especially a sound leathering! The initial 'rise' occasioned by the two young women will be much more accentuated when he is about to be walloped. As he very well knows. Embarrassing as it always is when about to be punished. It's almost as if he likes being walloped. Fortunately the erection prior to punishment is not considered impudent or demeaning to women. Though it must be said that certain people of either sex give him extra or harder strokes because of the phenomenon, which they, perhaps rightly, consider impertinent. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Margaret, as usual, calls to her sister, "Not too hard, please, Elizabeth!" Her way of absolving and distancing herself from the thrashing about to take place. 
 
    
 
   "No, of course not, Margaret dear!" comes the usual reply from Aunt Elizabeth as she winks at Miss Rebecca. Everyone, including Aunt Margaret, knows full well it will be hard, for what would otherwise be the point of it? Auntie Margaret consoles herself that she has cleared her own conscience with her injunction regarding the spanking. She will knit furiously, like those women who watched the guillotine do its work during the French revolution. In so far as Aunt Margaret is concerned, knitting will take her mind off the sounds of the thrashing coming from the hall. The resounding thwacks of the 'slipper'. Impossible as that will be. She would have to go outside and walk for quite a distance to prevent her hearing the punishment. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Elizabeth crosses straight over to the hall table, opens the drawer and takes out the dreaded 'slipper'. She whacks it resoundingly into her open palm. Once, twice and thrice causing one young man to wince at the sharp SMACK of the treaded and dreaded rubber on flesh. Very soon to be felt on the almost bare flesh of the wincing man's bum. The 'slipper' a size 13 gym shoe, the canvas upper of which has been cut away to give the spanker a much firmer grip on the heel. Thick rubber sole, still well treaded, as the shoes have been bought new just for the purpose of spanking the bottom now to be stingingly reacquainted with the right sole. The tread on the sole never seems to wear despite the number of times the 'slipper' has been used. Added to that the 'slipper' is extremely flexible. 
 
    
 
   For Miss Rebecca and Miss Rachael to be witnessing the punishment adds to the trauma considerably. Worse can happen, for on occasions, Aunt Elizabeth will ask young Rachael to, "Fetch down the strap, Miss Rachael, please get it ready for me!" To see the young madam take down the tawse and flex it, straightening the tails and drawing the leather through her cupped left palm is devastating and makes his prick really stiffen. Imagination running riot at being belted by Miss Rachael herself. Who knows, there may well come the day! 
 
    
 
   Not a very likely contingency but one never just knows in this house. 
 
    
 
   One of Aunt Elizabeth's 'really good spankings' was about to begin very shortly indeed. 
 
    
 
   "Set out the chair, Brady!" This order comes from Grandma McCabe and has the immediate effect of galvanising the culprit into action. To delay does not even bear thinking about with Grandma. 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Mizz," he replies with alacrity as he makes for the high backed, plain kitchen chair placed beneath the implements of correction. Known as 'The Spanking Chair' it is in use fairly often. Much too often for a certain young man's liking and a certain bottom's comfort. Grandma and Aunt Elizabeth making frequent use of it and Uncle James (Aunt Elizabeth's divorced husband) more than occasionally when he visits. 
 
    
 
   Setting down the chair in the centre of the hallway he stands back and the order to Miss Tina comes from Aunt Elizabeth, "Take your seat, please, Miss Tina." 
 
    
 
   The young woman seats herself and the shortness of her black leather mini skirt is immediately accentuated by being drawn up by the sitting posture revealing a long expanse of sheer nylon covered thigh. The side split in the skirt permitting a glimpse of black frilly knickers. Quite a long lap! More than ample for its almost immediate intended purpose and occupant. 
 
    
 
   "Stand over to Miss Tina's knee, Brady!" again Aunt Elizabeth speaks sharply. The luckless man crosses to stand at his Tina's right side, ready to go across her lap. He looks straight ahead. The thought of laying over that lap is, unfortunately for him, enough to make him very 'excited' in the knickers. Being tight they do not allow such 'excitement' to be hidden from view nor yet permit the burgeoning erection to rise fully. But there is still a bulge larger than one would anticipate from a non 'excited' man. Fortunately this reaction is common to all punishment situations, no matter who is to deal with him, and therefore the present "excitement" does not attract comment or censure. 
 
    
 
   Miss Rebecca exclaims heartily, "Gee, that could be a real stiffer in these knickers if it could get UP, by jove! See it Rachael?" To which Rachael says "Yes, isn't it a whopper!" 
 
    
 
   "It's nothing to be proud of or write home about ladies, believe me," responds Mrs McCabe annoyed that the younger women have commented on the protuberance. "Quite inconsequential, in fact, when you have some experience you will realise that." Whether it is or not Master Brady has no way of knowing and at this precise moment does not really care. What Grandma considers to be a whopper is her business after all. Not that he ever has the opportunity to play with or exercise his William. Grandma looks after that too! 
 
    
 
   The young lady whose lap is to accommodate the culprit, is not embarrassed or disconcerted by the situation as her Grandma pulls up the man's knickers to tighten them up for the 'slippering'. Even though such tightening even more fully displays the bent and continually trying to rise penis under the thin knicker cloth. She has after all seen it before. Then the older lady runs a smoothing palm over both nates. Tina sits up straight as, when Gran is finished tightening and smoothing out the knickers, her Gran intimates, "Tight as a drum, Miss Elizabeth, ready for you to begin." 
 
    
 
   "Thank you, Ma'am" says Aunt Elizabeth then loudly and sharply, "lay over, Brady!" Trust Grandma to tighten up the knickers thus improving the punishment. Not a wrinkle is allowed to possibly even partially mitigate just one stroke of the 'slipper'. Grandma was not born yesterday when it comes to improving punishments. As the culprit very well knows from experience of the older lady. 
 
    
 
   Down and across, a wriggle on that sheer nyloned lap to place the bottom in the bent position, unfortunately too the penis down in the shallow valley between Miss Tina's thighs, bum cheeks presented with skin tightened legs straight, toes touching the floor. Another quick smoothing over the nates and tightening of the knickers from Grandma just to ensure no creases in the thin cloth before she grips his legs tightly in place. His hands are then secured behind his back by Tina.  "He's ready for his thrashing, Miss Elizabeth. See and make it a good sound one," intimates Mrs McCabe. 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Ma'am," acknowledges Aunt Elizabeth. The culprit whose bum always seems to its owner about ten times it's usual area when it is about to be spanked, very prominent indeed, knows Aunt Elizabeth will make it a good sound spanking. She always does and in front of her friends she will be showing off her undoubted prowess. 
 
    
 
   Everything is ready for punishment to commence. Punishment, which due to the fact the 'slipper' might strike Miss Tina, in error, will be given with Aunt Elizabeth standing at her niece's left side so as she will be striking the outer right cheek and thighs of the presented bottom. Standing beside Master Brady's head and hands the quaking culprit can just see the hem of Auntie Elizabeth's skirt and her long legs. A somewhat unorthodox position maybe but one tried and tested and thus proved to be extremely effective given the circumstances and posture of the punished. Each stroke will be placed lengthways along the bum cheek being spanked. 
 
    
 
   "You know why you are to be spanked, Brady?" asks Aunt Elizabeth tartly. 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Ma'am," the answering voice from almost floor level. The man knows very well the reason and rues the fact. 
 
    
 
   "Ready then, Brady?" Master Brady always thinks that's a stupid question to ask anyone about to be walloped but he answers smartly. "Yes, Ma'am!" Aunt Elizabeth is addressed as ‘Ma'am’ Gran is addressed as ‘Mizz’ when punishment is taking place. 
 
    
 
   "Make them HARD, Elizabeth," encourages Mrs McCabe enthusiastically as if such encouragement were necessary. 
 
    
 
   "This is going to sting and burn like fury! Whilst you are having it and for a fair long time afterwards. You won't sit down for a week. I promise!" says Aunt Elizabeth smacking the 'slipper' hard into the palm of her hand once again. The readied bum contracts as it had expected that smack to land on it not Aunt Elizabeth's palm. A much harder smack, in fact, twenty-four such much harder smacks soon to fall across each cheek of his bum. Forty-eight wallops in total. The anticipatory contraction of the flesh not in vain. 
 
    
 
   Taking up her position to commence walloping the, albeit reluctantly, proffered bum cheeks, the young woman raises the 'slipper' high above her shoulder and saying, "Right then, Ladies, let's tan this stupid man's bottom for him!" brings it down, hard and fast on to the man's right buttock cheek with a resounding SMACK! The sound of the stroke reverberates around the hall and the struck cheek contracts as the sting bites in. The sound of swiftly indrawn breath is heard from the culprit "FFFFFFFTTTTHHHIIH!" He is already more than fully appreciating the full fury of a 'slipper' thwack as laid on by Auntie Elizabeth. When she is in punishment mode she is no longer Aunt Elizabeth. The sheer velocity of the downstroke makes Rachael exhale her breathe in a loud "Phew!" 
 
    
 
   Quite a long pause to allow the effect to be fully felt before SMACK! the second wallop lands, abutting the first, widening the area smacked. Again the bottom convulses at the impact of the hard rubber, laid on with a well built young woman's healthy vigour and from fairly high. Though the man's bum is not entirely bare the punishment knickers only cover a small portion of the area being smacked. Their main function being to cover the 'bits' at the front of a naughty man. The marks of the 'slipper' and the redness being obtained is already obvious through the thin nylon and over the edges of the knickers. He thinks bitterly that the knickers he has to wear for correction are thinner than any female in the house is wearing at this moment. Or probably at any time! In fact few women will wear knickers as thin as these. For fun maybe, in the bedroom. Fun he does not feel as ever being experienced by any of the females present at this moment. Bitches! 
 
    
 
   Again a seemingly long wait before SMACK! the third stroke brings "Fffffffff!" from the culprit as he rises up on Miss Tina's knee as his right buttock absorbs another hard stinging wallop. "Nice one!," shouts Rebecca enthusiastically and excitedly unable to contain her approval of her friend's mother's spanking ability. Aunt Elizabeth is however an expert spanker which comes from long practise on this same bum. 
 
    
 
   "Keep still, Brady!" the order shouted by Grandma. An impossibility in the circumstances - needless to say. As well Grandma knows from her own experiences of punishing him. 
 
    
 
   The next SMACK! brings a yelp of pain "OW!" and numbers five and six, which neatly overlay previous areas just walloped, each land smartly on the sit-me-down area, have the culprit howling blue murder and squirming wildly as each smack lands. Again and again he has risen on Miss Tina's lap making the effort to prevent 'misbehaviour' really difficult. A psychological part of the punishment which makes it all the more difficult to take. The penis poking up and down into the shallow valley between the young woman's thighs replicates sex without a doubt. Fortunately the pain of the wallops has softened the penis as the mind centre is forcibly and painfully shifted to the bottom. 
 
    
 
   "Up and around smartly, Brady!" comes the shouted order from Grandma and up he gets and goes as smartly as is possible under the circumstances, behind Miss Tina's chair to stand at her left side. Aunt Elizabeth changes her position too. At Miss Tina's right side ready to 'slipper' the, as yet, untouched left cheek of the naughty bottom. Not to remain untouched for long though. Aunt Elizabeth, as always, wallops slowly so as each thwack has time to register fully. 
 
    
 
   "Stand up straight, Brady!" shouts Grandma. "Those hands by your sides - fingers stretched straight as you do when I am giving you gym" The injunction coming snappily as the culprit bends and makes to rub the stinging bottom behind him. Not permitted, of course. 
 
    
 
   "Across, Brady!" orders Aunt Elizabeth snappily and across the mini skirted and nylon clad knee the now tearful man lays once more. The sexy aspect of that lap, or the young owner of it, no longer of any consequence or interest to the victim. Of no interest at all, more to the point the really hot, stinging and already intensely painful bottom. As yet  barely warmed and spanked yet. Tears from a grown man signify just how painful the 'slipper' is as and when applied by Aunt Elizabeth. Or anyone else come to that. 
 
    
 
   "Lay it on harder, as hard as you can, Elizabeth," says Rebecca loudly as Aunt Elizabeth raises the 'slipper' preparatory to dealing out the seventh stroke. Rebecca is carried away with the scene being enacted before her. 
 
    
 
   SMACK! this time the left buttock bears the brunt of the 'slipper's' attack and the man howls straight away. "YEEOOOW!" The cumulative effect of the earlier wallops make that almost a foregone conclusion. 
 
    
 
   SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! and SMACK Five more resounding wallops land on the defenceless bum. Each one laid on HARD and with an appropriate interval between each thwack and the hall is a cacophony of sound as they land. Smacks, howls and the shouted instruction to "Keep it STILL, Brady!" from Grandma. Not easy as anyone who has been walloped similarly would freely admit. 
 
    
 
   The, by now, livid bottom contracts of it's own accord and it can be seen that the whole spankable area has been well and truly covered by Aunt Elizabeth, who from practise knows exactly how to make each wallop count to the full. Each stroke aligned to abut the earlier one, so as the best possible effect be obtained. Again the last couple overlaying previous strokes landed on the sit-me-down area and down the thigh backs for good measure. An expert spanking indeed! As, of course Aunt Elizabeth is an expert from long experience of a certain, by now, extremely red, stinging and squirming bum. 
 
    
 
   Four more times he changes position before the final stroke falls on a now totally dishevelled and almost incoherently sobbing male's ever so tender and bruised bottom. 
 
    
 
   "UP AND INTO THAT CORNER!" comes the shrill, screamed, order from Grandma. pointing a long bony finger unnecessarily to the usual punishment corner just as the final stroke has landed with a resounding crack. The unfortunate young man crawls off Miss Tina's lap and makes as smartly as possible for the corner at the rear of the hall, where he stands crying and sobbing. 
 
    
 
   "Knickers down around those ankles, Brady, smartly now!" again the order from the older woman and the man responds immediately by bending in dire pain and lowering the wisp of nylon knickers down to his ankles. The cold air will have no effect, nor will it meantime be appreciated by the spanked man. The heat in his bum ensures that! 
 
    
 
   The full extent of the 'slipper's' actions can be seen as the, by now, livid bottom is fully displayed. 
 
    
 
   "You'll stay face into the corner for an hour, then straight to bed with you!" intimates Auntie Elizabeth sternly as Miss Tina gets up and her Aunt replaces the 'spanking chair' back to it's position in the hail. 
 
    
 
   "Thank your lucky stars, Master Brady, you were not punished according to the rules - thirty six strokes of the cane, bare bottom - for lying to me" says Mrs McCabe tartly. "I gave you the belt instead as I knew a caning would make you unfit for chores with your Aunt in the kitchen and this spanking later on. I just didn't have the patience to wait to cane you later!" 
 
    
 
   As if twelve strokes of Aunt Elizabeth's three tailed Extra Heavy 'Special' Lochgelly from the older lady had made the man any more able to do the waiting chores in the kitchen. But, then, better than a caning. 
 
    
 
   "Gee, that's livid!" exclaims Miss Rebecca incredulously as she sees the full effects of the punishment displayed from the corner. 
 
    
 
   "The way it's meant to be, Rebecca dear, LIVID!" says Aunt Elizabeth as she replaces the 'slipper' in the hall table drawer. 
 
    
 
   "Cripes, he won't sit down for a bloody week," exclaims Rachael. "I nearly wet myself every time I see Elizabeth take the belt down off the hook. But a slippering is SOMETHING ELSE!" 
 
    
 
   "Oh, yes, he will, when he's told to sit and he'll sit still too or we'll want to know the reason why," declares Grandma. 
 
    
 
   "It makes me excited to see him being walloped," says Rebecca, "One day, some time ago, I came into the hall just as Ms McCabe was taking the cane down from its hook. Ms McCabe ignored my presence and continued with her purpose. As she flexed the cane she asked Master Brady if he knew the punishment for telling lies. He answered that he did. "Yes, Mizz." 
 
    
 
   "Thirty six cuts of the cane, bare bottomed Mizz," answered the quaking man, standing where he had been by the rules facing the instruments of correction, dressed only in his punishment knickers. 
 
    
 
   "Correct, my lad, and thirty six cuts of the cane, bare bottomed, I am about to give you. About turn!" 
 
    
 
   Master Brady turned around to be ordered "Centre!” by a screeching Ms McCabe, which made me jump the height of myself. The order meant he had to stand in the centre of the hall. Once there Ms McCabe screeched again "Knickers down smartly, step out and across the whipping horse, Brady!" Her voice was so shrill and loud she made me jump every time she opened her mouth. An entirely different lady indeed. 
 
    
 
   "Right let's secure you in position. We don't want you jumping all over the place. We want every stroke to count don't we...? now let's get that bottom tight and UP!" she continued once he was firmly secured over the horse. Legs secured at ankles and thighs, arms secured at wrists and shoulders, and a thick belt holding his waist in position and another beneath the armpits. He wasn't going to miss out on a single cut! "If a caning is to be given it must weal and sting intolerably," commented Ms McCabe to me, making sure Brady understand her meaning, "and if that is to be the case there is no way someone can remain in place voluntarily for even six strokes, never mind a thirty six!" 
 
    
 
   "Ms McCabe then gave the cane three whistling strokes through the air which made me quail and I wasn't even the one going to feel it. My knees turned to water. To see that bent form ready for the caning, bare bottom skin stretched tight as his fists clenched tight in fear. As the bum was bare I could see it was not entirely white all over. The marks of a previous thrashing were still fairly evident. Probably a spanking from Elizabeth I thought or perhaps Florence herself to use Ms McCabe's Christian name. The discarded knickers looked forlorn and somewhat incongruous as they lay behind the bent culprit. 
 
    
 
   Crossing to her victim Mrs McCabe measured the cane across his bum just above the skin fold and taking it back to what, to me, seemed a short distance, she brought it whistling down accurately across the target with a smart snapping of her wrist just before the stroke landed. The reaction was a loud "FFFFFFFFFFF!" from her victim. I could tell just how sore one stroke must be to the punishee. 
 
    
 
   "Right, thirty six," she then intoned as she now drew the cane back as far as she could and raised herself up on her toes. Measured across again this first cut landed just above the first 'trial stroke' with, what I could see later on, hardly any distance between the strokes. White lines followed quickly by a red one, double tramline and a response of "FFFFFFFF, OW-OW-OUCH!" 
 
    
 
   Jings, I could see how sore and stingy that cane is but Mrs McCabe was barely started. She continued to draw neat lines across her target one above one below what were already there until she had completed the punishment. She got the skin fold four times as she intended she should apparently. The howls could have been and probably were heard outside. That is nothing new and the neighbours have heard it all before. 
 
    
 
   I could not see the underside of Master Brady's bum but could imagine what the cuts of the cane had done to it. I almost appreciated what being unable to sit down must mean! My knees were still weak when I followed Ms McCabe through to the lounge. Brady was crying and sobbing in the corner having been well punished for his offense. I wouldn't have believed that the cane would have been so painful had I not seen them inflicted before my eyes. To think about a caning now makes me so excited. 
 
    
 
   The ladies then go back to the lounge leaving one well-walloped man to contemplate the unfairness of life in this house. 
 
    
 
   Some would say he was perhaps fortunate to get off with only forty eight wallops of the 'slipper' (not forgetting twelve strokes of the tawse from Grandma McCabe), in fact round four dozen is the most Aunt Elizabeth administers and that is a bone of contention with her niece, who often remarks outside to her friends "Auntie Elizabeth only gives four dozen thwacks with the slipper and I think that's far from enough, especially for a grown man." Granted Miss Tina admits her Aunt ‘lays 'em on good and hard’ but as Grandma sometimes gives double that number and more with the neighbour of the 'slipper' or her leather paddle she reckons, perhaps again rightly, that forty eight is far from enough. And Grandma undoubtedly "lays 'em on good and hard" too. But perhaps not just as hard as Auntie Elizabeth, who undoubtedly has a stronger right arm and good bit more body weight to put behind each stroke. 
 
    
 
   The man standing in the corner tearfully and with hot and stinging bum, if asked, would say forty-eight is far too many. As for, Miss Tina, he is well aware she would howl from just ONE stroke of the 'slipper' laid on in the way her Aunt or Grandma does it to him. OK a girl is not so tough perhaps but even taking that into account, no female could take even a dozen of Aunt Elizabeth's 'best'. 
 
    
 
   That's a matter for some conjecture and is only the silly idea of a young man who has just been soundly thrashed - a way of being sorry for himself. A sort of 'Look at me, I can take it and only cry a little.' Though, in all conscience, he knows he cries a lot. With good reason really. 
 
   "Cry baby!" according to Miss Tina, who fondly thinks he should take it without a great fuss, as "It's only forty-eight smacks after all. You'll hardly feel them!" 
 
    
 
   If we could but see into the future, just a few months later, when the same Miss Tina takes the lodger bare bottomed across her lap to wallop him herself for the first time, she does not stop, but goes on to administer a sound one hundred! And that on the first occasion she wallops in that fashion across her nyloned lap whilst she is wearing that pelmet of a leather skirt. Her Mum does not interfere as she feels her daughter is not so strong as her Aunt Elizabeth. Another matter for conjecture indeed! In fact the 'slipper' is every bit as hard and stingy from Miss Tina. Her award of extra strokes making a thrashing from her actually worse than from Aunt Elizabeth. 
 
    
 
   Of course, Grandma, in her own home, does not stop at four dozen. She uses a wooden handled, very flexible, thick and pliable leather paddle and four dozen is her MINIMUM! A really hot, stinging and livid bum is the result, as may be surmised. Sixty-two years old or not Grandma McCabe can undoubtedly ‘lay 'em on’ good style. Again plenty of practice. Unfortunately on that same BUM! 
 
    
 
   A dozen of the tawse from Grandma is not to be 'invited' either. The Extra Heavy 'Special' Lochgelly Grandma keeps is harder and more stingingly painful than Aunt Elizabeth's. Specially made, 24" long and having two very narrow (2 x 1" inch) tails or fingers makes the tawse a real 'stinger'. As its meant to be after all. 
 
    
 
   Grandma uses an old fashioned method to harden the tail ends of her tawse for the last couple of inches. Her recipe is to leave the tail ends (last three inches) to steep in whisky overnight and then heat the ends in front of the fire for ten minutes or so. These days, of central heating and gas flame fires, the heating is done over the flame of a gas picnic stove. Just as effective as the old coal fire. The heating, which removes the moisture, dries and hardens the leather finger or tall ends making them stingier and more painful than ever! An old idea for improving punishment but a very effective one indeed! As Grandma is fully aware, there are no flies on the old lady. Especially where punishment is concerned. Particularly in respect of one naughty man. 
 
    
 
   Punishment, not always corporal, is sometimes awarded as a number of PE and chores sessions and these are carried out under the supervision of either Aunt Elizabeth or Grandma. Neither Aunt Margaret nor Miss Tina take or supervise such punishments. 
 
   The sentence is usually for twelve one hour sessions, two each weekday, one each Saturday and Sunday. Aunt Elizabeth can only supervise PE at the weekends or when she is not at business. Punishment PE periods with Aunt Elizabeth are given in the garage and are not subject to additional punitive measures by way of having to wear a backpack containing a number of bricks up to a maximum of ten. Aunt Elizabeth's inability to take or supervise punishment PE, leaves Grandma McCabe to carry out the remainder. For which our luckless man reports to the older lady's house to undergo the sessions required to serve out the punishment. 
 
    
 
   Grandma insists on him wearing the backpack with the full ten extra heavy brick content for each and every session. Which ensures a more punishing and harder session of exercises. Also the sessions are given outside in the garden in full public view with him wearing thick, shocking pink, Directoire knickers. Elasticised at waist and knees. Both humiliating and very warm. Stripped to the waist, pack on back, dressed in knickers and old-fashioned plimsolls an hour of PE is sheer hell. As it is intended to be - after all it is a punishment. 
 
   Always given at times when neighbours are coming and going at lunchtimes and evenings. For maximum embarrassment and punitory effect! There are no flies on Grandma McCabe. Fortunately Brady's office is but a five-minute brisk walk from both Ms McCabe's and Aunt Elizabeth's homes. Grandma's tawse and leather paddle ensure he does not skimp on putting his all into the exercises given during the one-hour sessions. No respite is given during the full hour's exercises and the exercises themselves are learned by heart and are commenced on the shouting of a number and a whistle blast. 
 
   "One-two-three-six- AND CHANGE TO NUMBER S-I-XTE-E-N" 'PEEP' - the shrill whistle blast having the double effect of drawing attention to the scene in the garden and changing the exercise. "Two-three six and one-two-three-six" come on put that BACK INTO IT, Brady!" 
 
    
 
   Master Brady knows his back must be put into it if he is to stay relatively comfortable. Rarely does he escape some corporal correction on a visit to Ms McCabe or for that matter some chores of a nature eminently suitable to be considered as further punishment. Chores are extra punishment but Grandma always gives them too. Grandma has a patch of garden which has been double dug countless times as the stones and garden rubbish she has caused to be thrown back and made the young man roll in are double dug out time and time again. 
 
    
 
   Same as the stony path, which seemingly energetically sprouts weeds, which are removed on hands and knees under supervision of a demanding lady, who does not permit a kneeler to be used either. A squatting posture is demanded. A cleanly weeded path has to be achieved in a given time or else! The removed weeds rolled into the punishment digging area for later removal. Then the path liberally drenched with fertilizer and weed seeds to produce another fast growing crop of healthy weeds. 
 
    
 
   Garden chores are carried out in an old thick army battledress type jacket the collar of which must be clipped shut at the neck at all times no matter what the weather. A thick woolen jersey is worn over the thick flannel shirt with uniform tie neatly knotted too. A vest and thick woolen long johns also form an important part of the gardening ‘uniform’. Heavy army stockings, gaiters and boots complete the outfit, together of course with the backpack with ten bricks inside it! 
 
    
 
   On summer days to be forced to wear the uniform is a punishment in itself. Garden punishments, PE and chores are carried out no matter what the weather. Rain, hail, snow or frost. Snow means paths are cleared and if necessary to serve out the punishment time awarded the cleared snow is shoveled back into place and cleared again after being tramped down by the punishee under supervision. 
 
    
 
   Punishment is one of Grandma's fixations and she is always thinking up new forms to make it more and ever more effective. 
 
    
 
   Every so often Auntie Elizabeth, Miss Tina and Master Brady go to stay with Tina's father, Uncle James to Master Brady. Before the divorce from Aunt Margaret, Uncle James was constrained by his wife to just four dozen of the "slipper" like the others at home. Not in his own home however where four-dozen is again the absolute minimum. His new wife has no objections to corporal punishment nor is she concerned with maxima. Which is just as well as a thrashing from Uncle James may go on for a very long time. The only concern Brady has heard her express was when she entered the room during a particularly lengthy slippering once and asked "I hope he's not making your arm tired dear. Why don't you take a short break while I fix you a cold drink?" Poor Brady, he shivered horribly at what he felt, through his haze of tears, his mind clouded by the raging fire in his behind, as a particularly callous remark. Though she has passed other such remarks in the past, "Don't be too long with him dear, there's a mound of ironing for him to complete, I've been saving it for two weeks now!" Tina of course is always delighted by such visits. 
 
    
 
   Uncle James has the left foot ‘slipper’ and knows how to use it. As well as his tawse and cane. No Aunt Margaret to keep the punishments within bounds and Uncle James makes up fully for the inhibitions imposed by his former wife. 
 
    
 
   There is no foreseeable release from the conditions imposed as Master Brady has been informed that so long as he is under the same roof corporal punishment and other sanctions will be continued. And the ladies are rather appreciative of his ever-increasing salary to the household budget. Conditions will become increasingly stricter as he becomes more mature and is expected to be wiser. And Miss Tina will be unrestricted in what she can give in the way of punishment. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 2 of The Comeuppance continued in Volume 2 of Mrs Birch’s Classic Literary Collection
 
   


 
   
  
 



Caned in front of the Girls

Chapter 1
 
   
By Zeitgeist
 
   Despite what many people may think, the mid 60's were not always the essence of enlightened education. Here in the UK I attended a very traditional, Independent Catholic Grammar School. As with many church schools at the time, ours relied very heavily on corporal punishment as a disciplinary measure. 
 
   The school was co-educational and had been so since the end of the war. It had a very strict uniform code, which included regular inspections, infractions of which were punished. As opposed to being a last resort, corporal punishment was used to punish most offences, there being differing levels of severity to cope with different types of naughtiness. Classroom discipline was mainly concerned with bottom slipperings, hand caning and with the odd teacher a strap or tawse on the hands. 
 
   Again, as with many schools at the time, corporal punishment could only be given to boys, it was forbidden to punish girls in this way, even if they had done the same wrongdoing, they usually got lines, impositions, tellings off and occasionally detentions. This always seemed unfair to us boys, especially as on many occasions the girls could freely watch and enjoy a boy receive a slippering or caning in the classroom. There were also the times when boys were given beatings during assembly, in front of the whole school, these were for serious offences, usually after the school had been warned about something and these canings were real thrashings compared to what happened in the classroom. Another element that seems odd now is that women teachers often punished boys in this way in class and a few of them earned reputations as teachers whose canings were to be avoided. 
 
   I know that my fascination for schoolgirls, girl's legs and most of all schoolgirl knickers started during my time at this school. Shorter skirts had started to become the fashion and the school had not yet caught on to what was happening, although much later they clamped down and had regular checks, but for a while there was much fun to be had by hanging around under stairs and in the playground with many views of the regulation white pants on display. 
 
   A new gymnasium had been built with large glass windows, which came down to floor level. This became a wonderful source of entertainment for me during lunch times when many senior girls did gymnastics. The regulation gym kit consisted of a simple white shirt and white gym shorts which today would be considered as just thin white knickers. The boy’s kit was similar except for the shorts, which were a plain blue football type. Upside down, girls with their pants and on some occasions a white bra or with younger girls, little breasts would be on view for my entertainment. 
 
   One thing naturally leads to another and it wasn't long before I started to make forays into the changing area with the hope of seeing something better. At first I would find it very exciting to see the girl’s clothes hung up, sometimes this would include underclothes and I couldn't resist rubbing my face in their clothes. Of course it would only be a matter of time before I was caught, and lead to me being given the sort of beating which many would consider improbable, even for a time nearly 35 years ago. 
 
   Before I relate the actual incident, it is worth mentioning here a little about our headmaster. His name was Mr Bellamy, although as with most headmasters he was mostly called by a school nickname - in his case it was ‘The Captain’ - this was because of his Royal Navy background. He had been a teacher before the war but then he became a naval officer, where he remained until about the mid 50's when he returned to teaching. During his time in the navy he had held posts at various naval training establishments - I suppose this was because of his teaching qualifications - some of these were for the training of 'boy sailors'. He would often recount to classes he taught of his days there and of the very strict discipline that existed and such things as ‘you don't know how lucky you are,’ etc. etc. This all explains why he always liked to attach ritual to what he called ‘school punishments’, these being canings that were carried out by him, either in his office or in front of the school. Those rather fewer occasions when it was carried out before the school, allowed him to become almost a showman as regards it's ritual, what with the single school desk on the stage with the chosen cane resting across it's top as a focus of attention during the worship part of the assembly. These assemblies were not the quick prayer and done with types that existed in normal schools, but were taken seriously, after all this was a Catholic school and I'm sure others who attended Catholic schools can vouch for this. Boys up for a school punishment were required to change into their gym shirt and shorts but with one vital difference, there were to be no underpants worn underneath the shorts thus making the most of what must have been a regulation which stated, ‘the cane must be given whilst the boy was wearing at least one layer of clothing’. One other thing about the head was that due to him being a stickler for attention to detail, accurate records of all school punishments were recorded in a large black book by the school secretary. 
 
   Having described the school background, which would not have appeared as anything unusual at that time, I will tell you of my fall from grace. I was by now 15 years old and had become quite adept at sneaking looks up girls skirts at their knickers and watching older girls in the gym at lunch break. I was also becoming bolder in my forays into the girls changing area. Success always tends to breed contempt for the danger of the situation I now realise. Timing was very important as the girls had two PE teachers unlike the boys who only had one. 
 
   One of the teachers would be in the gym supervising the activities at lunchtime but the other usually would be found in the school staff room and this is where there was the risk of never knowing if she would suddenly return to the girls changing area where both teachers shared an office. 
 
   Both of these lady teachers were quite young and attractive and I guess were only in their twenties at the time. They too were an attraction to me in the gym as they wore a standard games kit of white shirt similar to the girls, but instead of white girls gym shorts, they would wear a short green pleated skirt and of course due to my well practised voyeurism I noticed that they would have mostly white but sometimes green panties underneath the gym skirts. 
 
   Well one lunch time I was busily engaged in kneeling down and rubbing my face into a girls school clothes and I'm ashamed to say one hand down my own trousers, masturbating. I clearly didn't hear Miss Wilson enter the changing room having returned early from the staff room on this occasion. 
 
   "What on earth are you doing here boy?" I heard shouted at me from behind. I turned round in shock as she advanced towards me and pulled me upright by my hair and demanded to know my excuse for my presence. Of course I could not give her an answer, at which she started to berate me for my disgusting behaviour she saw as she walked in. It was clear that her femininity was outraged by what she had seen and the longer I prevaricated the angrier she became. At some point during this she again grabbed my hair and then gave me two full blooded slaps across my face (not an unusual thing for a female teacher to do to a boy at this school). 
 
   "Right we will see just what Mr Bellamy has to say about this," she barked and then started to frog-march me out of the changing area and over towards the main school area and of course the 'Captains' office. 
 
   Fear with a capital 'F' was the main thing now and the next 24 hours seemed to pass in slow motion. Much of the detail of the events only became clear afterwards and let's face it, I have had a long time to reflect on them. I was pushed in through the door of the head’s study and then Miss Wilson; still clearly indignant explained to the head what had taken place. The head asked me what I had to say for myself and it became clear that I had nothing to say in my defence. At this point I was told to go and wait outside. As I turned round, my eyes were drawn to the umbrella stand in the corner of the room, which contained about four different types of cane. I had previously sampled one of them about a year before when I was given four strokes, for, would you believe, throwing paper aeroplanes in class. 
 
   The justification for giving me a school punishment for such a trivial matter was based on the fact the lady history teacher, an older woman in her forties had already slippered me in class for the same thing the previous week. That caning had truly hurt and the memory of it didn't do anything for my confidence. 
 
   After about ten minutes I was called back in and I thought well this is it and guessed that my beating would be given straight away, and that Miss (Longlegs) Wilson would be allowed to watch. I was wrong. The head told me that this was a very grave matter and that special offences required special punishment. He said it would not be given until tomorrow when he assured me I would be sorry. He then asked if my parents were at home as he would need to contact them. I nearly died at this point, but explained that my father was away on business and my stepmother was away visiting one of her friends in London. I was not alone in the house; my elder stepsister was at home from university at the time. I explained that my father would not be home until the end of the month but my stepmother would be back early the following day. He said that the school would contact her in the morning, and that in the meantime I was not to say anything to anybody about this matter. I was then asked to wait outside again. A few minutes later the door opened and they both came out and the head told me that unless I was told otherwise, I was to report to Miss Wilson at her office at the start of afternoon classes the next day, dressed for 'school punishment', he quickly reminded me to be sure not to wear any underpants under my gym shorts and with that I was dismissed back to my class. 
 
   The hours that followed were sheer hell and I didn't get any sleep that night at all, as one might expect. I had lived with my father and stepmother since I was about nine years old. My father was much older than her, being I suppose nearly sixty at this time, whilst my stepmother was in her late twenties when they married and my stepsister about three years or so older than me. Both my stepmother and stepsister really only just 'tolerated' me and I realised that no support would come my way for my predicament from them whatsoever. On more than one occasion since their entry into the household my father had used corporal punishment on me by way of a large gym slipper in my room. Both females being very aware of what was happening to me and verbally gave their approval on such occasions. I didn't dare mention anything that evening to my eighteen year old, oh so sophisticated, stepsister, Julia. I just waited with great trepidation for events to unfold the following day. 
 
   When the day came I found the morning to be both dragging and flying by at the same time if you can understand the meaning, probably both feelings being brought on by fear. Lunchtime came and I didn't eat a thing, nor did I partake in any of my usual knickers and leg watching pastimes. 
 
   Towards the end of lunch I made my way to the boys changing area, over at the gym, in silence and on my own. 
 
   I changed into the school punishment rig of white tee shirt, blue gym shorts with no underpants, white socks and gym shoes. It was only a few yards around the corner to the girls changing area. When I arrived I didn't know if I should go inside to the mistress's office or wait outside the entrance door. Before I could make up my mind the door suddenly opened and the girls that had been in the gym over lunch, came out and made their way to classes. 
 
   They looked at me curiously, obviously wondering what I was doing there, but I was just grateful that they couldn't tell that I was in punishment rig, as the blue shorts did not at first glance make it obvious that I was bare-bottomed underneath. 
 
   I was about to knock when the door opened and there stood Miss Wilson. 'Longlegs' she was called by us older boys, dressed in her all too brief gym kit, looking so sweet with her long dark hair falling over her shoulders. For someone so pretty she did her best to look grim and said loudly, "In here now, we have just two minutes before the afternoon class arrives for hockey with Miss Chesterton," she being the other girls PE teacher. Once inside I was ushered through into the main changing area, which was wet from the last lot of girls showering and smelled of soap and talcum powder. 
 
   "Right then boy, before we go on our little mystery trip there's just one little change to your punishment rig that needs to be made,"and with that she turned to a basket, bent over and opened the lid. As she did so, her little green skirt was raised just enough for me to see her panties, but it was a sight that somehow I wasn't enjoying right at that moment, in fact there would be other similar sights that afternoon that I would not be able to enjoy, it was almost as though my fetish was deliberately taunting me. She closed the lid of the basket and turned to me with a slight smile and what she held in her hand was a pair of girl’s white gym pants. Although they were clean, they looked a small size and seemed to be of much thinner material than I recall seeing the girls wear in the gym. 
 
   "Shorts off boy, and into these knickers quickly, we haven't much time unless you want the second year girls looking at you."
 
   She made no attempt to turn away, she just stood with her arms folded and watched with that slight smile as I struggled to make the change, trying to show as little of my private parts as I could, whilst colouring up beetroot red with embarrassment. 
 
   The girls gym pants were small and I had difficulty putting my feet through as I had not taken off my shoes, this caused me to end up showing more than I would have wanted to, my bare bottom on display as I struggled to pull up the pants. Miss Wilson seemed satisfied with the pants which I could feel straight away were much too small for a boy of my size and my hands told me that at the back there seemed to be more of my bottom uncovered than covered, a fact she noticed as she walked around me. She was stood behind me murmuring her approval. 
 
   "They seem to have the desired effect, but we can't have you walking through the school like that, so let's see...ah yes, this should do, put it on and belt it up." 
 
   She handed me a standard school uniform girl's gabardine mack. It seemed to fit even if the buttons were the wrong way around, but I belted it up as she had asked, and then she led me out of the changing rooms and over to the main part of the school. 
 
   As we walked through the school grounds she seemed very jovial as though nothing was going to happen at all, but what she said to me made me feel like having the earth swallow me up. She said that we were making our way to the head’s classroom (he had his own classroom for tutorials and for teaching classics, his pet subject). Miss Wilson casually said that the head was this afternoon teaching a group of sixth-form girls, but that I shouldn't worry as they intended my presence to be instructive to young ladies about the proper administration of justice and punishment! Despite the chill of the outside air my blush seemed to get hotter and hotter and my legs as I walked seemed very shaky. 
 
   At the door to the headmaster’s personal classroom, Miss Wilson paused and listened before knocking, telling me to wait outside until told to enter, those incredibly long legs then disappeared inside and the door closed. I waited for about two or three minutes, still blushing a bright red I'm sure. The door then opened and I was bade to enter. Immediately the headmaster shouted, "Stand over here against the front wall boy, and keep very quiet and still until you are spoken to." 
 
   I stood as directed and my mind raced to try to gather in what was about to befall me, but it was hard to take in straight away what was going on. 
 
   Miss Wilson seated herself in a chair at the side of the headmaster’s front desk. The head himself was stood in front of the blackboard, and most strangely the desks in the classroom seemed to have been arranged in an odd manner. They were positioned in a 'U' type shape instead of being in simple rows. 
 
   There were five desks facing the front, and three desks at right angles up each side to form the 'U' (the head's classroom did not have the full complement of desks which would normally be found in the other rooms, as he mainly did tutorials or special lessons). 
 
   The head then outlined to the class of girls what I had been discovered doing in the girl’s changing room, leaving out little detail. Then went into a treatise about how such behaviour needed nipping very sharply in the bud by exemplary measures etc, etc, and did the girls agree? They certainly did. 
 
   During all of this I tried to take in other things around me. I saw that there were ten desks occupied by 17-year-old lower sixth form girls, all the desks facing the front were full, with the other girls occupying the sideways facing desks. I knew one or two of these girls. In particular, a girl called Nicola, who was seated in the centre of the forward facing row of desks. Nicola was a very pretty girl, very tall and with legs even longer than Miss Wilson's. Long blonde hair, which she kept tied in a neat pony-tail. Many were the times that she had been the subject of my spying. As a member of the school gymnastics team she made regular appearances in the gym, where a couple of years earlier she had been hanging from a set of bars upside down and her shirt had slipped back to show the whole of the underside of her small breasts, the shirt was just hanging on her nipples which unfortunately for me did not quite appear, but she made a very appealing sight including the tight gym pants over her pubic area. When she dropped down suddenly, she caught me looking at her and complained indignantly to the teacher in the gym. Luckily for me I was just told to go away but she would now remember this I was sure and would perhaps feel especially pleased at what was to be done to me. She also lived not far away from our street and her family knew my stepsister and they sometimes visited each other's houses. Nicola had been a frequent subject for my sneaky viewing practices and as such never really liked me that much. Now she had a smug look on her face, as did some of the other girls. This was not uncommon; as girl's always seemed to enjoy the view as boys were beaten, let's face it they could afford to, as they were immune from such punishments. 
 
   Mr Bellamy then went on to explain how he was going to use the afternoon to provide valuable experience to the girls in the participation of justice, and turning to me he said that to be judged and sentenced by my peers, would add a touch of fairness to the proceedings (knowing girls, highly unlikely!). It was then that I realised that our good old naval headmaster had turned his classroom into a sort of makeshift courtroom. 
 
   Having already outlined to the assembled young ladies the depths of my crime, which I could see from the looks on some of the girls faces, outraged their feminine modesty as much as it had Miss Wilson the previous day, the head then turned to me and instructed me to remove the gabardine mackintosh. When I removed the coat and revealed my clothing, or rather lack of it, in my girl's gym pants, there were gasps and then some titters and smirks from the girls but at least I thought they couldn't see the back where my bottom protruded without much cover. Then I suddenly thought that they might be able to see my private parts through the white pants, after all they were very thin and I did seem to bulge in an obvious fashion down below. However from where I was standing I just couldn't tell. The high flush then seemed to reassert itself and I wished the ground would swallow me up. 
 
   I was then instructed to 'stand at ease' with legs apart and my hands on top of my head. Miss Wilson got up and walked towards me and took the coat away to allow me to do as I was told. The head then asked me if I would like to offer any explanation in my defence. I simply said "No sir." 
 
   Then the head turned to the girls and said that as my guilt was not in question, there simply remained the matter of punishment, and this is where he was going to use their judgement to determine the matter. 
 
   He turned to the blackboard and chalked up my name: John ----, my age: 15 years, my offence: gross indecent behaviour. He then listed the options for punishment and I could see that this was the 'Captain' performing to the audience just as he did when beating boys in front of the school. 
 
   The options were: 
 
   a) lines or impositions 
 
   b) detentions 
 
   c) corporal punishment 
 
   The girls sniggered when he started to list them on the board and mentioned lines etc.! He then took a vote of the ten girls in the room. Needless to say all ten hands went up in favour of corporal punishment, after all this is what they expected. 
 
   He then prolonged the affair again by listing on the board the type of corporal punishment that could be given: 
 
   a) spanking - (again the girls laughed at this) 
 
   b) the slipper 
 
   c) caning on the hand 
 
   d) caning across the buttocks 
 
   Another vote was taken and again it was unanimous for caning across the buttocks. 
 
   Before continuing with this highly humiliating saga, he then paused and said that before the girls decided on the severity of the caning, there were other factors that they needed to take into account, although he stressed that for an offence as wicked as this one (why do Catholics seem to view self-abuse as a capital crime?), the caning should be severe. Miss Longlegs Wilson seemed to find all of this very amusing and kept throwing me 'the cat's got the cream' type grins. 
 
   Now one of the things that our headmaster was very keen on was electrical gadgets, and one of these was the provision of a home-made intercom system between his classroom and the school admin area and secretary's office. At this point he pressed the button and spoke to the secretary, who was a very snooty young lady, clearly with ideas above her station, who would always address the boys by their surnames, and yet speak in gentle friendly tones to all the girls and call them by their first names (another common thing in those days). 
 
   The secretary's name was Miss Parker, she was known to my family at church and I wondered what she would be saying to my guardians at the next Mass. The head asked her if she had received anything from Mrs ---- (my stepmother). Hell I had forgotten all about that. The secretary replied that indeed she had, and written consent had been delivered personally by her daughter (oh great) just after lunch. 
 
   Mr Bellamy then said, "Ah good, then in that case would you please ask Mrs Rodgers (an older lady who did some accounts work) to look after the telephone and come over to my classroom and bring with you the School Punishment Book and also could you bring 'Indefatigable' from the store room please, and oh by the way could you also bring the letter of consent with you as well?"
 
   Miss Parker replied in the affirmative as though she knew exactly what was expected of her. I was now becoming confused, I had not seen anywhere in the room any of the head's canes, and what was this ‘Indefatigable’? 
 
   As if by answer there was a knock at the door and then it opened to reveal the snooty secretary. She was a very petite and slim brunette and what she appeared to be carrying added further to my confusion. Under one arm she carried the ominous black punishment book and an envelope. In her hands she was carrying what looked like a cardboard map tube but this container was huge or so it seemed, especially compared to the petite stature of the girl carrying it. She placed the cardboard tube upright against the desk next to where Miss Wilson was sitting and placed the black book down on the big desk. 
 
   She then gave the envelope to Mr Bellamy and went and stood next to the PE Mistress, giving me a curious stare. The head then opened the letter and confirmed to all that indeed the letter contained parental permission for what was to take place. 
 
   He then turned back to the blackboard and the court was re-convened. He next wrote down on the board a tally of strokes of the cane to be considered: 
 
   a) four strokes 
 
   b) six strokes 
 
   c) eight strokes 
 
   d) twelve strokes 
 
   He explained that there were some rules that they had to abide by in the school which were set by the board of governors. They were that twelve strokes was the maximum number of strokes permissible and that these must be given whilst the boy is wearing at least one layer of clothing. 
 
   "Before we take a vote on the number of strokes, Miss Parker, would you please extract 'Indefatigable' from it's container and let the girls pass it around so that they may feel more able to judge this matter."
 
   The secretary then picked up the cardboard tube and removed it's plastic top, tipped the tube sideways and then slid out it's contents. I watched in horror as what appeared to be a never-ending snake of a cane slithered out into her hands. My first judgement about the size of the tube when she walked into the room seemed to be proved right as when she walked forwards with the cane it seemed enormous, as she was so petite. The secretary handed the cane to Nicola who accepted it and handled it and flexed it and then seemed to weigh it in her palms before handing it on to the next girl. At this point I was becoming terrified, that's the only word to describe it. I had my chance to view this weapon as it was being handed round the room, it looked about four feet long, was quite dark in colour, it didn't have a crooked handle but seemed to have some sort of round uneven shaped knob at the handle end and just down from that it was wrapped in tape to form a sort of hand grip. 
 
   Up at the handle end it seemed very thick, perhaps about 3/4 of an inch or so, this seemed to continue for about a foot and a half and then the cane seemed to taper out to about normal cane thickness for the rest of it's considerable length. As the secretary took the cane over to the other side of the room for the other girls to examine it, I could see that it wasn't stiff at all and seemed to wobble and flex as she walked. It was obviously heavy and yet very flexible, in fact the 'business' end seemed heavier than the handle end as it seemed to droop as it was handled. By now I was shaking and I could feel a cold sweat running down my back. 
 
   After the girls had examined the cane, the secretary then walked back with it and let Miss Longlegs examine it. She held the cane at either end and flexed it into a half circle whilst looking at me but I found it hard to return her look. 
 
   The head then returned to his show and said that now they had seen the intended instrument of punishment, they should consider the number of strokes. He went on to say that they needed to harden their hearts at times such as this and should not lose sight of the vile nature of the offence and that they should take into account the parental consent given for the punishment. Before taking the vote he asked Miss Parker if she would sit at his desk and record proceedings in the book. The secretary then sat down in his chair and opened the book ready. By now I didn't know what day of the week it was, the humiliation was so extreme and I hadn't yet moved from my 'at ease' position so the audience had not yet seen the way the girl's gym pants fitted over my bottom. 
 
   The head then went through the list of stroke options on the board and asked for a show of hands for each, this time however the vote was not unanimous as had been the case earlier: 
 
   a) four strokes...........no votes 
 
   b) six strokes.......…..two votes 
 
   c) eight strokes..........three votes 
 
   d) twelve strokes.......five votes 
 
   My adversary Nicola was one of the girls voting for maximum punishment and she caught my eye and smiled very slightly. 
 
   "Well young man," said the head turning to me, "it seems that the girls have a majority verdict in favour of twelve strokes of the cane you see here (the cane was still being held by Miss Wilson who was giving it a flex every now and then), and let me tell you now that you will remember this flogging (the first time I had heard him use this word) for many a day." 
 
   "If any of you girls would prefer to leave the room and go to the common room, I quite understand and would ask you to do so now before we commence." 
 
   Not one girl moved from her seat, they seemed relaxed now that their part was over and some of them seemed very bright eyed and keen for the caning to begin. 
 
   The head took the cane from Miss Wilson, who stood up and he then flexed it and swished it through the air twice. 
 
   The effect was astonishing; the air seemed to part with a loud whoosh, much deeper than a normal cane. What was most noticeable was the extra length of the cane, even in his hands; it was easily four feet long if not a little more. The head then calmly placed the cane along the front of the desk that the secretary was sat up to and then removed his jacket, hung it up and then rolled up his shirtsleeves. I wondered if I was going to be asked to just bend over or be put across his desk but the headmaster had other ideas. 
 
   He asked if Miss Wilson could bring to the front two of the classroom chairs that were not being used. As she did so the head went out into a small alcove and returned with what looked like a tall barstool with a plain wooden seat, it seemed very heavy and sturdy. He placed the stool in the centre of his 'courtroom', giving himself plenty of room and at the same time affording all the sixth-form girls a bird’s eye viewpoint. However he wasn't finished yet, he took the chairs that Miss Wilson had collected, one at a time, and positioned them behind the stool but about a yard apart, so that the three items formed a sort of triangle. 
 
   I noticed that Miss Wilson had moved her position to one side of the room; clearly she intended to have as good a view as the others. 
 
   The headmaster then instructed me to lower my hands from my head, they had been in this position now for about half an hour or so and were very stiff. He then told me to move over to where he had placed the stool and chairs, and as he did so there was a gasp as I turned to face the front of the room. The girls had now seen for the first time the effect of the small girls gym pants that Miss Wilson had put me into. The head made no comment about this; I assume that he had planned this with the schoolmistress from the start. He was clearly in no hurry, and like I say the entire period seemed to be moving in slow motion. I was almost in tears and I hadn't even received a single stroke. The headmaster told me to place my knees on each of the outspread chairs, which wasn't easy, and kneel upright for a few moments. He then roughly re-positioned the chairs to his satisfaction and then told me to bend forwards over the stool. The stool was higher than the seat of the chairs and I was told to grip the lowest bar of the stool. Again some adjustment of the stool position was necessary. 
 
   When he was finally satisfied with my position, the effect was that my bottom was stuck out as the highest point, and the wide separation of my legs gave the widest spread of buttocks, most of which were bare anyway due to the fit of the pants. However he hadn't quite finished yet, he walked around to the front of me and then leaned over and pulled my tee shirt out of the top of the pants and rolled it up as far as it would go, making me lift slightly off the stool to allow it to go up. Then he grasped the waistband of the gym pants and gave one quick hard tug. Immediately the rest of my bottom spilled out of the pants as the material slipped into the wide-open crack of my bottom. 
 
   Again there was an audible gasp from the girls and one or two faint sniggers as the total effect of the headmaster’s efforts now became obvious. I was as near as dammit naked, my bottom now completely bare for the cane. 
 
   He walked to the desk where the school secretary sat waiting with the black book and looked over her shoulder as if studying the entries. 
 
   During this brief moment there happened another of the events I mentioned earlier where my interests returned to haunt me. My upside down position over the stool with legs spread apart gave me an almost ground level view looking backwards towards the watching schoolgirls. I couldn't help but see that directly behind me was Nicola and my view although upside down allowed me to see all the way up her pleated school skirt, and not only that, as plain as day, there was the little triangle of her white panties on view. There were other views of legs and thighs as well but I was drawn to that pale white triangle. The headmaster then returned to a position somewhere to my left, I could see his brogue shoes and his trouser turnups. He then gave the cane an almighty swish through the air, I almost thought it had started, but he did it again twice, getting the feel of the cane. I wondered if he used it very often, I had certainly never heard of it and had never seen it used, even in the half dozen or so public assembly canings I had witnessed during my four years or so at the school. The secretary Miss Parker certainly seemed to know about it when she was asked to bring it with her. 
 
   The head was positioning himself, he seemed to be a long way to my left and slightly forwards, I could see him part his legs as though to steady himself, and then the cane was tapped against my bare bottom as he checked his distance, moving just once a little further away. The cane was removed and I thought this is it, but no, he said loudly by way of announcement to the girls and warning information to me, "Right then Collis, twelve strokes of the cane, Miss Parker will call out the strokes as you have received them, we don't want any errors now do we?" 
 
   "You will maintain this position throughout and will not move until told to. If you fail to maintain position, there are further measures available to us but your punishment will commence again from the beginning." 
 
   I'd had some time to think about how I was going to cope with the pain and thought that maybe concentrating on an object would be the way; I had done this before, concentrating on a mark on the floor or wall. Just now my eyes were drawn back yet again along the length of Nicola's thighs to that white triangle. I concentrated hard as the cane was again tapped along my bottom, not quite so gently this time though. It was to be the last time that I saw Nicola's panties. 
 
   The cane moved away from my bottom and the headmaster's knees bent as he twisted and then there was a loud whoosh of air and a moment later my bottom exploded in agony. My breath was taken from me, I never thought so much pain existed. My right knee slipped off the chair and my buttocks were writhing on top of the stool. My upper body twisted and shook as I tried to regain my breath. I started to settle down and heard Miss Parker calmly say ‘One’. 
 
   The headmaster seemed annoyed that my leg had slipped off the chair and he moved in and lifted my leg and positioned it back himself, giving the back of my thigh a hard slap along with a warning not to do it again. He repositioned himself and during the tapping of the cane on my buttocks I tried to concentrate again on Nicola's panties but the tears in my eyes would not allow me to focus properly. 
 
   Whoosh, crack, again the noise was terrific and seemed bounce off the walls. I managed to keep my knees spread on the two chairs this time, but writhed again on top of the stool, fighting for breath. The pain was causing me to panic and I lifted up from the stool and looked behind me but no comfort was coming from that direction, just a row of female faces concentrating their eyes on my behind. I did see that Miss Wilson had now come around to the front of the desks and was sitting on the front of one of them. She too seemed to be concentrating on what was being done to my rear. 
 
   The headmaster waited once again for me to settle into position, this was already taking at least a minute, and I had only had two strokes. Miss Parker did not call the stroke until I had settled down. The third stroke was an absolute horror of a stroke and I squealed and was immediately undone from my position, writhing on the floor now and crying beyond myself. The headmaster went wild; he dragged me up by the hair and made me stand up straight. He then said that he had to slip out of the room for a few moments. Extra measures were now being brought into use. He told Miss Wilson to make sure I stood still and that I was not allowed to touch my bottom under any circumstances. 
 
   The head placed the cane across the desk where the secretary sat calling the strokes. The cane was so long it hung over the edge of the desk on both sides. He left the room and there was absolute silence other than me crying. Miss Wilson came behind me and was obviously examining the three weals across my buttocks. I could just feel three burning lines at this time with an extra sort of sharp pain on the edge of my right buttock which hurt like hell, in fact my fingers had gone to this area where I could just feel hard lumps, when Miss Wilson shouted at me to get my hands on my head. Seconds later the head was back in the room carrying what looked like two large dog collars with buckles. 
 
   The ritual of repositioning my legs onto the chairs was done again, only this time the head put one of the leather straps around my thighs and passed it through the spokes on the chair back, pulled it tight and buckled it. He did the same with the other leg and then before pushing me back over the stool he got hold of my tee shirt and stripped it right off over my head and put it on one of the desks. In moments I was back over the stool desperately searching for that white triangle again. I found Nicolas' long brown thighs and saw that her skirt had ridden up to reveal even more of them, but before I could find the white pants the cane was tap tap tapping on my bottom and again the whoosh and pain exploded everywhere, right behind my eyes it seemed. I was crying uncontrollably and although my thighs were held still and wide apart my upper body writhed on the top of the stool almost knocking it over. 
 
   As I settled I heard the snooty Miss Parker say,
 
   "One". 
 
   Oh god, of course the count was starting over again. Even if the head had forgotten, she certainly hadn't and was not going to let me get away with anything. 
 
   The head was still not happy with the amount of movement my torso was making on the stool top. He moved away for a moment and spoke to Miss Wilson, who came over and dragged a chair directly in front of my stool. 
 
   She sat upon it and I was told to place my hands and arms behind my back, whereupon she gripped my wrists hard and pulled my arms up my back painfully. 
 
   My head was now right in her lap and I could not help but see her thighs from close range, albeit with my eyes full of tears. There was that immediate feminine smell of perfume mixed with how girls always seem to smell, sort of very clean I suppose. The headmaster then tapped the cane on my bottom but paused and asked Miss Wilson if she could re-adjust my pants as they had slipped back with all the movement. 
 
   She got up and released my arms temporarily, leaned over me, enveloping my head in her lap very briefly and I felt her place both hands on the waistband of the pants and give a sharp tug. My buttocks spilled out into view again and Miss Wilson then resumed her position. The cane started the tap tap tap again against my burning flesh. What a sight I must have looked, virtually nude with exception of a small strip of white cotton covering (I hoped) my genitals, disappearing in between my buttocks and again a small strip of cotton around my waist. 
 
   Whoosh, crack, a scream from me as I recommenced my sobbing and writhing in extreme pain. It was now clear the headmaster’s previous description of ‘flogging’ was indeed correct; this was an exceptional cane flogging. 
 
   Somehow the count of cane strokes given by the secretary, sat at the front desk climbed to six and then seven, punctuated all the time by my screams, sobbing and writhing on top of the stool. It was taking longer and longer for me to recover my breath and settle after each gigantic swish and lash of that cane on my bottom, but they were in no hurry it seemed. 
 
   At something like the eighth or ninth stroke I can only guess which, the stroke lashed low across my right thigh, wrapping around the leg causing me to scream in new heights of agony and this time my writhing managed to move the stool despite the tight grip Miss Wilson had got on my arms and wrists. The headmaster said, "We are sick and tired of your continual refusal to remain in position young man." 
 
   The secretary's voice then chimed in with, "He is at stroke 9, are we to start again?" 
 
   Jesus! Her voice seemed to sound as though she was saying, "Yes please, yes please." 
 
   The headmaster however somewhere had an understanding of just what a teenage boy could and could not stand up to - or maybe what his flesh could stand up to. 
 
   "No, but we will take stroke 9 again." 
 
   It must have been a miss-hit in his mind anyway. Now, I know that the secretary was the only one in the room that didn't have a direct view of my bottom, but only a girl that had never been corporally punished could conceive of starting such a whipping again. 
 
   The headmaster re-aligned himself and commenced the familiar tap tapping as he carefully took aim when Miss Wilson spoke from above me (remember my head was buried in her lap). 
 
   "Mr Bellamy, can I just have a brief word?"
 
   She released my arms, which just dangled down; I was almost at the end of my ability take any more. After a few words, which I couldn't hear properly, I was lifted upright and the stool removed altogether. The effect of this was that my head and arms fell to the floor, and my bottom lifted higher and tighter into the air, which seemed to stretch the weals and made me cry out. Remember my thighs were strapped to two chairs pulling my legs wide open as well. 
 
   Miss Wilson then got hold of each of my arms in turn and put them again behind my back and pulled up which lifted my head off the floor, she continued to lift me up until my head was level with her legs just above her knees. Then she put her legs apart and trapped my head between her thighs gripping me very tight. Not many people realise how strong an adults legs are, I can assure you that I was gripped very tightly indeed. I was swamped by the feminine smells and the warmth of her thighs on my ears and the side of my head. I found that my hearing was now dulled considerably. I felt the tap tap tap of the cane again on my bottom and then my brain collapsed into an abyss of pain, screaming out yet again. I couldn't hear the strokes being counted anymore by the secretary at the front of the class. 
 
   Just before the end I think I was beginning to lose it. My screams were noiseless it seemed and I no longer writhed around in pain, my bottom just seemed to accept the lashing it was getting. As the pressure from the young woman's thighs released from the side of my head and I was allowed to drop to the floor, I realised the whipping was finally over. I later realised that I had received a total of sixteen strokes of this dreadful cane. How the total fitted in with the regulations I don't know, but I now think that the letter of consent from my stepmother gave him a sort of carte blanche to do as he wanted. 
 
   The headmaster was now talking to the class again and though sobbing quietly and almost delirious with pain I was able to look backwards again. I saw what seemed like a sea of schoolgirl legs and socks. 
 
   Nicola had slid forward in her chair causing her skirt to have ridden right up, but just as I was about to search out her panties with my eyes (see, the beating hadn't cured me at all!) I was pulled upwards by Miss Wilson with my head against her chest. 
 
   The headmaster was unstrapping my thighs and knees from the chairs. As I was stood upright my bottom seemed to shrink and I screamed out again with the hurt. I tried to reach for my bottom but Miss Wilson was still holding my wrists. 
 
   I was turned to face the class; I couldn't look any of them in the face at all as embarrassment overcame pain very briefly. The headmaster asked his ‘Court’ if they were happy that the punishment was effectively carried out and that justice had been done. There were just brief murmurs of "Yes sir." I could now see that two or three (Nicola included) still looked bright eyed and excited, but the others seemed to look stunned, I now realise that they were quite shocked at the severity of the punishment that they had seen carried out. Familiar though they were in seeing boys being slippered and caned in normal class, this was altogether different. I stood there sobbing quietly as the details were checked in the black punishment book and it was signed by the headmaster and then by Miss Wilson as witness. 
 
   The petite Miss Parker then got up and walked across towards Nicola's desk where the 'Indefatigable' cane had been put, retrieved it and put it back into the cardboard tube it had arrived in. The struggle that the girl had in putting it back into the tube showed again just how long this cane really was. I was then given back my tee shirt and the gabardine mackintosh by Miss Wilson and told to put them on. It felt cool but at the same time sore as the lining rubbed across my beaten bottom. 
 
   The head then said that I was to go with Miss Longlegs (Wilson) where she had further surprises for me. As I struggled to walk out of the room, the headmaster said, "Don't worry, you won't have to walk home tonight, though you will be a little late, your mother has arranged transport for you." 
 
   The athletic young gym mistress deliberately put a spring in her step now as we walked back towards the gymnasium area. It was proving very hard to walk and the pain from the weals was just shooting all down my legs and up my back. She knew what the effect was and just smiled to herself but didn't say anything. Fortunately when we returned to her office inside the girls changing area, the class was still in the gym with the other mistress. I was ushered into their little office and the mackintosh was taken off me. Miss Wilson then told me to stand in the corner and face her and not the wall. My face was all puffed up with crying, that much I knew and my legs were still shaking. She then berated me for my inability to keep still and take the whipping properly. 
 
   "Just look at the mess you have made on my skirt," pointing to a wet messy patch on the front of the material. This was where my face was pressed into during the latter part of the caning and must have been a mixture of tears and saliva as towards the end my mouth just hung open and dribbled. Again, only someone who had never received a proper beating could have just stood there and complained about my conduct under the cane as she did. 
 
   Miss Longlegs then looked at her watch, smiled and then said that she would have to change her skirt as it was in such a mess. To my amazement, in front of me, she started to unzip the little pleated skirt and let it fall to the ground. 
 
   "If this is what interests your little mind, it will do you well to remember exactly how much a certain part of your anatomy was hurting when you think about it later." 
 
   With that she just turned, bent and picked up the discarded skirt and in doing so presented me with a perfect view of her lower form in a pair of plain white knickers. She had the trim sort of bottom you expect from someone in her job. All too quickly she put on a new skirt out of a drawer and the view was back to normal. 
 
   "Right, we have just a few minutes before the girls will be coming in to get changed and I know that Miss Chesterton is interested to see the results of your wickedness, so lets have those borrowed pants off." 
 
   Another twist in the key of humiliation was being turned as she just stood there with hands on hips and watched me very gingerly roll down the girl’s gym pants. They seemed to have stuck a little to the right side of my bottom and I winced as I gently pulled them down. I got them off my feet and she held out her hand for them. I passed them to her aware of my private parts on show to her for the second time that day. She quickly shouted, "Hands by your sides boy," as I tried to cover up my nakedness. She examined the pants in front of her and opening them out said, "These will have to be thrown away, look at the blood here," pointing to three or four spots of blood on the material. She just threw them into her bin and then looked around the small office and then cleared the few items off her desk onto the other mistress's desk and told me to come round to the front of it. 
 
   "Bend over my desk, let's have a look at what awaits Miss Chesterton's pleasure in a few moments." I bent over her desk and she came around to examine closely the wicked torment that was my bottom. 
 
   "Gosh! That looks jolly sore," she exclaimed as she bent close enough for me to feel her breath, which incidentally felt cool given the state of my rear. She stroked her fingers over the weals; "I have seen some good stiff canings and many a sore bottom in the time I have been here but never anything as spectacular as this. The only way I can describe it is that you have a huge bunch of black and blue rhubarb across your bottom."I think you ought to see it for yourself, come, quickly." 
 
   With that she quickly checked outside to make sure the coast was still clear and then called me out into the changing area. The girls changing area had several full-length mirrors to take care of feminine vanity. My long-legged tormentress then turned me around so that with the aid of two of these mirrors I could view my distressed bottom. I looked back and the sight caused me to cry out in horror. 
 
   The whole of my bottom from the top to where the buttocks join thighs was one large bruise, which was mostly blue/black but was a deep red around the edges and well down my thighs. Across this backdrop were the sixteen weals of the cane, which were long purple stripes about half an inch wide and stretched right across both cheeks, the stripes becoming deeper and more vivid on the right hand side. The weals were standing proud of my bottom in some sort of grotesque 3D effect (hence her rhubarb comments). The edges of the welts were black and on the right side they glistened and were sticky to the touch, indicating that the strokes had only just stopped short of splitting the skin. However down the side of my right buttock I could see what had been giving me hell since the end of the thrashing. The weals wrapped around the side of the right buttock and where the end of the cane had lashed in, the weals ended in a black lumps, all of which had been bleeding slightly. So there was the reason for the bloodied gym pants and why they seem to have stuck to me. I then noticed Miss Longlegs looking over my shoulder at the broiling mass that was my bottom and she smiled and asked if I thought I felt sufficiently punished. I said I did and she replied, "Good, well I hope you are going to enjoy part two as well."
 
   Just then we heard the sound of running feet down the corridor and she told me to quickly get back into her office and to get myself bent back over her desk. 
 
   I was sure to close the office door before I bent back over the desk, I didn't want any second year girls seeing me in this state. The sounds of giggling girls then invaded the changing room and water started to run in the showers. I looked at the clock on the wall and saw that the time was about 3.45 p.m. Nearly end of school, but of course I had been told that I was being picked up and would be late and what was the mistress on about, part two of my punishment? 
 
   The door opened and I looked around to see Miss Chesterton, the other PE mistress staring not at me but at my bottom. Her bright green eyes were wide open with shock. The tall, slim, red haired girl then quickly closed the door, came closer and tentatively touched my bottom with her palm as if she couldn't believe cane weals could stand out so much. 
 
   "My word young man that was a caning with a capital C and no mistake." 
 
   Then as if suddenly remembering the outrage to feminine modesty of my act, she ceased her slightly sympathetic approach and said, "Well you deserved it boy, and let's hope you learn from it." 
 
   She then moved to her desk and sat down to look at some papers. I could see though that she couldn't help but keep glancing at my bare buttocks, which after all were almost within touching distance. Miss Longlegs then came back into the office, stared at my bare bottom and commented, "The weals are going black and should be stiffening up nicely, just right for what we have in mind." 
 
   The sounds of the girls exiting the changing rooms could be heard, and it was now home time for most. Miss Longlegs said that they would wait for a few minutes for the coast to clear and then they could begin. Begin what? I just dreaded this new threat. We waited for another quarter of an hour or so, all the time with me bent over the desk with my bare striped bottom on display. Then Miss Longlegs said that the school should now be clear of students and most of the staff. I was told to stand and then I was to strip off my shirt and leave it in the office. 
 
   "You can get dressed properly later, when you are collected." 
 
   This now left me nude but for gym shoes in front of the two young mistresses. 
 
   I was then marched out of the changing area between the two women and into the gymnasium, which had been left with the usual apparatus set out instead of put away. I felt dreadfully vulnerable, stark naked in the bright lights and hoped that the empty playground alongside the glass wall on one side would remain deserted. 
 
   Being away from the main part of the school, with playing fields on one side and a playground on the other did give it some degree of isolation at this time of the day. I was told to stand in the 'at ease' position whilst the rules of the next half hour were pointed out to me. 
 
   Miss Longlegs Wilson stood there grinning whilst the other young lady, Miss Chesterton now seemed to take over for the first time. The tall flame haired girl explained that I was about to undergo a special period of punishment PT. This was not unknown to me as the PE master often arranged this for some of the boys in his classes. 
 
   She said that I was to move quickly when told to and that any slacking or inattention would be dealt with and with that she brought out her arm from behind her back and waggled in front of my nose the size twelve or so gym shoe that the PE master used. They must have borrowed it from him; it was indeed a bit special as far as gym shoes go. It had the top part of the shoe torn away for easy grip and it seemed to be made of a much heavier material than the normal black pumps that we kids wore. This one was white and the sole was very thick with a diamond shape embossed in the middle of the sole together with some small holes that had been neatly drilled in a circle around the diamond pattern. When the PE master used this during one of his lessons, the boys who had been slippered had diamond shapes and small red blisters in a darker red in the middle of the slipper prints on their bottoms when in the showers. Miss Chesterton saw the look on my face and explained that the slipper wouldn't be used on my bottom - they were going to make that hurt enough - no, the slipper would be used on 'other parts'. 
 
   With that parting gesture, Miss Longlegs then blew on her whistle and I was made to run over to the first exercise. Not so bad, it was chins to the beam, usually ten but this time as a punishment PT session it was a case of continue with all exercises until you were exhausted. At the end of each one you were then slippered if it was felt that you had not performed well. Sure enough as I dropped to the ground I was told to bend over and the tall redhead then gave me two vicious swipes with the gym shoe, not on my bottom which I was dreading, but one on each of my thighs below my badly marked bottom. The act of bending made the weals on my buttocks come back to life as the skin was stretched and then released. I didn't know which was worse the bending over or the slippering. 
 
   The pace of the action was stepped up, the two girls knowing full well how much the activity was hurting my bottom. It wasn't long before I was again in tears, this time through a combination of the pain in my buttocks, the increasing number of slipper welts on my legs and sheer exhaustion. One of the activities required me to carry out jumps astride the vaulting horse. Due to the tiredness of my body and the pain I was in, it was impossible for me to manage to clear the horse. I was being shouted at now and the two girls were making life very unpleasant indeed. When I finally collapsed on top of the horse, Miss Longlegs came up and lifted my legs back over my head and stood at the head end of the horse and gripped my ankles and then spread my legs tucking my feet under her arms. 
 
   A fine view of my bottom and genitals was then to be seen by both girls. Unable to struggle very much due to the tight grip and also the discomfort I was in Miss Longlegs then said that I was in a good position for some special attention from the slipper. 
 
   Now able to watch the action, which felt odd, Miss Chesterton took each spread thigh in turn and with rapid hard spanks, laid on the slipper over every inch of my thighs from bottom to knees. This was a sharp punishment, which consisted of perhaps 20 or more slaps with the slipper. I cried out in agony. She swapped over from one side to the other and repeated the punishment. My thighs were covered in shoe prints with the dark triangle embossed in the middle and small blisters, which stung unbearably. 
 
   The tall slim Miss Chesterton seemed very pleased with her efforts and then it was time for one last exercise. Squat thrusts. Anybody who as ever done this exercise will realise, as the two girls did, just how painful to a beaten bottom this would be. I was forced to complete as many as I could, with both mistresses shouting at me, until I collapsed exhausted. 
 
   When I was able to stand, Miss Longlegs said that although we had finished with the punishment exercises, there was one last hurdle for me to go through, and with that she walked over to the little room where the equipment was stored and came back carrying two canes. My heart dropped again as I thought I couldn't surely stand any more. These canes were a very light colour, almost white, and seemed very thin, although they were about the normal length of a classroom cane (about 30 inches or so). The main door to the gymnasium creaked open gently, and the face of the school secretary Miss Parker appeared. Invited in by my two tormentors, I felt like running away, as the smiling young secretary entered, her short black skirt dancing around her legs, she cast more than a casual glance at my nakedness. 
 
   She informed the two teachers that my stepmother had telephoned to say that I would be picked up from school at five thirty, which meant that I had a little over twenty minutes to wait and my ordeal would be over. 
 
   But I had forgotten about the two swishy thin canes that Miss Longlegs was holding. 
 
   The secretary was directly invited to stay and witness the final come-uppance of ‘this dirty wicked boy’. Miss Longlegs then handed one of the canes to Miss Chesterton and they both practised swishing them through the air as though to get the feel of them. I didn't know if either of them had ever caned before, but I knew they had both used the slipper. I was led to the centre of the gym and with the smiling secretary right in front of me (looking at my genitals), I was told to hold out my hands, sideways on to my body, palm uppermost and to look into the young secretary's eyes. She stood there with her arms folded over her breasts and her legs apart. 
 
   "If he moves his eyes away from mine perhaps the caning should start again from the beginning, just like earlier. What do you think?" 
 
   The cheeky young madam was determined to increase still further my ordeal. The gym teachers agreed that extra would be called for but they had already thought of that and said that the young secretary would approve. I was not to look away or take my hands away from this position until they told me I could. Both the girls then moved away to my side but slightly in front and I could see in my peripheral vision the canes being lined up on my palms, I was going to be given the cane by both girls at once, a hand each. Miss Parker was by now showing that ‘cat that got the cream’ grin as I prepared for the assault on my hands. Two simultaneous swishes then struck the palms of my hands and the pain was different to anything that had gone before. I just doubled up and sank to the floor, the strokes had been very hard, and again only someone who had never felt the cane could have been so cruel. I was calmly told to resume my original position with arms outstretched, and then told by Miss Longlegs that each time I broke position she was going to award a special stroke with the gym slipper directly on my caned bottom "and you know how much that is going to hurt, don't you!” 
 
   While the school secretary stood and watched, the two young mistresses 'flogged' my hands with those thin canes. I had been given six strokes of the cane on each of my hands before they finished. Miss Longlegs was the more skilled of the two girls, she managed to get nearly all of her strokes on my fingers and they ballooned like purple sausages. The other mistress's strokes were just as hard but not quite so accurate, she even struck my wrist with one stroke. 
 
   Of course I was unable to hold position and four times I had collapsed to the floor, which meant I was to receive four 'extra special final strokes with the slipper'. 
 
   One of the beams was then lowered to a position about three feet or so from the floor and under the direction of Miss Longlegs I was told to bend and put my head underneath the bar and to spread my legs wide. It was a position of the most blatant exposure and hurt my buttocks as the weals were stretched out once again. I heard Miss Parker give a sharp intake of breath as she saw my buttocks properly for the first time since the thrashing itself, and she commented that the weals would be lasting for quite a while. She then went on to hold a short conversation about how effective the special cane was that the head had used on me. I can't remember much of what was said, due to my extreme position, which is a shame as I might have gleaned some information about where that four-foot length of horror came from. However all three girls agreed that the results were excellent. Then Miss Longlegs turned to me and said she was going to give a final re-enforcement of the lesson. Once again I was in an upside down position seeking something to focus on. I could see three sets of well sculptured female legs, two bare legged and one pair than belonged to the secretary in dark nylons, she was still stood with her legs apart tapping one of the toes of her high heeled black shoes on the wooden floor. I was just starting to concentrate on her slim thighs when a pair of bare legs walked about ten paces away from me, enough to see her bend and flex that horrible gym shoe. Her legs were long under that short green skirt but there was no view of any pants this time. 
 
   The legs came bounding towards me and she seemed to skip like a bowler in cricket and then her arm came smashing into me with the shoe. There was a loud ‘whop’, which echoed in the empty gym. The whole painful mess, which was my right buttock, seemed to erupt, just like I was being caned all over again. I sobbed and sobbed but the legs just returned to their starting point and ran in again, and then 'crack' across the other buttock. I saw stars, but it was repeated until all four strokes had been delivered. The red haired Miss Chesterton commented that the slippering had started to make me bleed again. All three girls then gathered around my bottom to examine the marks. There was much interested discussion about the many weals and contusions that made up the skin on my bottom but I didn't hear much of it as I was crying. 
 
   We then left the gymnasium and thankfully the young secretary went back to her office to await the arrival of my step-mum. As soon as we got back to the changing area, I was ordered to take off my shoes and to get into the shower, as we didn't have long before I was to be collected. The shower burnt and stung my bottom all over again and I washed my body very carefully. 
 
   Before I got dressed, one of the mistresses, I forget which, put that very common yellow disinfectant called iodine onto my bottom. I jumped up, screamed and writhed as it soaked into my marks, but the girls just laughed and said it would do me good. 
 
   One thing the shower did do was to make my face look a little better, though my eyes were very red and showed that I had been crying. I was taken, walking with great difficulty, over to the school office where Miss Parker was entertaining my stepmother to a cup of tea. 
 
   "I see that you have succeeded in making him cry then!" my stepmother said lightly. Miss Wilson said that she thought that they had done rather more than that and my bottom would now meet the approval of the sternest disciplinarian. My mother then said that she had been shown the school punishment book and she was satisfied etc. 
 
   Of course we all know that the record entered by the secretary only told part of the story. I wondered why the headmaster himself wasn't there to meet my stepmother but perhaps he had another appointment. With much merriment about me travelling home kneeling up on the back seat etc I was marched to the car and put unceremoniously into the back and driven home in silence. 
 
   Much to the amusement of my step-sister Julia, her mother told her of the contents of the school punishment book and that I had received twelve strokes of the cane on my bottom (the school punishment book entry did not show the extra four strokes). To my horror she then said, "I hope that you are not going to let him get away with just that." 
 
   Just that! I could hardly believe what she was suggesting, but her mother then confirmed that she indeed intended to add her own little lot to what I had already received. I was sent to my room and told to undress ready for bed and that I would be getting a 'visit' later. I carefully undressed and noted how my pants had stuck to my bottom and took a lot of removing. My bottom in my mirror, now that a couple of hours had elapsed looked even worse than when I had first looked at it with Miss Longlegs in the changing rooms. It was just one great big bruise, in three colours, the most predominant of which was black, followed by blue and then red. The stripes of the cane stood out most prominently, edged in carmine and shiny in appearance. Small scabs were now forming on the round lumps where the end of the cane had struck, but some were again bleeding due to the removing of my pants. My thighs were also badly marked by the slipper, with the clear diamond pattern from the sole marked in blue on the flesh together with the little blisters caused by the holes. 
 
   The same pattern could be seen on my buttocks but were quite blurred due to all the other marks. There was also a yellow hue caused by the iodine. With fingers still like sausages from the hand caning, I settled face down on my bed to await my 'visit'. 
 
   The marks that I have described, lasted in total for about three months, the general swelling and bruising went down after about a week, but the deep cane weals left their purple twin tracked lines for at least eight to nine weeks and could still be seen after I had had a bath for at least a couple of weeks after that. 
 
   At about eight o'clock I was disturbed by my stepmother, complete with a long tawse, split at the end into two strips, I had never seen this strap before and wondered from where she had obtained it. She had let herself into my room and told me to get out of bed and bend over the end of it. I pleaded and pleaded for her not to punish me as I had had enough for one day. When I bent over, albeit with difficulty, she gasped as she saw for the first time the state of my buttocks. She went very quiet and looked very closely at my bottom, tracing the weals with her fingers, causing me to cry out in pain. 
 
   At one point she said, "There is more than twelve strokes here?" To which I replied that I had extra for losing position. She just said, "ah I see," but made no adverse comment. 
 
   A voice, that of my beloved stepsister Julia was then heard to say from the hall, "Don't let him put you off, he deserves another walloping." 
 
   However her mother realised that it wouldn't really be possible in view of the state of my rear. "Just look at this!" She said to her daughter, who to my acute embarrassment came into my room and was invited to examine my bottom also. Julia whistled at the sight before her, and her mother said that the strap would have to wait some time for that mess to clear up. I was told to get back into bed and with that they left my room with my step-sister complaining that she would be back at university by the time I was ready to take another hiding. 
 
   During the next set of holidays I did indeed get that promised walloping from my young stepmother, and her daughter watched every stroke at my bedroom door. She was going to have to be watched and no mistake. 
 
   At times over the next couple of years my well being was regularly looked after by Julia. With my parents permission she was given authority to slipper me and to strap me with the tawse. Once she became accustomed to giving me 'jolly good hidings' as she used to call them, she borrowed a school cane from somewhere and in front of two of her young friends often gave me thorough thrashings on my bare bottom. Although her beatings could never quite match up to the flogging given me on that fateful afternoon by the headmaster, in front of a group of young girls, my stepsister did invent some very humiliating corporal punishment rituals. 
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Ma’am
 
 
   Mistress’s Favourite Skirt
 
   
 By Sonny Boy Jacobsen 
 
    
 
   In retrospect, it was one of the dumbest things I have ever done! The only excuse I can offer is that I was a bored jock on a hot summer's day, and I wasn't thinking straight. Mistress Mona, whom I shall hereafter refer to only as Mistress, and I had gone into town to go shopping. We had bought some clothes for me, but the bulk of the day had been taken up looking round places for Mistress. It was the first Monday of the school holidays, the day you realize that there really is no more school for ages, and this was NOT how I wanted to spend it. I had suggested that I could go and browse some bookstores while Mistress did her shops, but she said she wanted someone with her who could tell her what things looked like on her. I didn't really enjoy doing this, but it was one of those things you just have to do. In the three years since my father had died, Mistress and I had become close, and this was something I knew she enjoyed.
 
    
 
   So, I dutifully trailed round after her, offering comments on items she tried on. She had bought a couple of pairs of shorts, and was looking at shoes when it happened. Bored out of my mind, I was feeling a tad mischievous. Mistress was wearing a long, light summer skirt, which billowed around her legs. She had crouched down to look at the bottom rack of a display; her skirt was pooled on the floor around her. Surreptitiously, I moved my foot so that it was pinning the skirt to the floor. I figured that she would try to stand up, fail, and maybe fall over. Nothing more. A bit of idle mischief, which I would apologize for and pretend was an accident.
 
    
 
   Unfortunately, I had rather over-estimated the strength of her garment. When Mistress suddenly jerked to her feet, the skirt was just not up to holding her to the floor, and so ripped all around the waist! Mistress ended up on her feet, with half of her dress around her ankles. I just stood there stunned, gaping at her. Gaping, because with it being such a hot day, Mistress had chosen to come out without any panties on. So I suddenly found myself staring at her firm, naked buttocks!
 
    
 
   Several other people in the store saw her as well, and there was a chorus of gasps and giggles. Mistress whirled round towards me, her face crimson with embarrassment, and I got a look at the small tuft of raven hair that crowned her pussy. At that moment, a woman's voice said, "I bet she won't find shoes to go with THAT outfit!” and everyone laughed. Mistress was just frozen to the spot, paralyzed with sudden embarrassment. I stared openly at her nakedness, feeling my cock rising involuntarily. I was suddenly conscious that Mistress could see the bulge in my shorts, and I looked at her face. She frowned at me, and I saw her eyes look down and take in the sight of my foot, still placed squarely over the remains of her skirt.
 
    
 
   Her face grew dark and contorted with fury. I stepped back, just as a kind saleslady hurried up to my Mistress and quickly ushered her off to a back room. She emerged several minutes later wearing one of the shorts she had bought, into which her top had been tucked. She swept towards me, caught my arm in a vice-like grip, and dragged me from the store. We marched at a fast pace to the car, Mistress never letting go of my arm and forcing me to stumble and jog to keep up with her pace whilst maintaining my balance. When we got to the car, she practically threw me inside and we drove off. I started to speak, but she cut me off  "SHUT UP! Just keep quiet! I don't want one word out of you 'til we get home.“
 
    
 
   When we got home, I was told to wait in the lounge while Mistress changed. I sat on the edge of the sofa, trembling with fear and guilt. I really hadn't meant things to get so out of hand. God only knows what Mistress would do when she came downstairs, but I had a feeling I wasn't going to like it! In a few minutes, she came down wearing tight blue jeans and a low-cut T-shirt. It was her usual outfit around the house in summer, designed for comfort. Yet in the light of recent events, I couldn't help noticing the way it emphasized her figure. She sat down beside me and in a quiet voice asked me to explain why I had done it.
 
    
 
   I stammered out the truth, that I was feeling bored and wanted to play a trick, but that I hadn't meant it to turn out like that, and to quote a famous president, that I was "really, really, sorry"!
 
    
 
   "So, what you're saying is that you did mean to humiliate me, just not quite as much. Is that it?" asked Mistress coolly.
 
    
 
   "No, not humiliate, I just…."
 
    
 
   "So, you think that falling into a display of shoes wouldn't be humiliating.”
 
    
 
   "Well, er, yes, I suppose it would, but..."
 
    
 
   "So, you did mean to humiliate me? Didn't you?"
 
    
 
   "Ummm, well, yes, perhaps just a little, but I didn't think..."
 
    
 
   "No, you certainly didn't, did you?" The heat was rising now in Mistress's voice, her anger once more coming to the fore.
 
    
 
   She sat back on the sofa and looked hard at me. “Stand up and take your clothes off. I want you naked, naughty boy, right now!" Blushing, I got up and started to strip. I wasn't sure quite what was coming, but I knew I deserved it for embarrassing my Mistress so much. When I was naked, I turned to look at her. She stared at me, and I blushed some more. "Right. Stand facing the window, hands behind your head, legs a bit more apart.” Nervously, I assumed the position. It felt so strange to be doing this, and I started to worry about what Mistress had in mind. She stood up, and walked slowly around me. She stopped when she was behind me, and leant forward, so her head was next to my ear.
 
    
 
   "You'd better get used to this.,” she said quietly. "Because from now on, you're going to be naked all the time unless I say otherwise. I've never been so embarrassed and ashamed as I was today, and I'm going to make damn sure you know how it felt!"
 
    
 
   Mistress went and sat down on the chair next to the window. She stared at me for a moment, and then spoke. "Sonny boy, I want you to realize that your punishment for this is going to be very different from anything you've had before. I imagine you thought you'd be in for an extra hard strapping and then that would be it. Well, you are going to get that, it's true. You're going to be spanked and strapped and caned and anything else I can muster. And it's going to be hard! Not just a spanking, I'm going to give you an honest-to-goodness whipping! I'm going to punish you like you've never been punished before! However, you're also going to be humiliated. I'm going to do everything I can to embarrass you, tease you and generally make you feel frustrated and wretched. Maybe then you'll understand how I felt today."
 
    
 
   I stood in front of her, trembling. I had never seen Mistress like this before. It was obvious that she was deeply upset about what had happened, and she was going to take it all out on me! I stared at her, my eyes wide with fear. Mistress suddenly jumped to her feet. "Right, keep your hands on your head and follow me," she said, walking towards the door. I followed her out and upstairs to her bedroom. Mistress stood up and piled all the pillows from the bed up near the edge. Then she went over to a drawer and took out her strap. This was a special strap made from harness leather for extra thickness and weight. I had only felt it a few times before, when Mistress thought I needed a particularly severe punishment. She smacked it against her hand and I shuddered. "Lie on the bed with your hips over the pillows," Mistress commanded. "I want that bare bottom nice and high."
 
    
 
   "Oh please, Mistress!" I cried. "Please, you can't! I'm sorry, really I am, please don't strap me! I can't take any more, it hurts so much!" 
 
    
 
   Mistress's face darkened with anger and she stepped up close to me. "This is your first and last warning.,” she said in a voice filled with menace. "If you argue with me again about a punishment, I'll tie you down and use a fresh willow switch on your bare balls, is that clear? Now do as you're told!" Mute with fear, I clambered on to the bed. The pillows pushed my naked ass cheeks high into the air, and I shivered at how vulnerable it made me feel.
 
    
 
   THWACK! The strap hissed through the air and bit into my unprotected buttocks. I went rigid and howled as the heavy leather landed. The stroke of the strap seemed to tear into my flesh. 
 
    
 
   "There"! THWACK! 
 
    
 
   "Maybe this..." THWACK! 
 
    
 
   "Will teach you..." THWACK! 
 
    
 
   "Not to embarrass..." THWACK! 
 
    
 
   "Your..." THWACK! 
 
    
 
   "Mistress"! THWACK!"
 
    
 
   "Now Sonny boy, what have you got to say for yourself? What's the matter, cat got your tongue? Well let me see if I can loosen your tongue with my own cat!"
 
    
 
   THWACK! "Oh please, Mistress!" 
 
    
 
   THWACK! "Aaaiieee! Puh-please"! 
 
    
 
   THWACK! "Ooowww! I'm so-sorry"! 
 
    
 
   THWACK! Aaahh!" I wailed, but Mistress wasn't listening. Again and again the strap arced through the air and landed on my bottom. Mistress grunted quietly with each stroke, really putting her whole body behind each swing. 
 
    
 
   After several more strokes, she paused. "Sonny boy, I'm going to give you five more strokes, and I want you to count them out loud and say 'thank you, Mistress' after each one. If you make a mistake, you get two penalty strokes. Here we go!"
 
    
 
   THWACK! "Oooww! Wuh-one, thank you, Mistress!" 
 
    
 
   THWACK! "Aiieee! T-two, thank you, Mistress!"
 
    
 
   THWACK! "Unngh! Three thank you, Mistress!" 
 
    
 
   THWACK! "Ooooh! F-f-four th-thank you, Mistress!"
 
    
 
   THWACK! "Aaaahhh! Fuh-five, thank you, M-Mistress!" With that I collapsed sobbing on the bed. Mistress put down the strap, which was now warm from all the constant contact it had with my posteriors, and quietly knelt beside me.
 
    
 
   "Well, dear, I hope you got a good look at my pussy for all of that pain. Now, Mistress is going to rub some cream into your butt to soothe it. We want to keep those buttocks nice and soft and sensitive, now don't we?"  She giggled quietly, and stroked my hair as I lay still, weeping quietly into the bed as Mistress got some cream and started gently massaging it into my bottom. It seemed like ice at first, but soon I felt the pain start to diminish slightly and be replaced by a dull ache.
 
    
 
   For the rest of the afternoon I followed Mistress around the house, still naked. When she decided to sit in the lounge and read, I lay on the sofa beside her, so she could glance across at my crimson buttocks whenever she felt like it. When she went to make dinner, I helped her when I could; otherwise I stood in the corner, hands on head. Dinner itself was agony. I asked Mistress if I could eat off the fireplace mantelpiece standing up in order to save my aching bottom, but she insisted I sit normally. Sitting on a bottom that had been so thoroughly strapped over was torture, and my eyes watered throughout the meal. When it was over, I was sent to do the washing up, after which Mistress sat in the lounge and watched TV, while I stood in the corner again. After about half an hour, she relented and allowed me to lie on the sofa and watch with her.
 
    
 
   That night was dreadful! I slept fitfully, unable to relax. My teenage libido was in full control and my cock was stiff the whole time. I did reach down and stroke it lightly, but I didn't dare do anything else for fear of waking my Mistress, who I knew was a very light sleeper. Finally exhaustion overcame me and I dropped into a deep sleep.
 
    
 
   The next day, after lunch, Mistress announced we would be going out shopping. A look of terror passed across my face, and she quickly reassured me that it wasn't going to be like last time and I wasn't going to get spanked. "Just behave yourself, and everything will be fine," she said. "Although if you're a bad boy, I won't hesitate to spank you in public!" With that, she led me to her room and gave me a pair of pink cotton panties to put on. Blushing, I pulled on the panties. To my surprise, my cock started to swell, and I blushed even more. Mistress saw it and laughed. "See?" she crowed. "I knew you liked wearing girls panties! You really are Your Mistress little panty boy, aren't you?"
 
    
 
   "Y-yes, Mistress." I stammered. 
 
    
 
   "Well say it then. Tell me what you are."
 
    
 
   "I-I'm Mistress little p-panty boy."
 
    
 
   Mistress laughed again, and told me to go put on a t-shirt, shorts and shoes. Then we went to the car and drove off. We ended up in a part of town I didn't know. It was away from the center, and seemed a little run down. Mistress parked the car up a side street. She turned to me and smiled. “I want you to take your shorts down and off!”
 
    
 
   “What?” I exclaimed. “Here? But-but people will see!”
 
    
 
   “Do as you’re told, unless you want to be bent over the front of the car and spanked!” There was no way I could bare that, so I quickly tugged my shorts down. Mistress told me to throw them into the back of the car, which I did. I looked down at myself, my lower half bare except for the thin pink cotton panties stretched across my groin. Mistress giggled and walked off round the corner. The weather was still very hot, and sweat rolled down my face as I waited in the stuffy car. 
 
    
 
   Later that night, at bedtime we went upstairs to my room and I lay down gratefully on my bed and closed my eyes. Mistress fetched some cream and started rubbing it into my bottom. My eyes had remained closed the whole time, and I just tried to relax and enjoy the soothing feel of the cream. It stung horribly at first, but soon I felt it doing its work.
 
    
 
   "Open your eyes and look at me, Sonny boy,” said Mistress quietly. I rolled onto my side and looked at her, my eyes widening and my mouth dropping open as I saw what she was holding! They were padded leather handcuffs, held together by a long length of thin chain. Mistress grinned at my reaction. She threaded the cuffs round the bedpost, just below the headboard, and then fastened them briskly around my wrists. I was now secured to the bed! My hands could come down about as far as my chest, but no further. Mistress grinned at me. "I'm sorry to have to resort to this," she said, "but it seems to be the only way I can be sure you aren't going to masturbate, you dirty little pervert! Now try to relax and get some sleep."
 
    
 
   After she left, I lay there stunned. Handcuffed! What's more, handcuffed with what looked very like sex toy handcuffs! My cock became stiff as I thought about being tied up like this. Of course, I could do nothing to relieve my stiffness that was the whole point! I lay there twisting in sexual frustration for a while, and then began to think about what had just happened, what lay ahead and my mind whirled. Eventually, tiredness overcame me and I dozed.
 
    
 
   When I awoke, it was dark, and Mistress was kneeling beside my bed. Naked except for tight blue jeans.  My cock leapt as I stared at her. "How are you feeling?" she asked, and I told her I felt OK, but still very sore. Mistress chuckled quietly. "Good. I intend to keep it sore for awhile." My cock throbbed at my Mistress firm demeanor. So I was right, punishing me had been turning her on.
 
    
 
   She then reached over and stroked my hair. "Now, you go to sleep and get a good night's rest so you're nice and fresh for tomorrow. There's a bucket by your bed if you need it, because I'm going to leave you cuffed all night to prevent any unauthorized masturbation!" With that, she leant over and kissed me goodnight, her bare breast rubbing against my shoulder. I lay there confused, stunned and frustrated. My cock was pulsing and twitching, but there wasn't a whole lot I could do about it! I tried rolling over and rubbing myself on the bed, but I couldn't get it to work, and flexing my butt cheeks like that was very painful. I also realized I would suffer if Mistress came in and found the sheets covered in cum. So I just lay down and tried to think of other things. Eventually I fell asleep.
 
    
 
   The following night, come bedtime, when we got to my room, Mistress had me lie on the bed and then cuffed my hands to the headboard as she had the previous night. Then she knelt by my bed and smiled at me. "I've been saving this news for tomorrow,” she announced with a fierce gleam in her eye. "Tomorrow is going to be the climax of your punishment, and it's going to be very special. I know I'm going to enjoy it, anyway!" She laughed.
 
    
 
   "However, I couldn't let you go tonight without some form of punishment. The pink panties seem to work well, but this…" she reached down and stroked my quivering erection, " this seems even better. I bet you'd like to rub it now, wouldn't you? I can feel it twitching. Here you are, all excited, with your Mistress bare butt only inches in front of your face, and there's nothing you can do, is there?" she chuckled gleefully. I simply groaned with frustration, and she laughed even louder.
 
    
 
   "Now Sonny boy, I did promise you were going to be teased and humiliated, as well as spanked, didn't I?"
 
    
 
   "Y-yes Mistress" I said wretchedly. 
 
    
 
   Mistress beamed at me. "Well, what could be better than this then. I'm going to leave you all hot and aroused and desperate to come! What's more, I'm going to go into the room next door and rub my hot, juicy pussy until I have a super orgasm! Just think about that!" I groaned, and Mistress dissolved into fits of giggles. Drops of pre-cum oozed from my prick as I imagined her naked on her bed, leisurely masturbating over thoughts of my freshly spanked butt. Without warning, she reached over and squeezed my cock hard, making me wince. "By the way, Sonny boy," she said coolly, "if I find any traces of cum on you or the bed tomorrow, I shall take a switch to your unprotected bare balls. So don't get carried away now!"
 
    
 
   She went next door to her room, and soon I heard the sounds of her moaning. She was right that I was in danger of just coming without any stimulation I was so aroused. However, the thought of getting switched across my balls was just too frightful, so I writhed on the bed, bending my boyish pintle against the mattress 'til it hurt, trying to think about mundane things, anything to avoid an orgasm. Finally, Mistress's moaning ceased, and I was able to relax a little. My cock was still hard, but the worst danger had passed. It took a long time to get to sleep, but I finally managed it.
 
    
 
   My day of reckoning had arrived. After dinner, Mistress took me upstairs and gave me a shower. She then gave me a new pair of panties to put on. They were like French panties, but cut much higher up the leg, so that part of my buttocks were exposed, and made of translucent white nylon. Once I had put them on, Mistress handcuffed me to my bed as if I was going to sleep. To my surprise, she then stripped off in front of me! My cock swelled inside my panties, tenting them obscenely. Mistress laughed and stroked the bulge, sending shivers through me.
 
    
 
   "We're going to have some company in a little while," she said. "Just a few friends coming round to help me with your punishment. I think this evening's going to be a great deal of fun! I'm going to go and change before they arrive. I'll come and get you when they're here. You just lie there and think about how humiliating it's going to be, and how sore your bottom will be when you go to bed tonight!"
 
    
 
   With that she left, and I lay on the bed in a daze of arousal, fear and anticipation. Before long I heard the doorbell go, and female voices in the hallway. A few minutes later it rang again, and there were more voices. After a while, I heard Mistress’s footsteps on the stairs, and she came into my room. She was wearing the exact same outfit she wore the day I tore her skirt in public, and looked simply stunning. I stared open mouthed at her, and she grinned at me as she unfastened my cuffs. "Come on, Sonny boy. Time to meet your guests! I think you'll recognize everyone. When we go in, I want you to go up to each person, say hello, and tell them you hope they will enjoy spanking you this evening. Understand?"
 
    
 
   "Y-yes Mistress." I stammered nervously. 
 
    
 
   Mistress chuckled and stepped back, her eyes never leaving mine. "There's one more thing you should know, Sonny boy," she chuckled. "Your Mistress isn't wearing any panties!" She hitched up her skirt briefly; flashing her sexy pussy at me, then lowered it again. My cock hardened instantly, and Mistress laughed. "Mmmm, that does make a sexy little bulge in your little girl panties!" she giggled. "You just keep thinking about how my juices will be just dripping down my legs as I punish you!" With that, she took me by the ear and led me downstairs to the dining room.
 
    
 
   As we entered, I noticed that the dining table had been pushed against the wall, leaving a large space in the middle of the room. The chairs were arranged along the sides of the room, and were occupied by four women. I gasped in shock as I saw who they were! Sitting there were Lady Pamela and Lady Denise, from the shoe shop where all this had started, our next door neighbor Lady Christina, and my form teacher at school, Lady Irena! I stood there stunned and blushing furiously, as they all looked at me and laughed. My embarrassment increased as I realized my cock was still hard and very prominent, and showed no signs of going down! I realized with a shock that this must have been the purpose of Mistress's little exhibition upstairs, but the knowledge only added to my arousal.
 
    
 
   "Oh my!" said Lady Irena. "He does look smart, doesn't he?”
 
    
 
   "I see the little panty slut has excited himself,” remarked Lady Pamela, and my face went crimson with embarrassment.
 
    
 
   Remembering Mistress's instructions, I went up to Lady Denise, who was closest to me. "H-hello, Lady Denise. I-I hope you enjoy p-punishing me this evening," I stuttered. 
 
    
 
   Lady Denise smiled. "Oh, I'm sure I will Sonny boy," she said huskily. "I do so enjoy spanking naughty boys like you in my shop, and this promises to be even more fun!" She reached out and stroked my cock. "Looks like you think so too!" she purred, and they all laughed as I moved to stand in front of Lady Pamela.
 
    
 
   "Hello Lady Pamela. I hope y-you enjoy punishing me this evening." 
 
    
 
   Lady Pamela grinned viciously at me. "Oh don't worry, Sonny boy, I'm going to have the time of my life! I'm really going to enjoy getting to your bottom! You're just a filthy little panty slut and I can't wait to hear you squeal!" I trembled at her words, and then moved on.
 
    
 
   Lady Irena was a new teacher at school, and was already very popular. She was a nice woman, and was also extremely attractive. Several of the boys had a crush on her, including me. Mistress Mona had quickly deduced this from the way I had talked about her so much, and had given me a few words of advice on how all boys had crushes, but not to let it get out of hand. I had been grateful to her at the time, but now I was terrified that she had used the knowledge against me. My fears were soon realized! "Hello, L-Lady Irena. I hope you enjoy punishing me this evening."
 
    
 
   "Thank you Sonny boy. Your Mistress told me what a crush you had on me and now I have the evidence before me!" she chuckled, staring pointedly at the bulge in my knickers. "So I'm sure you're going to enjoy stripping for me as much as I'm going to enjoy spanking you! It's so rare for a teacher nowadays to get the chance to punish one of her pupils properly. I'm so looking forward to it!" She threw her head back and laughed out loud at my discomfiture.
 
    
 
   "H-hello Lady Christina. I-I hope y-you enjoy p-punishing me this evening," I stammered, now extremely nervous. Lady Christina represented my darkest secret, and if Mistress had told Lady Irena about my crush, I knew she must have told Lady Christina about what had happened! My cock throbbed urgently at the thought.
 
    
 
   "Well hello Sonny boy!" said Lady Christina brightly, her eyes gleaming. "Your Mistress tells me she had to strap you not long ago for spying on my sunbathing, is that right?"
 
    
 
   "Y-yes Lady Christina, I'm sorry!" I blurted. A couple of weeks ago, Lady Christina had been nude sunbathing in her garden. She had a warm honey-colored tan, with sharply contrasting bikini tan lines showing off her beautiful butt to perfection. Mistress caught me jacking off and staring at her.  She told me off for not respecting Lady Christina's privacy, and gave me a good bare-bottomed strapping to drive the lesson home.
 
    
 
    “Well, I know your Mistress punished you for it, but I'm looking forward to being able to add some punishment of my own! I'm sure I can make your naughty boymeat behave properly!" She laughed loudly as I blushed crimson, and the others joined her in their merriment.
 
    
 
   Mistress then beckoned me over to the table and made me bend over it. She then tied my wrists and ankles, so I was bound securely and unable to move. My bottom stuck out obscenely, my legs slightly parted so as to put me in the perfect punishment position. She then stepped back and pulled my panties down, at which a chorus of whoops and laughs erupted behind me! "Look at me Sonny boy!" commanded Mistress, and I turned my head to one side. My blood ran cold as I saw that Mistress was holding a long, thin wicked-looking cane! "Isn't she a beauty?" chuckled Mistress. "I know you're just going to love it!"
 
    
 
   She moved out of sight, but continued to speak. "Right ladies, four strokes each. Denise, you go first." I heard movement behind me as Lady Denise stood up and took up position behind me. She swung the cane experimentally a few times, and I winced and trembled as I heard it swish through the air. I heard Lady Denise giggle quietly, and then she swung the cane through the air and brought it down across my buttocks. 
 
    
 
   ssssTHWACK!
 
    
 
   I yelled loudly as the cane bit into my already sensitive buttocks, leaving a white hot line of pain. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   The second stroke landed higher up my bottom, and I cried out again. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   The next two came quickly, but both were slightly misplaced and were less painful, although I still grunted at the impact.  I heard Lady Denise return to her seat, as the others applauded her politely. I lay on the table, breathing hard. The cane had stung badly, but it had not been too bad. However, I was aware that Lady Denise was the youngest there, and the most inexperienced. I suspected that Lady Pamela would be next and I was dreading that! I was surprised to notice that my cock was still half hard, and the applause that Lady Denise received had served only to make it start to stiffen again!!!
 
    
 
   This did not go unnoticed by Lady Pamela, as she stepped up to take her turn. "Oh for God's sake, Denise! You didn't even remove his erection for him!" she exclaimed loudly. I blushed as the others laughed at her words, and then stiffened in shock as she reached down and took my cock in her hand. First she lightly ticked the tip, then she stroked it steadily, firmly, and in no time at all I was rock hard and quivering.
 
    
 
   "There. Now I'll show you how to get it from rock hard to completely soft!" she declared viciously. She stepped back and swung the cane. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   "Aaaiiiieee!" I screamed loudly, my eyes watering as the cane tore savagely into my bottom. Lady Pamela had landed her stroke perfectly on the join between buttock and thigh, and the pain was intense. I couldn't believe how hard that stroke was. Lady Pamela was clearly an expert!
 
    
 
    sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   The cane landed very close to the first stroke, and I yelled and thrashed against my bonds. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   Another vicious stroke to the same place, and I screamed. The agony was intense! Tears poured down my cheeks and I moaned as Lady Pamela paused to admire her handiwork. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   The last stroke landed at a slight angle, crossing all the previous welts Lady Pamela had left! I yelled at the top of my lungs, jerking so hard I felt the table move, and for an instant I feared I was going to pee on the table. The effect of the cane landing so hard on those fresh welts was horrible. It was like someone holding a hot cigar to my bottom! As I slumped onto the table sobbing loudly, Lady Pamela stepped up and reached between my legs. "See?" she said, flicking my now flaccid and shrunken cock contemptuously. "You ladies will find him completely soft, just like I promised." She sat down, and there was a thunderous round of applause, and many compliments on her technique.
 
    
 
   After this, I was allowed a slight rest. I lay on the table trying to regain some control, and listening to the surreal sound of Mistress pouring beer for her guests like it was a wild party. Once I had settled down, Lady Irena stepped forward to take her turn. "Well, that's one helluvan act to follow!" she chuckled, "but I think I have the solution." 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   The cane hissed through the air and bit into my left thigh, the tip curving cruelly to bite into the tender right thigh. I howled in pain and surprise and danced against the table. "Oh bravo!" I heard Lady Pamela say appreciatively. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   The second blow repeated the trick and had me jumping and twisting against the table. Then there was a short pause and I heard Lady Irena moving behind me. "Ahh, the advantages of being ambidextrous!" she sighed. Just as I realized what this meant, the cane hissed through the air. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   It landed against my right thigh, giving it the same agonizing treatment to the left thigh. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   The last stroke bit into my thigh. I danced wildly against the table sobbing in pain. Lady Irena sat down and was applauded. "Excellent!" cried Lady Pamela. "It's so nice to meet another skilled flagellatrix!" Lady Irena said nothing, but I could easily imagine the smile on her face.
 
    
 
   After a short pause, I heard Lady Christina stepping up to take her turn. "Well, look at this!" she said. "I'm going to have a tough time trying to find some fresh field to plow." I trembled at her words. I heard her shift, and then...
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK!
 
    
 
   The cane was brought up between my legs with a sharp upwards flick. It landed right on the tip of my penis. Although I was still soft, and it wasn't too painful, I still yelled loudly. In my current state, the slightest touch was torture. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   Two more strokes landed, very near to each other on the center of my shaft. I screamed and sobbed, writhing against the hard surface of the table. "You are being a bit charitable, aren't you?" I heard Lady Pamela say, and I sobbed loudly at her cruelty. At that moment I began to get hard again! 
 
    
 
   "I just enjoy punishing young boys," replied Lady Christina. "It's your fault for being so selfish earlier!" Everyone laughed, while I lay sobbing on the table, grateful for the brief respite. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   I screamed and bucked. Lady Christina’s last stroke landed vertically, in the crack, against the boyhole, bringing me to full erection in the process! I slumped down on the table, sobbing hysterically. My bottom still burned furiously with the pain.
 
    
 
   Seeing the state I was in, they decided to give me another rest before Mistress Mona took her turn. More beer was poured, and I was dimly aware of conversation and laughter. I couldn't take in the words, though. I was only aware of the blazing pain in my buttocks. My sobbing slowly quieted, and I lay limp as a wet dishrag across the table. My arms and legs were aching from pulling against my bonds, and I felt totally wretched. To my intense relief, I was left alone for quite a while and was able to slowly recover my composure a little. All too soon, however, I felt Mistress's fingertip tickle my dick. "Are you ready now, Sonny boy?" she asked. "One last set and then it's all over.” She moved away without waiting for an answer and I heard her moving away. The conversation faded as they all waited for the final act to begin.
 
    
 
   To my surprise, I heard Mistress Mona leaving the room. The others were clearly puzzled as well, until she returned. Then I heard a soft murmur of appreciation, and Lady Denise's voice asking plaintively, "What's that?"
 
    
 
   "Mistress Perogative!" laughed my Mistress. 
 
    
 
   "It's freshly peeled root ginger,” explained Lady Pamela. "Very nice! It dissuades him from wanting to clench his behind. You'll see what I mean in a minute." I heard Mistress Mona coming over to me and felt her hands on my bottom. Suddenly something slippery was being pushed into my boyhole! It slid a short way in and then stopped, but almost instantly my hole began to itch and burn maddeningly. I twitched and danced against the table, moaning softly, and I heard the women behind me giggling.
 
    
 
   "It burns his little boybutt." I heard Lady Pamela smirk. Then they fell quiet, as I sensed Mistress Mona taking her position. 
 
    
 
   "Now like all the best spankings," Mistress Mona proclaimed, "this one is going to end with a good sixer!" I whimpered as I waited for her to strike, still wondering if I could take it. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   The cane fell diagonally against the center of my bottom, bisecting across the previous weals. I yelled and fresh tears filled my eyes. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   Another one fell in much the same place, and I screamed and twisted against my bonds. Every time I tried to clench my bottom cheeks together, the ginger would burn my boyhole and force my bottom cheeks to open obscenely, as if begging for the next stroke, which my Mistress was all too happy to provide. I sobbed shamelessly. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   The cane caught me on the backs of my thighs. I squealed and tugged but to no avail. 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   Both thighs again. Since Mistress was not ambidextrous, it thankfully missed the previous weals, but not by much! Added to the way the ginger was making my boyish anus burn and itch, it was enough to have me writhing and jerking against the table, much to the delight of my audience.
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   The next stroke landed right on the crease where bottom meets thigh, right where Lady Pamela had applied all her cruel strokes! I screamed loudly, bucking and thrashing against the table. "OK Sonny boy, final stroke. This is going exactly where the last one went, so get ready for it!" 
 
    
 
   "Oh no! Pleease M-Mistress! Please don't" 
 
    
 
   sssTHWACK! 
 
    
 
   Aaaaiiihhhhh!" My pleas were cut off as the cane slashed down and I screamed. The cane stroke ripped into my left thigh, sending the tip, which bent upon impact, whistling into my throbbing erection. The pain exploded in my penis and butt at the same time, tearing me in two. But at last finally it was all over. I slumped down on the table, sobbing loudly, as everyone lustily applauded Mistress's performance.
 
    
 
   Soon afterwards, I felt hands at my wrists and ankles, as everyone helped to release me as quickly as possible. I also felt the ginger being unceremoniously yanked from my bottom with a loud pop. I could barely stand after my ordeal, and Mistress and Lady Pamela each put one of my arms over their shoulders and helped me to my feet. As they helped me to move, Lady Pamela stood up and came to stand in front of me. I looked up at her nervously. She was smiling, and for once there was real tenderness in her face. 
 
    
 
   "Sonny boy, I just want you to know that I'm very impressed by you. You took your punishment bravely. It was wonderful." With that, she leant forward and kissed me warmly on the mouth! In spite of the pain, I felt my cock twitch slightly. Then Mistress Mona and Lady Pamela took me upstairs. They laid me down on Mistress's bed, and Mistress rubbed cream into my bottom. She also placed ice packs on my behind. Then they left me alone and went downstairs. I lay on the bed, still crying occasionally, before finally falling asleep. The strain had overwhelmed me, and my mind took the kindest option available and just shut down.
 
    
 
   I was awakened by the bedside lamp being turned on. I rolled over onto my side and saw Mistress kneeling next to me. "How are you feeling?" she asked gently. 
 
    
 
   "Effin' sore!" I retorted. 
 
    
 
   Mistress just smiled. "You did very well down there," she said. "Everyone thought so, not just Lady Pamela, they were all very impressed, and so was I." She stood up and began to undress. I watched her slowly take off her skirt. Underneath she was naked but for stockings and suspender belt, and my cock hardened rapidly. She quickly removed these and then climbed onto the bed next to me. "Lie on your back, honey," she said. Nervously I obeyed, wincing as my buttocks rubbed against the sheet. My eyes watered as the weight of my body started my bottom throbbing again. I looked over at Mistress pleadingly, but she just smiled. Then, to my surprise, she leant over and took hold of my still hard cock and began to stroke it.
 
    
 
   "You know Sonny boy, when we started this, I just wanted to get back at you for making me feel so embarrassed and humiliated. I was determined to make you feel just as humiliated." Her fingers continued their gentle fondling of my cock, which was now fully hard. I ceased to be so aware of the pain in my bottom as I focused on the seductive lilt of her voice, and the feelings in my balls. "As we went on, however, I realized that I was starting to really like humiliating and punishing you. I know that's pretty terrible of me, but it's true. It made me really hot. I also realized that you were enjoying at least some of it as well. You were, weren't you?" 
 
    
 
   "Not the whippings!" I said firmly. "They really hurt!"
 
    
 
   "I know, darling," said Mistress. "Don't worry, you won't have to take another beating like today's ever again, I promise. However, you did deserve a couple of good whippings for what you did, though, didn't you?"
 
    
 
   "Y-yes Mistress." I said quietly. She was right, of course. It had been pretty bad of me, and I did deserve to be punished. Mistress leant closer to me, her breast brushing erotically against my arm. "But you did like being humiliated, didn't you? You got hard every single time." 
 
    
 
   "Y-yes Mistress," I admitted, blushing furiously. "I suppose I did like that. It felt really strange, but it did turn me on." 
 
    
 
   Mistress smiled, and her fingers quickened slightly on my throbbing erection. "I knew it!" she chuckled. "That's why I've decided we're going to continue some rituals, even though your punishment for ruining my skirt is over."
 
    
 
   My cock throbbed at this, and Mistress giggled and began to stroke me steadily. "For a start, you're going to keep wearing girls' panties around the house, and nothing else! Lady Pamela says she has a friend who runs a lingerie shop in town, and who will be delighted to help! When you've healed properly, we're going to go down there and get you some pretty little panties of your very own!" I moaned softly as my cock began to pulse, and my mind whirled with the thought of our impending shopping trip.
 
    
 
   "Speaking of Lady Pamela," continued Mistress, "she tells me that she needs someone to work part-time to help out in the stockroom. You did say you wanted a summer job, so I've agreed that you will spend one and a half days a week at her shop. Since the work is all in the storeroom, you'll be able to do it wearing just your girlish panties. Of course, I've told Lady Pamela that if you misbehave in any way, she has my permission to spank you for it!" A chill ran down my spine at this, and yet somehow it aroused me as well.
 
    
 
   "It seems that Lady Christina needs some help as well. Her garden is a little big for her to manage, so I said you'd help out Saturday afternoons. You'll be allowed to dress normally, of course, but she will still spank you if you don't work hard enough." My cock was throbbing now, as Mistress's hand worked up and down it briskly. I just lay there, panting quietly as Mistress laid out this incredible program. "Of course, we don't want these jobs to get in the way of your education, so Lady Irena has kindly agreed to spend half a day with you to keep your studies up to par. Although judging by the way she was tickling her pussy while you got your caning, I'd say you might get some pretty severe lessons! I've never seen such a display!"
 
    
 
   I moaned loudly, and my balls tightened. Images of Lady Irena naked before me filled my head. Mistress grinned and quickened the pace of her hand, stroking me fast now.
 
    
 
   "And then there's ME, Sonny boy. Mistress is going to keep a strict eye on you from now on. You'll be spending all your time at home in just panties, and if I hear any complaints about you, you'll be bending over for a severe strapping or a nice, painful caning!" Mistress was masturbating me hard now, and I felt my orgasm approaching rapidly. "Mistress likes spanking her little panty boy! Mistress knows that bad little panty boys need lots of spankings on their bare bottoms! Plus it makes Mistress pussy really wet. Whenever Mistress feels a little horn-ay, she's going to put panty boy over a chair and spank him! She's going to spank him until the pussy juice is running down her thighs, and her bad boy is really sorry!" I came hard, moaning loudly as several hard jolts of semen squirted from my cock and splashed over my Mistress and myself.  I could hear Mistress giggling as she continued to pump me, but it seemed like miles away. I was lost in my reverie, and in the thought of all the humiliations and spankings that were yet to come.
 
    
 
    
 
   The End


 
   
  
 



 Introducing Miss Martinette
 
   
By Steve Forsythe
 
   I could hardly believe my luck. School didn’t start officially until Monday morning, yet here we were, late Saturday afternoon and I was already facing a strict detention. 
 
   “Forsythe,” Miss Part dryly intoned as I stepped off the local bus at the school gates, “I’m glad you’re an early arrival. Mrs Birch has asked me to ensure you stay in line this year. So, since I am responsible for taking tomorrow’s strict detention class, I think it might be a good idea that you join me there. That way I can keep an eye on you. We don’t want you getting into any mischief before school even starts do we?”
 
   “No Miss Part,” I struggled to hold back my anger at the injustice. Worse was to come.
 
   “Good. Well we’ll see you at the Prefects room at five thirty, dressed for punishment ready to start at exactly five thirty am since there is no school run tomorrow. Is that clear?”
 
   “Yes Miss Part!” I was seething. It was all so unfair yet there was nothing I could do about my unjust predicament.
 
   “I don’t intend arriving until the official start at nine o’clock. You’ll have some further company then, there are a couple of juniors on report too. What you can do is start copying from your Latin reader. Page 61 chapter 34, Cicero’s ‘Sacrilegious Acts of Verres in Sicily’ that’s 65 lines of complex Latin grammar. I expect to see at least five complete copies by the time I arrive to supervise. Is that clear?”
 
   “Yes Miss Part,” I replied as I tried to keep a brave face. No last day sleep in for me!
 
   I was forlorn and morose the rest of the day. A couple of friends had arrived on the Saturday too, though most would arrive tomorrow. But even my mates couldn’t cheer me up. When was Vivienne bloody Part going to let up on me? Why did she have Mrs Birch’s ear? Why did girls have to have all the rights at our school? Why did I have to suffer interminably for one silly rash prank so long ago? The moral I guess is clear. Never pick on a female for they are indeed the superior sex!
 
    
 
   Needless to say I crawled out of bed at five am in order to start detention on time. I couldn’t risk Miss Part checking on me if for no other reason than to cause me further grief. Of course she taunted me more by not arriving until nine am. By then three other boys and one junior girl had joined the strict detention class too. Miss Part entered exactly on nine o’clock.
 
   We all stood as soon as she entered. “Forsythe; how many times have you completed the passage I set?”
 
   “Five times Miss Part, I have just started the sixth copy.”
 
   “That’s about one copy every forty minutes. Good. You can keep going with the same passage now you are in the swing of it. I’d like to see another fifteen copies before you leave the room. Class be seated,” she finished ignoring me.
 
    
 
   I was devastated, that meant at least another ten hours of writing. Even with quick breaks it would mean I wouldn’t be finished before eight pm! One day I will have to get my own back I thought silently to myself as I settled into my onerous task once more.
 
   “Right,” continued Miss Part, “the rest of you may also turn to your Latin Readers. Page 144 Virgil’s The Commonwealth of Bees commences Solae communis natos, consortia tecta urbis habent, magnisque agitant sub legibus aevum, et patriam solae et certos novere penatis; venturaeque hiemis memores aestate laborem. You may copy it out 250 times. Commence.”
 
   The formalities were over. “Remember strict rules apply. And let me assure you I will be most liberal in my use of the cane if I see the slightest infraction of any rules!”
 
   It was about thirty minutes later that Mrs Birch entered the room. “Robinson!” her voice boomed out, “why aren’t both your feet flat on the ground?”
 
   “I I I I’mmm sorry Ma’am! I I I I have no excuse!” stuttered Robinson in obsequiousness and fear, knowing the likely consequences of having been caught with a foot raised.
 
   “Miss Part!” continued Mrs Birch, “were you sleeping?” 
 
   “No Mrs Birch” blushed Vivienne Part. I could barely contain a smile. Miss Vivienne bloody Part was in trouble too. This was too good to be true.
 
   “Might I remind you that the role of a prefect is a serious one? Strict detentions need to be strictly governed if we are to achieve our role of striking fear into the miscreants to ensure they remain on the straight and narrow. When you show leniency you show weakness. Vigilance is demanded at all times. Give an inch and your charges will take a mile.”
 
   “Yes Ma’am,” replied Vivienne. Surely Mrs Birch wouldn’t let her get away with her lack of vigilance?
 
   “I think it might be appropriate that I deal with your lapse first Miss Part, we can then admonish Robertson.” Robertson shivered at the prospect. 
 
   Mrs Birch picked up the senior paddle and beckoned Vivienne over. As Vivienne slipped nervously over her lap, Mrs Birch raised her gym skirt and stroked her knickers straight. I could barely keep my eyes on my work and my excitement in check. The paddle was raised high and venomously applied to Vivienne’s shapely plump buttocks. First Mrs Birch dealt three strokes to the left. Then three to the right cheek. Vivienne squealed at each vicious stroke. By twelve her legs were kicking fiercely and she was screaming loudly. Mrs Birch continued. Twenty-four nasty strokes left Vivienne in doubt of her error.
 
    
 
   When she rose she was very pale, biting nervously at her lower lip and stifling back tears as she resisted the urge to caress her flaming rear end. She sat down with a wince as tears flowed down her cheeks. I tried to contain my smile.
 
   “Forsythe, is something amusing you?” Mrs Birch’s voice cut me to the quick and I shivered in nervous dread.
 
   “No Ma’am,” I replied fearfully.
 
   “You enjoy detentions then do you?”
 
   “No Ma’am, not at all.”
 
   “So if nothing was amusing you, and you don’t enjoy detentions, perhaps you would like to explain why you were smiling?”
 
   I was trapped and cornered. In my fear I made a further fatal error as Mrs Birch toyed with me. “I wasn’t smiling Ma’am.” I regretted this as soon as the words formed in my mouth. My fears were rewarded as expected.
 
   “So you think I was seeing things do you, making up tales?”
 
   “No Ma’am,” I was now terrified. I was getting into deeper and deeper trouble, I knew it but didn’t know how to end it.
 
   “So you agree you were smiling! You just felt you might tell a few lies to avoid a thrashing did you?”
 
   There was no option. “Yes, Ma’am.” I was close to tears now.
 
   “So pray tell me Forsythe, what amused you?”
 
   I was too scared to respond.
 
   “Perhaps you found Miss Part’s predicament amusing?”
 
   I blushed and trembled in fear. “Yes Ma’am.”
 
   “You enjoy seeing people get into trouble do you?”
 
   “No Ma’am.” Why couldn’t she let me off the hook?
 
   “So you just enjoy seeing Miss Part getting spanked?”
 
   “No Ma’am.” I stammered out, almost wetting myself. I knew I was now in deeper trouble with Vivienne too.
 
   “So what did you enjoy?”
 
   I didn’t know what to say.
 
   “Forsythe, unless you want the thrashing of your life, you had better tell us all what you found so amusing?”
 
   “There was nothing for it. “Miss Part placed me on detention so I was smiling now she was getting punished too.”
 
   “So Forsythe you lied to me again when you said that you weren’t smiling at Miss Part’s predicament?”
 
   The room was deadly silent as she waited my reply. 
 
   “Well let me assure you Forsythe you and I will be having a much deeper and more meaningful discussion. I do not find your attitude to school at all satisfactory. That you find it amusing to see one of your senior prefects ‘in trouble’ shows a serious disregard to this school’s values and ethics of discipline. I am going to make an example of you Forsythe. It is not yet the first day of the year and you are already in detention and in trouble within the detention class too. Serious measures are clearly called for.I will deal with you more fully at tomorrow’s school assembly. Robertson, Come with me.”
 
    
 
   Robertson scurried after a rather angry Mrs Birch as I slunk down into my chair and wrote as best I could. Vivienne was smiling broadly. “I think it was worth a paddling to witness that Forsythe. I dare say you will not be smiling tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   Robertson returned about five minutes later. He was in a state of clear distress, his eyes wet with tears. He winced audibly as he sat in his chair. “Quiet Robertson, unless you want a further taste of the paddle,” snarled Vivienne as Mrs Birch re-entered the room.
 
    
 
   “I am most sorry Miss Part. I have been called away. I don’t have time to deal with Forsythe’s lapse at the moment. Could you give him a dozen strokes of the paddle please?”
 
   “Yes Ma’am” grinned Vivienne.
 
   Mrs Birch then turned to me. “That Forsythe is for the strict detention breaches. You will not find me so lenient tomorrow morning!” I shivered as she left the room once more. I heard Vivienne Part move her chair, stand and pick up the senior paddle.
 
    
 
   “Right Forsythe, let’s have you bent over the desk here.” I walked up as bid. I bent over and felt Miss Part place her left hand on the small of my back as she drew back the paddle. There was rush of air, followed by a thunderous crack as a scalding flame scorched my rear. I had barely gained my breath before the second stroke fell.
 
    
 
   It was with rhythmic frequency that the next ten strokes fell: my blood curdling screams rising in crescendo with each stroke. It was with a most tender rear that I took my chair once more and tried to focus on my lines and the tedious day ahead. Strict detention is not a place to be!
 
    
 
   Suffice to say I survived my ordeal and rose at five am for the morning run on the Monday morning. The first day of term. By nine I was at morning assembly with the rest of the school. No more had been said as the end of the assembly approached. I daren’t even anticipate being let off though. Something was going to occur.
 
    
 
   “It is now time to announce who will be fagging for the various prefects.” Announced Mrs Birch. Fagging was a tradition of the British Public School system. Junior boys at Mrs Birch’s Discipline School were selected to serve the female prefects. This involved cleaning duties, making beds, fetching books and similar menial tasks. This freed up the prefects to focus on their disciplinary duties without affecting their schooling.
 
    
 
   The names were steadily reeled off. “.... and Robertson will serve Miss Debra Jones...... Now my final appointment is perhaps rather unusual, but there is good reason,” continued Mrs Birch. “Forsythe shall fag this year for Miss Part.” I couldn’t believe my ears. Senior boys had never ever fagged. Not in the whole history of the school. I blushed red as many sniggered at ‘my appointment’. It was clearly meant to humiliate me.
 
    
 
   “Forsythe has been a real problem pupil and I feel that a demotion may serve him well. However I am finding that I am in great need to take even sterner measures with Forsythe if I am to avoid last year’s problems and see us lose him to his bad deeds. I have never given up on a pupil, and I will not give up on Forsythe. To that end I enrol your assistance as a school. Forsythe will spend this year being treated as a junior girl.” She addressed the school of my fate and I shivered at each pronouncement.
 
    
 
   “After assembly Miss Part will take Forsythe to the dormitory where he shall be fully attired as a year one schoolgirl. We will assist with his hairstyle as best possible but ribbons will be worn. Forsythe will sleep in the girl’s dormitory in regulation pink nightdress. Like all girls there will be no sport. However Forsythe will rise with the boys as he is being punished not rewarded. Forsythe will however practice embroidery instead of going for a run.” I shivered at each pronouncement. I couldn’t believe that I faced such misery and torment.
 
    
 
   “Forsythe will of course study Domestics rather than Science this year. You will address Forsythe by his new name, Primrose.” I squirmed further as Mrs Birch continued. “Primrose is to be treated as a junior girl at all times. Boys will not associate with her. Elder girls will treat her as a junior. I expect full co-operation from all pupils. If any of Forsythe’s former friends feel sympathy for Primrose’s predicament beware, you will join Primrose. Is that clear school?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes, Ma’am,” the assembly announced in unison. I was too distraught to join in the chorus. My knees were like jelly. My stomach knotted and hollow.
 
   “Now before I dismiss you I wish to introduce a new friend who will assist with recalcitrant students. Mrs Birch picked up a truly evil implement from her desk. This is my new colleague, Miss Martinette. Miss Martinette is used in judicial punishments. 
 
    
 
   Let me provide some specifications. She is 42 inches in length. She consists of a solid wooden handle into which four heavy rawhide thongs are sealed. These thongs are sealed together for the first two thirds of their length. The lower half of the thongs adjoining the handle is covered with rubber tubing to increase the weight. For the final third of their length the thongs are left to splay out on impact. Prior to use I will soak the thongs to add further weight....” Mrs Birch paused for effect before continuing.
 
    
 
   “Pupils believe me. You do not want to attend a meeting with Miss Martinette. I promise she will leave a long and lasting impression on your rears.” The whole assembly was deadly silent. One could tell the impact Mrs Birch was having, as people’s mouths were clearly dry. This was a formidable implement indeed. “Despite her name, she hails from Scotland,” Mrs Birch advised.
 
    
 
   “Let me demonstrate her effects.” She swung her lightly over her head before bring the implement down with dreadful force on a sofa to one side of the dais. The deathly whir of the martinet froze our stomachs. The deadly thwack as it bit home chilled us to the marrow. Mrs Birch smiled. The crack echoed through the silent assembly hall and hung in the still air.
 
    
 
   This was the most fearsome implement I had ever viewed. “I felt Miss Martinette might have a rather salutary effect,” Mrs Birch smiled enjoying our nervousness. “I hope that Miss Martinette’s services might not be required too often. It is troublesome to engage her services, as the offender does need to be very securely tied down. Grown men scream at her caresses, so I do not imagine anyone capable of taking her ministrations without secure bonds...”
 
   Mrs Birch let her words take effect. “Yes I am sure you will all strive harder than ever this year,” she laughed.
 
   “Miss Primrose Forsythe!” she called out. “Please stand.” I stood on shaky legs as Mrs Birch flexed that dreadful martinet. “Miss Part please escort Miss Forsythe and see that she is properly attired. Please be back in fifteen minutes.” As Vivienne took my arm and escorted me out Mrs Birch continued, “Please turn to hymn 456...”
 
   I heard the organ music start as I walked out in a surreal world. I was barely coming to my senses, witnessing the big grin on Vivienne’s face as she bid me to strip. My new uniform was laid out. “Get dressed,” she advised calmly, we can’t keep the assembly waiting.”
 
    
 
   I donned the navy knickers and tucked in the white cotton vest. Next came the white blouse. I felt humiliated as pulled on the grey gymslip. Vivienne just kept smiling, “you do look pretty.” I blushed further.
 
    
 
   Next was the school tie, the blazer and then Vivienne tied two big navy blue ribbons in my hair before placing the straw hat on my head. I was furiously blushing crimson as I was lead back into the assembly. If not for the seriousness of the occasion the assembly would have burst into laughter and cat calls. I could feel people stifling their amusement.
 
    
 
   Mrs Birch grinned broadly. “Very nice Miss Primrose. Please join me on stage. I stood on the stage facing the school feeling like I could die, wishing the stage would swallow me up. But this was not to be the worst of it. I shuddered in abject terror at Mrs Birch’s next words.
 
    
 
   “Prefects. Please bring out the whipping bench. School, Miss Primrose’s behaviour is such that I must advise she is to meet before you all with Miss Martinette. Please be seated while we arrange for the interview. I nearly collapsed in shock and terror. My legs buckled preventing me from running. This was too much, too unfair, she couldn’t mean it. 
 
    
 
   It was too unexpected, I wasn’t prepared, and I couldn’t take it. I was so frightened and confused words could not form in my mouth. I looked out over a sea faces. What were they thinking? I was to receive the most dreadful flogging, no warning, now. It was happening now, to me. How? Why? I started to cry. I gained no sympathy from Mrs Birch. She wanted me to cry, she wanted to make me abject, she wanted to set an example.
 
    
 
   The bench was laid out centre stage. Please remove all Miss Primrose’s clothing please,” asked Mrs Birch in her most matter of fact tone. I felt eager hands, prefect’s hands strip me of my last vestiges of dignity. I was too scared, too hollow to move or resist. I was too frightened to be embarrassed. I now stood shivering, naked before the whole assembly.
 
   Hands either side of me guided me to the wooden punishment bench.
 
   It was about two foot six off the ground and six foot long. It was made of sturdy oak with a padded leather top. A raised leather bolster in the middle. I could see many straps as I was forcibly laid down on top of it, my buttocks raised by the bolster.
 
   I soon found myself secured, face down, totally immobile. Straps held me at the wrists, elbows, shoulders, chest, waist, thighs, knees and ankles. I could not budge. The prefects then stepped down leaving the stage to me, Mrs Birch and Miss Martinette. I trembled and cried...
 
    
 
   The assembly hall was deathly silent. Mrs Birch slowly took up her position. She measured out the distance from the ends of the thongs to my naked rear. Gently dropping the four wicked tails across my naked flesh. I could feel the cold dampness of the rigid leather hide. The weight. I could tell this was the most vicious of implements. She drew it up and rocked it gently down on my backside again to ensure she was correctly positioned.
 
   “Twenty four strokes” she calmly intoned as the tears already ran down my cheeks.
 
   She drew the thongs well back behind her, raised herself up on her toes. I heard her breathe hard as I closed my eyes tight in anticipation. The ugly heavy whir as the thongs swooped through the air close to the speed of sound. The air was pierced with my shrieks as I screamed and screamed at the evil pain it wreaked through my body. I writhed and clawed to free myself, to escape the evil torment. But already the second stroke was shooting down at my exposed rear. The pain was unbelievable. I screeched again.
 
    
 
   Indeed the next twenty-two strokes were drowned by my howls of agony from the pain of my behind. When that evil martinet flailed across my tender rear for the last time I was left a mass of raw misery, my skin an aching torment. I was sobbing uncontrollably. I didn’t even hear Mrs Birch advise the assembly. “I trust that is a warning for you all. Dismissed!”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The End


 
   
  
 



A Soft Touch
 
 
   Chapter 1
 
 
   By Jummbuck 
 
    
 
   A tale in which an extremely dominant Lady immerses her male charge in a strict and thorough disciplinary regime, one that sees him having to confront his weaknesses and learn to meet her needs while embracing a softer, more obedient side in himself.
 
 
    
 
   I could see her through the shopfront window, busy at the counter with pen and paper.  ‘Pretty straight-laced by the look of her…oh, whatever.’  I pushed the shop door open and a little bell tinkled above me.     
 
    
 
   She looked up from her work.  “Hello, and how may I help you?” she said in a formal, clipped voice.  
 
    
 
   “Hi, I saw the notice in the window about the room for rent.” I replied.
 
    
 
   “I’m Patricia Lamb, Miss Patricia Lamb.  And your name is…?” she said with an imperious tone to her voice now.  
 
    
 
   “Chris.  Chris Wilkes.”
 
    
 
   Patricia moved around the counter and stopped in front of me, looking me up and down intensely.  I felt awkward being appraised like this and initially didn’t know what to do or say.  Before I could gather my thoughts properly, she spoke.  “And why are you so interested in renting a single room Christopher?  Surely a man with your handsome features and fine build isn’t single and in need of board and lodgings with an old ‘spinster-type’ like me?”
 
    
 
   She was probably in her late 40’s, early 50’s and to my surprise I found myself warming to both her manner and appearance.  Approaching six feet, she wore a tight fitting deep red polo neck jumper tucked into a figure-hugging black skirt that just touched her knees.  A high cut, black angora cardigan lay draped across her shoulders, its array of tiny pearl buttons twinkling in the shop’s bright lights.  Dark patterned stockings and low-heeled black leather shoes completed her outfit.  Her fine auburn hair was styled in a short pageboy bob complete with a perfectly straight fringe, cut mid-brow.  Both the hairstyle and high neckline of the jumper framed and accentuated her strong angular features and almond-shaped green eyes.  Her make-up was subtle and the faint perfume she wore wafted gently through the shop.  
 
    
 
   I relaxed a little.  “Oh you hardly look like an old spinster, Patricia.  And you can call me Chris.” I replied boldly. 
 
    
 
   “Thank you for the compliment.  As for your name, well, call me old-fashioned but I don’t really like the informality attached with using Chris.  Now Christopher, do tell; why do you want the room?”
 
    
 
   “I’ve just moved to this place for work.  It’s a six-month contract and it may eventually become a permanent job but for now I just don’t know.  So basically I don’t want to set up house when I’m not sure how long I’ll be here for.  When I saw the notice for board and lodgings I figured this might offer a good solution.  Keep matters simple so to speak,” I said.
 
    
 
   “I too like to keep matters simple, Christopher.  I really don’t want to have to battle away with my lodger.”
 
    
 
   “It’s obviously your house Patricia.  I can understand the need for things at home to go smoothly for you.”  
 
    
 
   “It isn’t just my home Christopher.  It’s also this shop we’re in.  My living quarters are behind here.  I couldn’t abide a lodger who didn’t recognise I also have a business to run.”
 
    
 
   The thought then struck me; her deportment, air and tone reminded me of certain women I’d encountered growing up, including a few teachers through the grades as well as dad’s two sisters, Aunts Elizabeth and Alice.  For some reason I always felt like melting in the presence of these female authority figures and only ever wanted to please them. 
 
    
 
   She went on.  “I’m very firm about how my lodgers are to behave at all times.  I simply won’t tolerate poor behavior and treating my house like it’s a cheap hotel.  And I have security to think about so visitors are definitely out of the question.  Does the room still sound like your ‘good solution’ Christopher?” she asked raising an eyebrow. 
 
    
 
   I was desperately in need of permanent accommodation so I could settle down and focus on the new job.  And to my amazement, that melting feeling from my childhood years began to percolate through me.  It must have been 25 years since I last felt it but there it was pouring its way through my thoughts and emotions once more.  My mouth dried and I had to swallow a couple of times before answering. “I’d be very conscious of your needs Patricia.  Believe me, I’m not the loud raucous type.”
 
    
 
   “They aren’t simply needs Christopher.  I’d expect you to abide by my house rules if I were to offer you the room.  In return you’d be provided with a tidy house and comfortable room, breakfast and dinner each day and the security that comes with living under my roof.”
 
    
 
   The dry throat remained.  “Ah…yes Patricia, that’s fine by me.  Could I look at the room before deciding.” I asked politely.  
 
    
 
   “I believe I’m the one who decides…” she smiled. “But anyway, yes, lets go look at the room.”  She went to the door of the shop and locked it.  
 
    
 
   “Follow me.”
 
    
 
   Making our way into the living quarters behind, Patricia led me down a softly lit, dark-walled hallway.  Stopping at the end room, she opened its door and beckoned me inside and as I passed her, my hand brushed against the sleeve of her softly textured cardigan.  The sensation sent tingles and goose bumps up my arm, leaving me utterly surprised, and somewhat delighted. 
 
    
 
   “As you can see you have a bed, wardrobe and desk.  Do you have much with you Christopher?”
 
    
 
   “No Patricia, not much.  A couple of suitcases of clothes, a few boxes of work material, a handful of books, a radio and a laptop, that’s about it.  The space is fine, it really is.”   
 
    
 
   “Well then, lets discuss matters in more detail over a cup of tea.  Come this way Christopher.”  She took me into the kitchen and as she went about making the tea said,  “I’m prepared to offer you the room at 50 pounds a week for a probationary period of one month and if you prove suitable, I’ll extend it through to six months.”  
 
    
 
   “Sounds good.” I replied happily. She took the cardigan from her shoulders, placed it around the back of a chair then sat down.  As she poured my tea she commented, “Christopher I’ve been very disappointed by lodgers in the past.  Frankly I’ll no longer accept any sort of tension and disruption in my life.”  She looked over at me as she continued. “I now have a set of rules that I expect you as my lodger to agree to in full, without exception.  If you don’t like what you hear, then we’ll say ‘adieu’ right away.” 
 
    
 
   “Seems perfectly sensible, Patricia.”    
 
    
 
   “Very well then.” Her gaze towards me altered, becoming more intense.  The message was clear: listen closely.   
 
    
 
   “Christopher I would expect you to be polite and courteous and to present a neat and tidy appearance, at all times.  Your room will be maintained in an orderly fashion and you will not indulge in any noisy or disruptive behavior.  Visitors would not permitted at all.  And at times I will issue instructions to you – such directives are to be followed in a prompt and satisfactory manner always.”
 
    
 
   I was somewhat taken aback by her intensity, tone and words.      
 
    
 
   “I sense you’re surprised Christopher but then no one is forcing you to agree to anything.  To be blunt about it, I’m not at all interested in debating or discussing these matters with you.  You either agree to my rules or you don’t.” She hesitated for effect then said, “I do rather like you Christopher.”  A hint of a smile broke across the corners of her mouth.  “I suggest you sit here for a little while, enjoy your tea and thoroughly think matters through before making a decision.”  She looked at her watch.  “I must return to the shop.  Please be at the counter by 4pm.”
 
    
 
   “Arr…yes Patricia.” I said, a little stunned by her words. I followed the sounds of her footsteps down the hall. I sat there for a few minutes mulling things over.  The cardigan caught my attention and I smiled as I recalled brushing against it.  Without thinking, I leant over and touched it lightly.  Again the tingling sensations returned and to my surprise and delight my cock became hard.  My smile broadened - it would be rather enjoyable being in the presence of such an attractive woman. 
 
    
 
   I had to admit, her demeanour and air appealed at some deep level within me.  Given I’d just left behind a mess of a life down south and was now in a new town where I knew no one, perhaps I needed that sense of certainty she appeared to offer.  Okay, she obviously ran a tight ship, but it was only going to be for a few months.  This place certainly had its advantages; it was comfortable, very affordable, close to work and besides, there wasn’t much else in the way of decent rooms round this part of town.  Why not give it a try? 
 
    
 
   I moved in the next evening right after work.  Sitting down over our first dinner she informed me that, “…from this point on I have no intention of telling you to do something properly more than once.  The first time you ignore instructions or break a rule the matter will be brought to your attention.  Subsequent rule breaking will lead to penalty measures being imposed.  And in the event that you show continual disregard for, or serious breaches of any rule, then you will be notified to vacate the house immediately.  Is that understood?”
 
    
 
   A sense of deja vu struck me.  Perhaps it was the string of pearls with the deep green angora twinset she wore that set it off, but there I was, back in front of Headmistress again!  I almost burst out laughing with the thought but suppressed it: It didn’t seem an appropriate way to act in front of her.  My palms became sweaty and my heart started racing; I felt awkward, like a kid again. I swallowed, hesitated a second then responded, “Yes Patricia.”
 
    
 
   “Good.  And Christopher, I’d rather you didn’t call me Patricia from now on.  You may address me as Miss Lamb or Ma’am”.
 
    
 
   “Oh…I guess I’m used to a more informal approach.  Sure, um…if that’s what you’d prefer…arr…Miss Lamb.”      
 
    
 
   “It is Christopher, it is.  Now, let’s have a glass of wine and you can tell me all about yourself.”    
 
    
 
   The next four weeks raced by.  I threw myself into the new job, enjoying its many challenges.   As for the ‘home front’, I didn’t really have many problems adjusting to Miss Lamb’s rules; just the opposite in fact - I found I actually enjoyed the living arrangements with her.  I suspect it had much to do with the fact that after a stressful day at work carrying a great deal of responsibility, coming home and having little say or responsibility was, at some level, a complete relief for me. 
 
    
 
   While Miss Lamb was very particular about how I was to behave and conduct myself, she was hardly the loud, bossy, nagging type.  She didn’t harangue my every move and never once raised her voice at me; neither appeared to be part of her style.  
 
    
 
   She was extremely comfortable with herself and this air of confidence and certainty attracted me to her.  I didn’t feel harassed or bullied as such.  She would simply fix me with her steady gaze and address me in her firm direct manner – afterwards I was made to feel like I would be letting her down if I didn’t do something properly.  
 
    
 
   As she said early in my stay, “I dislike wasting time so I don’t want to have to continually check on you or tell you what to do.  Once you know what to do and how to do it that should be enough.  I like a man who displays self-discipline and the right degree of initiative.”       
 
    
 
   I basically lived up to my word and did what she expected of me.  Of course there were occasional times when I bucked up but in every case her gaze, manner and an edged comment or two would settle me down quick smart.  I sensed she liked me and I played up to that following one incident between us. 
 
    
 
   It was the second Saturday after I moved in and I had the day off.  I was lolling on my bed reading a book and popped out to the kitchen a couple of times to make a cup of tea and have a bite to eat.  We’d exchanged a few pleasantries through the morning and then on my third trip to the kitchen she came in and said bluntly, “I hope you aren’t going to remain lounging about the house dressed in such an inappropriate manner?” 
 
    
 
   “I’m certainly not lounging about, I’m sprawled out…Ma’am!” I answered with a cheeky grin. 
 
    
 
   She gave me a curt smile and pulled herself to her full height.  
 
    
 
   “Christopher, have you forgotten your manners?  I won’t have sarcasm directed at me again.”
 
    
 
   “Oh come on, I’m not being sarcastic, just relaxed.  I’m enjoying the day off, that’s all.”  
 
    
 
   “Christopher, in future please remember your manners when talking with me.  Now you may well be, relaxed, so to speak, but is that any excuse for being dressed so casually, hmmm?”
 
    
 
   I thought about the clothes I had on.  I was wearing dirty sports socks without shoes, baggy tracksuit pants and an old anorak with frayed sleeves and stains, over a sloppy joe.  I swallowed, uncomfortably. 
 
    
 
   “It’s not exactly the neat and tidy appearance I expect is it Christopher?”
 
    
 
   “Ah...no, Miss Lamb.  I hadn’t really thought about dressing up all neat and tidy today.”
 
    
 
   “Well, just because you’re relaxed, doesn’t mean we should let our standards drop, does it?”
 
    
 
   “It’s just the only neat clothes I wear double as either work or socialising gear.  Its fine when I get home from work, but today’s my day off so wearing those clothes just doesn’t appeal.”
 
    
 
   “That’s not really my problem Christopher.  You know what I expect your dress standard to be.”  
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Lamb,” I answered wearily. She looked me up and down for a few seconds and then her eyes brightened and a little grin emerged.  “The menswear shops on the High Street will be closed by now.  If you dislike wearing work clothes all the time then I believe I have a solution.  Follow me.”
 
    
 
   We made our way out to the closed shop-front.  Miss Lamb proceeded to the shelves marked Boys and Men and removed two plastic-wrapped items from one of them.  She passed one to me.  “Try this on.” I shook my head slightly, arched my brow and pulled a grimace but I took off the anorak and sloppy joe and slipped it over my head.  It was a hand-knitted maroon polo neck. 
 
    
 
   “Oh yes…that looks fantastic,” she exclaimed.
 
    
 
   “It’s rather tight around the neck!” I exclaimed.
 
    
 
   “It fits you perfectly around the body.”  She moved in and standing barely two feet from me, began to adjust the neckline, running her hands behind it and tugging gently on the wool.   
 
    
 
   “The neckline seems quiet fine to me, Christopher.” My neck was enclosed tightly in thick, heavy wool.  “It feels like I’m in some sort of woollen bondage collar,” I commented with an awkward half-laugh. Her eyes twinkled and she smiled, “Oh there’s nothing like a firm enclosing neckline for feeling both snug and keeping out the chill.”  She stood back and looked the garment over keenly.  “Yes, it really does look exceptional on you Christopher.  Matches your dark hair and blue eyes beautifully.  And I have another one in a similar style in bottle green.  Here, put it on.”
 
    
 
   I changed into it and it too had a thick, high neckline pressing around my neck tightly. 
 
    
 
   “They both look very good and highly suitable.  So now you have a choice of neat clothes to wear don’t you?”
 
    
 
   I sighed.  “Yes Miss Lamb, I guess so.”  
 
    
 
   “No need to guess Christopher, I know so.  Now go to your room and pop those dreadful pants off and change into a more appropriate pair, please.  And in future, don’t walk around in just socks or leave your face unshaven.”   I felt the dirt suddenly accumulating on the socks, the stubble on my face growing and felt awkward. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Ma’am.” I replied like a naughty child. 
 
    
 
   Thick hand-knits had never been my style before but from that point on I wore one or other of those jumpers most nights after work or on weekends.  Despite the constrictive necklines, I gave up on the thought of buying a few items from a menswear shop after Miss Lamb began complimenting me whenever I wore them.  And she kept up the compliments over the next few weeks.  She obviously enjoyed the look and I suppose I enjoyed playing up to that.  Certainly having my ego stroked felt delightful, as did the thought that this smart, confident, good-looking woman found me attractive.  
 
                                                                         
 
   On Friday evenings it became usual for the two of us to relax and have a glass or two of wine together after our meal.  Miss Lamb was in a particularly buoyant mood on the Friday evening of the fourth week.  She was jovial, exuding an air of someone very pleased with herself, like a cat that had just caught a mouse.  She was wearing a ribbed, oversized, camel-coloured mohair cowl-neck with a pair of tight dark brown, soft leather pants worn over black, chisel-toed, chunky-heeled boots.  
 
    
 
   It was the first time I’d seen her wearing leather.  The trousers went perfectly with the boots and jumper and the style and effect looked fantastic.  She was in fine form, charming me with her wit and observations on various public figures and issues that had been in the news of late.  Then, after half an hour or so and completely out of the blue, she piped up with, “Christopher your probationary period is at an end.  It’s now time to clarify lodging arrangements.”
 
    
 
   I was sure everything had gone well between us and expected she would extend my stay so answered confidently, “Of course, why not!”  
 
    
 
   She became very alert as she fixed me with her intense gaze. “I’ve been pleased with the way you’ve behaved over the last four weeks, to some extent, anyway.”   
 
    
 
   Some extent?  Huh?  
 
    
 
   “However there are certain areas in which you’ve let me down.”
 
    
 
   I was completely thrown by that last comment.  I’d read her relaxed, cheerful, even flirtatious mood as symptomatic of her being pleased with me.  I thought I’d been on my best behavior over the weeks and had lived up to the wording and intent of our agreement. She got out of her chair and walked over to the mantelpiece, put on her red square-rimmed glasses and picked up a small notebook.  She flicked it open then turned, looking down on me in my chair.  She started reading.   
 
    
 
   “Christopher do you know how distasteful it is to go to the wash basin and find men’s facial hair coating it?  Or to find the shower recess daubed with hair?  I’ve endured those unfortunate experiences on several occasions over the last month.” She looked over the rim of her glasses at me.  I was a bit peeved to be pulled up on what I thought was such a trivial matter and pursed my lips then shrugged my shoulders slightly. 
 
    
 
   She continued reading from her notes.  “On four occasions you haven’t returned the toilet seat to its correct position after use.  Women do not like their toilet seats left in the wrong position Christopher.” 
 
    
 
   “On five occasions you left the kitchen bench-top covered in bits and pieces of food.  And you failed to properly clean several plates, pots and pans, as well as cutlery.” She flicked over the page of the notebook. Again she looked over at me.  Now I felt embarrassed. 
 
    
 
   “On numerous occasions I found both your bed unmade and dirty clothing lying on the floor of your room all day.  There is more Christopher but I think you now get my drift.”
 
    
 
   “As I said on your first night here, whenever an issue came up I would speak to you about it.  Did I not raise each of these issues with you the first time they cropped up?”    
 
    
 
   “Yes Ma’am”, I answered shyly.
 
    
 
   “And yet you chose to ignore me.  Not once, not twice but frequently.  I took you as a man of your word Christopher.  You have disappointed me.”  Those comments stung and I couldn’t look her in the eyes.  “I…I didn’t realise I’d been so slack Miss Lamb.  I’m sorry, I really am.” 
 
    
 
   “That’s all well and good after the fact Christopher but we can’t undo the past.  I want to make sure such tardiness and insensitive behaviour does not happen again.”  
 
    
 
   “It won’t Ma’am, I promise,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Words can be rather cheap, Christopher.  As you seem to have proven.”  Again her words punctured me.  I started to speak but she raised her hand.  “Enough of words Christopher.  I’ve always found the best way to leave the past behind is to start afresh.”  She turned around, removing something from the poker holder next to the fireplace.  
 
    
 
   “And in my view, the best way you can start afresh Christopher is to accept a suitable punishment for your unsatisfactory behaviour.”
 
    
 
   I was shocked to see the cane in her hand.  “Oh please, surely we don’t need that kind of thing to resolve matters.”  
 
    
 
   “Christopher, this…” she held the cane aloft “…is not a thing.  I told you that penalty measures would be imposed if you ignored my instructions, remember?”  
 
    
 
   The words of our agreement came back to me.  “Um...yes, but…”
 
    
 
   She cut me off.  “Then it’s quite simple.  You can accept your penalty and then we move on to start the next five months afresh, or you can pack your things this minute and leave.”
 
    
 
   “Look I accept I stuffed up but using a cane to…”
 
    
 
   “Christopher, I don’t debate with my lodgers.  In MY house we do things MY way.  If you don’t like it, then please leave now.  I’m sure I can find a lodger who’ll live up to his words.”
 
    
 
   Another sting.  I was torn; I didn’t want this sort of penalty but I didn’t want to leave either as I was now quite settled and comfortable here.  The seconds dragged by slowly…I answered quietly, “I’d like to stay here Ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “Very well then, stand up and pull your pants down.”  I obeyed, feeling very awkward about standing there with my undies exposed and my pants around my ankles.  “Underpants too.”
 
    
 
   “Oh please Miss Lamb,” I pleaded in quiet desperation.
 
    
 
   “I’ve seen male bottoms before.  Down please.” I lowered these as well, despite myself.  
 
    
 
   “Good.”  She tapped the seat of my chair with the cane.  “Now bend over and place your arms here on the chair.” I did as she told me too, feeling extremely vulnerable and quite ashamed to find myself in this position.  I wanted to run away but something held me there. She moved to one side of the chair and spoke.  “You’ll receive twenty strokes Christopher.  Look upon it as wiping the slate clean.”   I started shifting about in nervous anticipation and fear.  “Stop moving about, please!  I don’t want to miss your bottom and cause a serious injury.” 
 
    
 
   I did as she said, bracing myself for the blows.
 
    
 
   She brought the cane down in steady even strokes, a couple of seconds between each blow.  My body jerked involuntarily with each one and I gave out a little cry.  As they struck, each one reared up in my thoughts as a huge numeral; by the sixth, my bottom felt on fire.  My eyes filled with tears and I begged her to stop but she ignored me, keeping up an unvarying rhythm until she completed the last stroke. 
 
    
 
   “You may get up now.”
 
    
 
   I hurriedly rose and pulled my pants up and turned to face her, my face as red as I knew my bottom to be.  Miss Lamb’s head was tilted back slightly and a little bead of sweat ran down her temple.  She wore a subtle smile and her cheeks were flushed with colour.  Her pupils were very wide and had a far away glaze about them.   
 
    
 
   “That feels much better Christopher, much, much better.  You can take solace in the knowledge that you’ve made amends for your mistakes…and pleased me.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Ma’am,” I said quietly, my eyes still watery.  
 
    
 
   “Mmm, it feels like we’ve arrived at an understanding Christopher, a new beginning.” She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly then the tone of her voice shifted from its almost dreamy ambience back to its more familiar qualities.  “Now from this point on, every Friday evening we will assess your behavior over the previous week.  Of course I won’t hesitate to administer corrective measures when required.”
 
    
 
   I just nodded and then excused myself from the room…
 
    
 
   ************
 
    
 
   I’d long ago given up focusing my sexual fantasies on Karen, my ex; I realised that wasn’t good for my peace of mind and general wellbeing.  
 
    
 
   My fantasies towards Miss Lamb began slowly enough but within a few short weeks I found I was literally ‘hooked’ on her.  Even after the weekly canings began.  Physically, sexually and - I had to admit to myself - emotionally, she was pressing buttons in me.          
 
    
 
   The surprising thing was, the fantasies always featured her in her ubiquitous cardigans and jumpers.  Granted this place had a cold climate, but I simply couldn’t recall seeing her without one or other or both types of apparel on.  Wool had never been a fetish item for me before so this was completely different to anything else I’d sexually fantasized about.  It didn’t bother me though, after all they were just fantasies, something to perhaps one day look back on with fondness from this particular phase of my life.      
 
    
 
   Each Sunday around noon she would go out visiting friends.  One Sunday about six weeks after moving in, I was feeling very turned on and an urge drove itself into my mind: I keenly wanted to touch, feel and smell her cardigans and jumpers.  I knew it was wrong but I couldn’t restrain myself.  
 
    
 
   I walked nervously into her room and opened her walk-in wardrobe.  My heart pounded, my breathing grew shallow; I simply stood there and took in the sights before me.  Amongst other items, there must have been 8 or 9 feet of hanging and cupboard space devoted purely to woollen clothes and garments.  I ran my fingers lightly over some pieces and lent down to take in their fragrance.  Each item seemed bathed in a soft cloud of her perfume, scent and aroma.  I stood back and then reality hit me; feeling guilty I quickly closed the wardrobe and left her room.  
 
    
 
   But male libido can be a powerful force, overwhelming all common sense, reason and logic.  I began looking forward to Miss Lamb’s Sunday outings so I could sneak into her wardrobe and soak up the sights and smells of all those woolly garments.  One particular Sunday a thought drove itself in to my head: I had to try on one of her cardigans.  
 
    
 
   I took off my jumper and nervously removed the black angora cardigan she had worn the first time I’d met her.  I put it on and did up the little pearl buttons right to the neckline.  Running my hands over the outside of the cardigan I soaked up its texture.  My skin came alive to the softness enclosing me.  This felt good…
 
    
 
   After that new sensuous experience I knew I’d crossed both a real and imagined boundary.  From then on, each Sunday just after she departed, I’d scurry in and put one and sometimes two of her woolly garments on, then play with myself until I came.  
 
    
 
   One Sunday I dressed in a heavy, thick navy blue cable knit polo neck and removed a burgundy angora cardigan from its hanger.  I lay on the carpet, placed the cardigan across my chest, stroked my face with its soft sleeve and started rubbing myself, first gently then gradually harder and faster.  I was soon very aroused and just as I was about to reach for the tissues I heard Miss Lamb’s unmistakable footsteps in the hallway.  Oh shit!  The shock sent my cock into orgasmic paroxysms, my cum landing all over her jumper and cardigan.  
 
    
 
   I lay there on the floor of the wardrobe staring at the mess I’d made, dumb-struck, taking in short, shallow breaths through my mouth.  I heard her walking the house and calling my name.  A minute or so passed then she entered her bedroom.  
 
    
 
   Through the frosted door of the wardrobe I could smell her perfume and vaguely make out her shape moving about.  Her shoes came off and landed with a thud against the wardrobe door, then a zipper went down and a skirt came off, a draw opened and closed, then her body flopped on the bed.  An electric whirring sound began.  I closed my eyes, scared witless.  Oh my God, she’s not going out, she’s staying in with a vibrator! 
 
    
 
   The pace of the vibrator rose and fell and rose and fell over what seemed an interminable age.  I just lay there stock still, waiting, waiting, waiting.  Finally the tempo of the plastic fiend reached a steady high whine and soon enough I made out her tiny orgasmic cries and shudders above the buzzy noise.  She turned the toy off, just lying there exhaling deeply.  ‘Please don’t go to the wardrobe!’ I screamed to myself. 
 
    
 
   A few minutes later I heard her get up and move out of the room.  The unmistakable sound of the noisy bathroom plumbing system kicked into life.  She’s having a shower!  I grabbed my moment of freedom with both arms wide open.  Using the tissues I tried wiping my mess off both pieces but all I succeeded in doing was marking out the staining evidence more strongly.  ‘Arrrrrr!  Okay, maybe later.’ I said to myself.  
 
    
 
   I yanked the jumper off and hurriedly put it and the cardigan back on their hangers.  I bolted to my room.  Relief swept over me.  Then panic.  ‘I’ve got to get them clean.  Fuck, Fuck, FUCK!’  The shower was still pouring away. ‘Later, some time later; just calm down, calm down.’  
 
    
 
   I quickly got dressed, tip-toed to the backdoor and made a lot of noise and pretence at ‘arriving’ back home, closing the door loudly, walking heavily into the kitchen then jangling the cup, pot and kettle noisily as I went about making tea.
 
    
 
   Eventually Miss Lamb left the bathroom and soon joined me for a cup of tea, and while inevitably in woollen garb, to my complete relief she neither wore, nor made mention of any stained items.  
 
    
 
   Lying in bed later I realised that unless Miss Lamb made an unexpected outing one night this week, my only real hope to clean them properly wouldn’t arrive until next Sunday.  That gave her a week to discover them.  That thought was depressing; inevitably I spent a lousy night tossing and turning, exhausting various scenarios aimed at getting to them sooner.      
 
    
 
   On the following Wednesday evening she walked into the lounge room and I almost died on the spot.  She was wearing the navy blue jumper with the burgundy cardigan around her shoulders. 
 
    
 
   I could see the stains on both very clearly and blushed straight away.  The clash of heavy and soft textures on her didn’t look good at all but that little observation certainly wasn’t uppermost in my thoughts right then.  And with her personal style and care I suspected they weren’t uppermost in hers either.  Surely she’s noticed them.  But she made no reference to them as we spent a quiet evening in the room reading together.  
 
    
 
   Of course I couldn’t get them out of my mind and went to bed a jumble of nerves.  I reassured myself with the intention of washing the stains out the following Sunday.  And I swore off wearing her clothes ever again. Over the next two nights she wore both garments again; I’d never seen her wear any piece on consecutive days before. 
 
    
 
   Friday evening came and fortunately Miss Lamb was wearing a mauve mock-turtleneck angora jumper.  But after dinner, and before carrying out her weekly review on my behaviour, she disappeared for a few minutes only to re-emerge in the stained jumper and cardigan again.  
 
    
 
   I was just about a complete wreck by now: the urge to ‘confess’ was looming very large in my thoughts.  Through her admonishments I kept thinking, ‘Just hold-off, hold-off, Sunday’s almost here and you can then clean them properly.’  She made no mention of it through her inevitable dressing down but there was no doubting the increased intensity and vigour to her caning that night.  I hardly slept at all that night or on Saturday night either.   
 
    
 
   Sunday came and Miss Lamb went out at her usual time.  She was wearing an Aryan-style, cream-white, cable-knit polo-neck.  Phew.  I waited for fifteen minutes then raced through to her wardrobe.  I don’t really know why I did what I did next.  Maybe it was the incredible tension I was under but the sight and smells of the room and her clothes once more did their tricks on me: the urge to try on a cardigan or jumper ‘for one last time’ struck me.  After a few seconds hesitation I took off my clothes and reached for a piece I’d never tried on before, a teal-green cowl-neck mohair jumper.  
 
    
 
   Putting it on for the first time, I was struck by a new sensation: the contrast between it’s incredibly soft and fluffy exterior and the intense scratchiness of the garment on the inside.  My skin tingled, bought to life by thousands of little hooks of wool rubbing against it.  I exhaled and relaxed for the first time in a week.
 
    
 
   And then I heard footsteps coming down the hall.  I furiously removed the jumper but still had it in my hands when she walked through the doorway of the wardrobe.  
 
    
 
   “I thought as much.  Do you take me for a simpleton Christopher?  Or should that be Christine, given your fancy for feminine attire?”
 
    
 
   Standing there naked with only her jumper in front of me, I was overcome with embarrassment.  I blushed and averted her intense gaze.
 
    
 
   “You steal away into my room, filthy a jumper and cardigan and yet you have the gall to do exactly the same thing the following week!  I thought you’d at least be trying to wipe away the evidence, not indulging yourself again.  I am simply astounded!”  
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what to do or say.
 
    
 
   “You do realise you aren’t simply breaking house rules here.  An invasion of privacy is effectively trespassing under the law.  I have a good mind to call the police.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, I really am, I...”
 
    
 
   “Sorry!  You’re only sorry because you got caught!  Don’t give me dribble about being ‘sorry’.”  
 
    
 
   “I know I’ve acted appallingly, but please, please, don’t call the police, I …”
 
    
 
   “Be quiet!  You’re damn right, you’re behaviour is appalling.  Why shouldn’t I call the police? It might just stop a pervert running around touching up women in cardigans and jumpers or even stealing them from under their noses.  You disgust me you pathetic little sissy.”  
 
    
 
   “But I’m not a sissy, I just…”
 
    
 
   “Silence!  Give me the jumper.”       
 
    
 
   She moved towards me, stopping about three feet away.  I gave her the jumper and then cupped my hands in front of my privates.  I was completely naked and feeling intensely vulnerable.  For what seemed an eternity she simply stood there; I could feel her eyes boring their way into and through my very core.  The saying about silence being deafening tells only half the story… 
 
    
 
   “Hands away from there.  Now stand up straight.  Place your arms down the sides of your body.  Straight I said!  Head up, eyes down. Head up!  Now wait there!” She moved back into her bedroom, picked up the phone and dialled a number.  I was terrified; panic filled me.  
 
    
 
   “Please, I beg you, please don’t call them in, I’ll do anything to make up for it, anything.”
 
    
 
   “Hello Elaine, its Patricia here.  I’m sorry for the delay but something urgent came along.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, nothing I can’t adequately deal with.  Look I’m wondering if you could come over here.  I’ve got a surprise to show you.” She laughed uproariously. “Oh you can leave Timmy in his room for now.  Or have you got him in his pen?”  Again she laughed.  
 
    
 
   “Would you mind wearing that twinset I gave you for your birthday?”
 
    
 
   “Like a rabbit in a spotlight, darling,” she said chuckling.  “Oh good, you’re so understanding. See you in ten minutes.” She hung up the phone and made her way back in front of me.
 
    
 
   She offered me a simple choice.  “I can call the police or you can agree to live under my roof for as long as I want you here, behaving in exactly the way I expect and demand at all times.  Which is it to be?”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t bring myself to say I agreed with anything.  “Don’t call the police.”   
 
    
 
   For the next ten minutes she stood in front of me belittling and berating me, her words stinging and hurting as much as any of her cane strokes ever could.  And then the doorbell rang.  I was told to stay where I was.  I wanted to hide but was rooted to the spot in absolute terror and fear, my thoughts swirling madly.  And then Elaine Thomas - my boss - walked in.
 
    
 
                                                   ************
 
    
 
   “Well, well, well!  So a member of my staff likes to fiddle with his diddle while wearing jumpers and cardigans.  Women’s jumpers and cardigans that is!” She laughed and went on, “And I bet you’d like to wear this lovely, soft twinset of mine to work, wouldn’t you?”  She moved in towards me and gently brushed the sleeve of her midnight blue angora cardigan across my nose, cheeks and mouth.  Her close gaze and scent, mocking tones and the fuzzy texture over my face filled me with terror.  I started to shiver.    
 
    
 
   “Oh, the poor little girl’s got goose-bumps.  Are you feeling the cold Chissie?” 
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what to say.  
 
    
 
   “I wouldn’t worry too much Chrissie, Patricia will soon ensure you’re nice and snug against the chill, won’t you dear?”  
 
    
 
   “I certainly will!”  They laughed in unison.   
 
    
 
   “Mmmm, perhaps we should have you dressed for work in nice neat, prim and proper twinsets.   What do you say about that Chrissie-girl?”  They both laughed again.  
 
    
 
   “Oh look, his blushing terribly. Aww… embarrassed your little secret’s out Chrissie?”  I just stood there dumb-founded - I couldn’t bring myself to answer her.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be so rude.  Answer Miss Thomas when she questions you.”
 
    
 
   “Ah…um, no Miss Thomas.”
 
    
 
   “No you’re not embarrassed?”
 
    
 
   “Ah…I mean no, I wouldn’t want to wear them to work…” She laughed again. “I suspect you won’t have any say in what you’ll be wearing from now on.” They both walked out to the lounge where I heard them talking softly.  Time inched forward achingly.  Elaine Thomas walked back in and stood in front of me.  
 
    
 
   “Chrissie, you should know Patricia and I are very old friends.  And we both share a penchant for certain things, certain life-style choices.  Whatever she decides to do with you I’ll be supporting her in every possible way.”  
 
    
 
   Life-style choices?  Huh?  
 
    
 
   “If that means going to the police to tell them about catching you in the act of stealing her jewellery then so be it.  Now put that blue jumper back on and these pantyhose and skirt.”    
 
    
 
   “But I never stole anything! …I can’t…”
 
    
 
   “Oh for God’s sakes, do shut up.  Do I have to spell it out for you?  Put the jumper, pantyhose and skirt on!” Her words sunk in.  I was trapped.  I did as she said.
 
    
 
   “Start playing with your little clitty through the pantyhose, Chrissy-girl.” I started rubbing but the tension I felt put a grip around any possibility of an erection.  
 
    
 
   “Has the cat got your clitty, Chrisse-girl?  Can’t it get any bigger than a teensy-weeny one?” I looked the other way.  I didn’t know what to say. Miss Lamb came back in, admonishing me for not answering Elaine’s question once more.
 
    
 
   “I’ve told you once already and I won’t tell you again, answer Miss Thomas when she asks you a question!”
 
    
 
   “I…I’m so upset and tense it won’t go up…”
 
    
 
   “Patricia finds you jerking off in HER clothes and YOU feel upset!” Miss Lamb then threw the burgundy cardigan I’d stained at me. “You could get hard and horny with that though couldn’t you?” she said accusingly. She had a digital movie camera in one hand.  “Lie on the floor and start rubbing that cardigan between your legs.  I want ecstasy written on that face of yours.”
 
    
 
   I was mortified but I did as I was told.  I heard the unmistakable whirr of the camera start up. For what seemed like an eternity they had me pose with, and in, various cardigans and jumpers, mixed with an array of other female clothes.  All the time the camera ran.  While I eventually grew hard, I was told not to ‘make a mess or else.’  They needn’t have worried, with the anxiety I felt, that act certainly seemed a long way off. 
 
    
 
   Elaine eventually lent into Miss Lamb’s ear and whispered something.  The smile that crept across her face worried me.  “It wouldn’t be as stunning for the camera on a pale item.  Let’s try black.  What do you say my dear?” said Miss Lamb.
 
    
 
   “Black!  Wonderful!” Miss Lamb swung around to her array of woollen garments and pulled out a black mohair cardigan.  “Voile!”  She handed the item to Elaine. “I’ll leave you to do the introductions then.”
 
    
 
   “Oh delicious Patricia, I just adore match-making!”  
 
    
 
   “Well Chrissie-sissy, it’s very obvious you’re a true softie, a warm snuggly romantic at heart.  And Patricia and I just love a bit of romance.”  She laughed raucously and placed the cardigan on the floor next to me.  
 
    
 
   “Chrissie-sissy we’d like to introduce you to your new ‘girlfriend’.Now show us how madly passionate you can be, you bwig-strwong manny-wanny you, you Mister Tiger-pants, you Mister Passion-fruits.  Go on, pull your panties down, get on all fours and start making ‘lurv’ to your warm cuddly little black princess.”  
 
    
 
   Absurd...utterly absurd…I felt completely stupid and ridiculous as I began to hump the cardigan…but what else could I do?   
 
    
 
   “Very Good!  Oooo, you’re sooo vvery vvery wild Chrissie-sissy!  Time to release that passion-fruit dearie.  Let it all out right over her little white buttons.”    They both hooted and clapped as I followed Elaine’s directions.  
 
    
 
   “I do believe love is in the air, Elaine!”
 
    
 
   “By golly dear, I think your right!” shrieked Elaine.  
 
    
 
   Physically and emotionally drained, I dared not move from my position over the cardigan. 
 
    
 
   Elaine spoke next. 
 
    
 
   “Show her how tender you are Chrissy-sissy.  Gently tongue her now, right where you made those splashy wet spots on her.  Go on.”     
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  I hesitated, my face a few inches from my cum.  
 
    
 
   “Chrissie-sissy, are you having second thoughts about commitment?  Has this just turned into another one night stand for you?  Hmmm?  Doesn’t your little black princess mean anything anymore?”
 
    
 
   I was frozen.  I couldn’t go any closer. Miss Lamb said threateningly.  “I’m counting to three.  If you don’t start licking your gooey sissy-mess NOW I’ll thrash your bottom.”  
 
    
 
   Her count went down but I still couldn’t move.  The sound of a cane whooshed through the air and I yelped at the immense stinging pain across my behind.  Four more strokes fell in rapid succession.  I screamed for her to stop.  
 
    
 
   “Lick.  NOW!  And when I say so, you’re to suck it all up.  Every last drop.”   
 
    
 
   I did as I was told.  The camera was finally turned off.  
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Total Submission

Chapter 1

By Steve Forsythe
 
   How does one begin a tale such as mine? The words of a haunting song echo through my mind - 'The House of the Rising Sun'. There's a line in that song that warns people to "Beware what I have done". A message I can only empathise with.
 
   The concept of Female Domination, as it has been with so many other men, has long been ingrained in my mind. You read the literature, play around at the edges of the scene, dream of being in a truly submissive relationship. But the reality of such a relationship for me has turned out to be case of 'may your dreams become your nightmares'.
 
   You see it is one thing to read a magazine, watch a video, and even endure a session with a paid Mistress. For at the end, relief is always available, but, more importantly, ultimately you are always in control.
 
   Yet true submission is to give oneself up to another. Where your Mistress's wishes, not yours, are all that matters. Where your relief is at her whim, not when you please, where your 'scene' is irrelevant.
 
   It is a truly scary experience to be totally out of control. To experience a life where every day is one of dreary, monotonous drudgery, dedicated to serving in abject slavery. To be in total fear of the punishment that will swiftly follow the slightest infraction of the myriad of rules that exist. The severe retribution that follows if a chore is not performed on time and to perfection.
 
   My life revolves around three aspects -  
 
   1)      Serving the day to day needs of others. This involves maintaining the house and other possessions to a standard of near perfection that could never be achieved by paid help.
 
   2)     Satisfying sadistic sexual games and fantasies to ensure the total sexual pleasure of others.
 
   3)      Remaining subject to the most harsh and Spartan lifestyle imaginable, being treated as a mere chattel whose sole purpose in life is to serve and amuse the perverse mind of another
 
   My misery stimulates and heightens her feelings of power, which leads to her enjoying a most hedonistic lifestyle and voracious libido. I know that she revels in the power she holds over me, enjoys the way I cringe and shiver in her divine presence. It is a status that has been ensured by a regime of Draconian oppression and the most vindictive and excruciatingly painful punishments imaginable, for the slightest inference of resistance. I scarcely dare breathe without my Mistress' permission. I am resigned to a life of total and utter subservience, acquiescence, and deference. I must do nothing beyond that instructed. I must even request permission before I perform the most basic bodily functions or face severe reprisal.
 
   And through all this I am unable to obtain any form of sexual relief. Imagine your organ locked away so that even though you cry out through your whole body and soul for carnal relief there is none forthcoming. When you turn in at night, aching from the day's travail, the flesh on your buttocks tortured and throbbing; knowing that tomorrow you must rise early and toil again.
 
   Unable to even caress your penis, you can but curl up in a foetal ball and cry yourself to sleep. Your balls and groin having taken on a life of their own, a weight existing in your balls that seems beyond the realms of gravity, the skin seemingly stretched tight, as they throb for release. Desire seeps through your whole being, it courses through your veins and boils over in your mind. Like a stag in rut you toss and turn in frustration, your mind aflame with lust. And the resentment that inevitably surfaces through this ongoing maelstrom that inflames your mind; day after day after day, must be subdued. The total dichotomy of your existences eats into your core. But there will be no relief in the morning. Instead you will be forced to smile and remain obsequious for dread of what might occur otherwise.
 
   So how did I end up in this sorry state?
 
   Well it all seemed so much 'fun' at the time. I remember the sexual excitement and even masturbating myself to sleep that night. I'd just come in to a small inheritance and had money to spare. I'd bought a contact magazine in which, for whatever reason, I found one particular advertisement so stimulating that I felt compelled to reply, in order to explore my dreams.
 
   Well-educated, professional lady seeks male slave for live-in position. Must be very clean. No time wasters, I am exceedingly Dominant. You will be worked hard and punished severely if required. You will serve My needs with no concern for your own.
 
   I drafted my reply and, still aroused in the morning, posted it off, together with a photo and full details about myself.
 
   Some two weeks later came a reply. It was terse and to the point. Quite simply I was instructed to meet Caroline at a local coffee shop at a certain time. It was a public place where obviously she wouldn't feel threatened.
 
   It was with some nervous trepidation that I did indeed pluck up the courage to be seated as told, and on time. Some fifteen minutes after the scheduled time a most beautiful lady, in her late twenties, long blonde hair and graceful features approached the table. She wore a brightly coloured short sleeve blouse. A tropical flowery pattern of rich purples, maroons, yellows and greens, a deep collar cut down to the top of her pert breasts was tucked into a pair of designer denims. She wore little make-up and simple, but clearly expensive, gold jewellery. I was captivated.
 
   Smiling brightly she introduced herself "Hi, I'm Caroline. You must be Robert?" Her smile was effervescent.
 
   I rose to greet her and smiled a mumbled reply as she sat herself down opposite me. I sat down myself only to be greeted by an almost chameleon like change in her persona, a change I am now only too familiar with. "Did I tell you to sit?" she quietly snapped, a touch of ice in her voice. I could barely equate the bubbly smile flashed but an instant before with the icy gaze I now faced.
 
   Begging her pardon I rose. She simply ignored me, picked up the menu and studied it, oblivious to my presence. I stood there stupidly, turning crimson, as the other patrons seemed to stare in my direction. The waiter arrived to be met with that dazzling smile of hers as she politely ordered. I in turn, dry in the mouth, declined to order again.
 
   "You may be seated," she advised me in a business-like fashion when the waiter departed. "Now let me start by setting the scene," she continued, launching straight into the point of our meeting. "If chosen you will be subject to a true position of servitude. Your every waking hour will be controlled; you will perform all chores to perfection and observe a series of rigid rules. Any transgressions will be dealt with severely. Is that clear?"
 
   "Yes," I replied, rather taken back by her forthright manner and the lack of any friendly chit chat first.
 
   "Yes Ma'am," she corrected sternly.
 
   "Yes Ma'am."
 
   "Good!" she continued "Now tell me all about yourself," she asked in an almost maternal tone. That smile again radiating warmth so much so that I just opened up. For an hour or more we chatted away, the reason for our meeting seemed so remote; I was with an elegant lady whose company felt so warm and natural. I was relaxed and opened up totally, regaling her with my dreams and fantasies, the details of my life. She just sucked the information out of me; she was so warm and natural.
 
   The coldness I'd felt at the start was gone. The shivers from what she'd detailed of her expectations were a distant, forgotten memory. She was perfect company and the waiters too were clearly captivated by her special aura. She was polite, courteous and emanated sophistication. She was clearly wealthy and exuded that natural calm that only those born to wealth possess.
 
   I cannot express the joy I felt, captivated as I was by her stunning beauty and natural charm. I could barely believe my fortune to be in such company. I relished the jealous glances of other diners. She was stunning. She had high accented cheekbones, setting off her blue gray eyes that, at first glance, offered a promise of angelic softness. Rarely has a first glance been so ill informed.
 
   Her legs crossed and she showed a glimpse of her navy stockings at her sensuous ankles, the toes peeking through at the end of her sandals. Oh how I desired to touch them, to seduce her, to lie languorously in her arms.
 
   "Well if you're still interested there are some important steps to follow," she finally advised, fixing me with those blue grey eyes. Her gaze was neither sensual nor suggestive, rather it was cool and appraising, the sort of regard a first class equestrian, which I later learnt she was, might cast on a new jumper she was considering for her stables. "My husband is a senior partner in a major law firm and we enjoy a privileged position in the community. I can't jeopardise that."
 
   "Of course not," I replied, assuring her again of my own professional background. I truly wanted to spend my time in her company. Accordingly I was given details of a medical practice I was to visit and a legal agreement to sign. So captivated was I by her sophisticated style that I could think of nothing else but her. Needless to say I attended the medical and signed the agreement. I am healthy and clean so had no concerns about the tests, including blood tests for 'obvious diseases'.
 
   Some two weeks after this I received a further letter advising me to settle my affairs and report to a 'health and beauty' clinic in the city. I would be collected from there and enter into servitude for a period of a minimum of 12 months. I was to bring nothing of my own. I slept uneasily for several nights. But I was so enchanted by that one meeting with Caroline that I just knew I had to join her. Oblivious to the fact that she was married, that she had stressed the servile nature of the position. I could imagine nothing but being with her, of serving her, enjoying her company and, in time, receiving her favours. How foolish we are who let our penis act as brains.
 
   Accordingly I settled my own affairs, established appropriate accounts and turned up at the fashionable clinic as scheduled. At the clinic I was groomed, pedicured, washed, and finally waxed of all body hair. Now waxing hurts. Especially when it is an all over waxing! Certainly it felt most strange as I fingered my now soft smooth skin. All this I might add was at my expense.
 
   Dressed again I was presented, by the smirking junior, with an envelope and told a taxi was waiting outside. Blushing crimson I departed. The envelope contained the address details and we set off, me in nervous trepidation. I was to see my goddess once more. We arrived at what I can only describe as a mansion. It was secluded in the better part of town at the end of a short tree lined driveway. The house was two storeys of elegant splendour and clearly well maintained. The gardens were well manicured. Wealth poured out of the whole setting. To the right the garage was open revealing a metallic blue Mercedes Benz. Caroline's mode of transport, I assumed.
 
   I paid the driver and stepped up on to the porch. Pulling my nerves together, feeling rather silly, as I stood there, shaved and empty handed, lonely, I drew back the large brass knocker and brought it down sharply, once, twice... And waited.
 
   Caroline like so many beautiful women felt that her beauty entitled her to tardiness. I waited for what seemed an eternity but in reality was probably but a couple of minutes. Do I knock again? Has she heard me or not? Will I annoy her if I knock again? Then I breathed a sigh of relief, my quandary was solved as I heard her footsteps approach. The door opened to reveal my dream girl. She had on a white silk wrap around with a white towel curled around her hair like a turban. She was clearly preparing to go out later. The silk gown fell to her ankles and, as she pivoted and turned down the hallway, I caught the barest glimpse of her long, slim legs. My organ rose to attention as I was once more captivated by her, despite her complete disinterest in my presence.
 
   She strolled down the hall with feline grace whilst I remained rooted to the spot, unsure what to do next. "Close the door and go round the back," she shouted as she reached the end of the hallway. I scurried round to the rear of the home where she waited at the back door to the kitchen. "Strip your clothes off and toss them in the garbage bin," she commanded. Blushing I jumped to obey. Nervously I glanced around but was assured of our privacy by the dense trees. The next house was not in sight. With my penis erect I stood under her icy gaze. She arched her eyebrows and smiled at my obvious excitement. "We'll soon fix that," she grinned.
 
   "Follow me." She led me through the house and upstairs to the attic. Her buttocks encased in the sleek material sent further waves of lust through my body. At the top the door was opened and I was instructed to enter my room.
 
   It was dark but I could see it was spartan. The door slammed shut leaving me in the pitch-black confines of the room. I could see nothing. She returned a few minutes later and this time switched the light on. It gave a dull glow, a small bare bulb hung unadorned from the central light fitting. It added to the gloom of my surroundings. Bare floorboards, no windows, and a simple hospital bed with a slim mattress. Dull, grey white sheets that appeared to have seen better days peered over the tops of the worn blankets tucked in military style at the sides. A battered wardrobe and chest of drawers circa 1950, though quite dissimilar to each other, an old washbasin and a white metal bucket were the remaining items in the room.
 
   I was perturbed by the confined cell like surroundings. The room was small, minute within the grandeur of the whole home. My austere surroundings were in stark contrast to the richness of her silk wrap and simple gold jewellery, even the luxury of thick fluffy towel that encased her golden hair. She simply smiled at my crest-fallen countenance. "Expected better did we? Perhaps you'd like to move into my room", she grinned.
 
   I didn't know what to say and stood there like a frightened deer. It was moving fast. I'd gone from a comfortable home to live as the slave of a total stranger. The bubbly, effervescent beauty that I'd dined with replaced with the cool siren who stood before me now. "Lie down on the bed and grip the bars at the top." Frightened I did as I was bid. "The other way up stupid" she frigidly commanded. I rolled over face up. "That's better." She leaned over and I could smell the delicate fragrance from her ablutions. The hint of rose water, her fresh breath...
 
   She moved half way down the bed. She had something in her hand that I couldn't make out; together with a long rod like contraption I'd noticed her enter the room with. "Close your eyes now," she whispered, "Relax... that's better" she cooed as I tried to ease the tension in my muscles. She gently caressed my chest, my organ growing ever harder. "OK now close your eyes tightly, relax a little more, there's nothing to worry about, just you and me." She sounded like a nurse talking to a frightened child on the first visit to a hospital. Her hands moved away and I felt something gently touch my penis "Keep cool, eyes closed," she gently ordered.
 
   Suddenly the most searing pain shot through my penis. The most incredible bolt of fire it felt like a bullet of pure molten steel had shot through it. It traversed on through my body exploding in a flash of white fire and heart stopping pain. I let go of the bars as my scream pierced the air and echoed round the room, I doubled up gripping my shrivelled organ and, wailing in agony, I fell to the floor.
 
   Caroline through all this looked dispassionately on. She was not the least concerned by my intense suffering. "Back in position" she ordered sternly when I was still only partly recovered from the shock of what had coursed through me. As I lay back in position she sneeringly remarked, "Certainly brought you down to size didn't it?" "Yes Ma'am," I grimaced still shaking.
 
   She gently toyed with my now limp organ with what I now realised was an electric cattle prod. I winced in fear of her shooting off another charge. I noted too that her breathing was slightly heavier, a touch of moisture beaded her upper lip, and she was excited by my travail. Lifting up my penis she advised "Let's keep it like this or you'll get another dose, would you like that?"
 
   "No Ma'am, please no." I pleaded.
 
   Next her cold hand gripped my flaccid organ and tied a slim cord tightly around the base of the head. I felt it pulled uncomfortably tight. Next she quickly guided the cord through a slim metal tube and pulled hard on the cord. I cried out once more as my organ was unceremoniously stretched taut and the cold steel slid down to the base of my penis. Two short chains were next wound behind my testicles and a solid brass padlock clamped in place. The tube itself curved down slightly.
 
   She tossed the key in the air and with a jolly smile deposited it in the pocket of her wrap. "That'll make sure you behave yourself. You'll need all your energy for your chores. I don't want you wanking off every five minutes. We'd never get anything done that way! Now stand up."
 
   As I stood I noticed a slim chain hung from the end of my penis sheath. It drew my limp organ down, as I noted how tight and uncomfortable it was even though I was limp. Next she removed the cord and slipped a chain round my waist. Standing close to my side, so I could feel the exquisite fabric of her gown as it brushed against my skin, she pulled the chain on the end of my penis sheath between my legs and, tugging hard, locked it on to the chain round my waist at the rear. My penis was pulled tight between my legs with the chain tight between my buttocks. It was most uncomfortable and I quivered at the thought of my restricted activity. I was used to wanking off once or twice a day, more when I had a sexual fantasy. How long would this be left on for?
 
   She stood back and admired her handiwork. "Perfect" she announced. "Now sit down." She sat beside me on the edge of the bed, the curves of her breasts swelling against the silk of her wrap, almost absent-mindedly she began to stroke my chest, her fingers grazing my nipples. My penis locked tightly away as it stirred, bringing a feeling of discomfort rather than pleasure. A discomfort I am now only too familiar with. I looked into those soft blue grey eyes of hers. They were gentle, teasing. To her my emasculation was an event of sexual amusement, it was enervating her, and I watched the prickles of moisture rise on her upper lip.
 
   Her fingertips ran along the tip of my chin, then up my cheeks to my forehead. "Such a handsome face," she said "all soft angles and edges, almost feminine." She bent over and kissed me softly on the lips. "And now you're safely locked away. I can feel safe with you, no need for jealous lovers tiffs eh?" she smiled. "In the morning we'll start turning you into my lovely maid, so you can wait on me."
 
   "Yes Ma'am" I responded, uneasy yet excited.
 
   "And when you're properly feminised we'll introduce you to David. Tall, tanned, muscular, rich - he's quite a beefcake," she laughed "least he makes me horny." I just sat there feeling a total idiot for getting myself into this situation. 
 
   "And with you all locked up I can play with you too without making David jealous." She looked at me with devilry in her eyes as I shivered in apprehension.
 
   My own words were caught in my throat grasping to escape.
 
   "I'm sure you'll learn to enjoy pleasing me," she replied with a twinkle in her eyes. I was confused. Later I would learn the irony behind her words.
 
   Her face came close to mine, warm and tender, "And every Friday, if you're good, we'll slip your sheath off and jack you off...won't that be nice?" she smiled.
 
   She drew away and once more it was back to business. She was again formal, cool. "I'm going to leave you with a tape, I suggest you play it several times. It details all the rules. I'll take it off you in the morning and from then on you're on your own. If you break the rules you'll be soundly punished. I'm off out with David tonight. ...In the morning I'll get you dressed and show you the ropes while David's out. You'll meet him in the evening. And I warn you now, behave yourself or else. I won't have naughty girls in this house," she sniggered.
 
   "Now I'll leave you to your own devices and see you in the morning." She patted me on the head and stood up, laughing as she said "And don't play with yourself, that's for Fridays only."
 
   She strolled to the door and went out, poking her round the door as she smiled at me and said, "That's every Friday the thirteenth!!!" I heard her coquettish laughter as the door was locked and the light turned out plunging me once more into darkness.
 
   Her parting words echoed through the confines of my mind, tormenting me. I was hollow, had I gone too far, was she serious?
 
   If I felt alone and afraid then though it was nothing to how I felt once I heard the message on the tape. The tape machine was on the floor and I groped in the dark to turn it on. There was a hiss on the tape, though Caroline's voice came through loud and clear. She calmly intoned the regime of my new life.
 
   "Rule One"
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   Chapter 2
 
 
   By Steve Forsythe
 
 
    
 
   "Rule one - Total and instant obedience is expected at all times. Be warned, the slightest hesitation to obey an order WILL BE PUNISHED.
 
    
 
   Rule two - You will treat David and I, and any of our friends or guests, with total deference at all times. You will address me as Ma'am and David as Sir. Guests will be addressed as Miss or Sir.
 
    
 
   Rule three - whenever David or I enter a room you will immediately curtsy, bowing your head and looking respectfully to the ground. If we point to the ground you will drop to your knees, head bowed and touching the floor. If we lay our hand flat you go down on your belly arms outstretched in obeisance. I want dog-like obedience. Do not forget this rule or you will suffer dearly."
 
   I was numb as I heard her continue dryly on.
 
    
 
   "Rule four - You will dress in your uniforms as instructed at all times. Your dress will always be spotlessly clean and immaculately presented.
 
    
 
   Five - You will perform all chores and actions as demanded by your timetable on time and to perfection, without excuse or question.
 
    
 
   Six - Do not speak unless spoken to. Do not question or query an order. If you don't understand a direction raise your hand and wait until requested to speak. If you wish to ask a question or seek direction raise your hand and wait. Like a child of old you may be discretely seen but never heard.
 
    
 
   Seven - You may only eat that food provided for you. Such food will be totally consumed.
 
    
 
   Eight - You will ensure you are fully occupied from the time of rising to lights out. At no time will you sit or lie down. The only place where you may sit or lie is on your bed after lights out.
 
    
 
   Nine - You may only perform personal tasks at the time allotted. If you need to wash, use the toilet, drink, etc outside of the allotted periods you will first seek permission. You will only use the outside toilet and shower; meals will be consumed in the outhouse too.
 
    
 
   Rule Ten - All these rules and any other directions that may be given become law. That's L - A - W and must be ingrained in your mind. They will be said once. There will never be a second chance or warning. You will simply be soundly punished. Do not expect pity or mercy. You will only find yourself disappointed. 
 
 
   And don't ever try begging for mercy- it will only result in additional punishment. I won't tolerate you talking out of turn.
 
    
 
   I hope all this is clear. I own you, I control you body and soul. You have no rights and no privileges in this household. You are a mere chattel."
 
    
 
   These latter words she snarled with a coldness and utter contempt that was made all the worse in that the message was being delivered via a cheap tape machine, I was so inconsequential and pitiful that she didn't even bother to talk to me directly.
 
    
 
   "Remember this well. There are no rewards for obeying the rules or performing your chores to perfection. That is simply expected. There are only penalties for failure. 
 
    
 
   You obviously don't remember me. Of course that's to be expected, I've got a new surname now and I look so different. We used to go to school together. You were a few years ahead of me. I had buck teeth then and later braces, even wore glasses. And you, the school prankster, star of sports and scourge of the girls. God you thought you were big time larking around and skiving off. You thought only of yourself. And I fancied you. 
 
    
 
   And what did you do? You humiliated me. I've never forgotten it. In front of half the school you asked me out and then stood me up. Remember what you said in front of the 'in crowd'? “Vomit, vomit. You didn't think I was serious did you? Little gawky Caroline with your buck teeth and braces, who can't talk without a lithp.” You thought it was so funny. 
 
    
 
   And I was a laughing stock for months, I ran home red faced and crying, I couldn't bear to face school again. You were so unbelievably hurtful. I've never forgotten that day. I've hated you ever since. I vowed one day to get even. 
 
    
 
   I couldn't believe it when I saw your name reply to my advertisement. You are going to rue the day you treated me like that. Your gawky duckling has grown up and now the roles are so different. Your slavery isn't going to be what you expected. It's not even going to be what I first planned. I'm going to make sure you regret every living moment of it. You're signed up now, it's all legal, and you are going to truly pay for degrading me.
 
    
 
   So remember, I'm going to really enjoy your agony, I want to watch you suffer, I'm going to be so turned on by your screams, I'm almost coming just thinking of the misery your life is going to be. And when I orgasm I'll be thinking of your despair. That is to be your sole joy in life, knowing your torment is my pleasure. Sleep well..." the tape hissed out as I lay shivering, utterly alone, terrified. What had I done? My situation seemed hopeless. This was not my dream. I softly cried. Despondency and despair set in as I tried to resign myself to fate. I played the tape again and again, cold fear gripping my heart at her callous words. I gripped my penis, but was met only by the unrelenting cold steel. There was to be no escape there. No relief. No satisfaction. 
 
    
 
   Oh for my past life when I could jack off from such dreams and then take up the pleasures of life. I was torn up. Caroline was out enjoying herself while I lay here despondent. And tonight she would no doubt screw David and orgasm while thinking of my anguish. And my life here had not yet commenced. And the evil twist, I could barely remember her from my school days, yet clearly she had never forgotten me.
 
    
 
   Eventually I fell into a troubled sleep.
 
    
 
   I'd been awake quite some time when I finally heard the key in the door. I'd played the tape enough to know what to do. As Caroline entered I rose and curtsied. "Good," she grinned, "we'll need to see a little more feminine grace though in due course." She was dressed in a loose white cotton shirt that hung baggily over her blue denims. It was open at the neck revealing her gold necklace and the top of her curvaceous breasts. She wore Reeboks on her feet, again a glimpse of stockings at her ankles.
 
    
 
   She sat on the bed, while I remained in position, and fixed me with her penetrating gaze before pointing to the ground at her feet. I dropped to my knees, head bowed, feeling daft but not game to incur her wrath. She smiled and relaxed. "Good boy," she said as though I were indeed a dog. 
 
    
 
   "Now lets get started. The sooner we get the basics out the way the sooner we can get you working." Clearly there was to be no settling in period.
 
    
 
   "First let's run through your day. I've got a timetable here you'll need to stick to." She handed it to me. "Read it and memorise it. You can keep it for the first week then you'll need to know it by heart."
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am, thank you Ma'am," I intoned as I took it from her outstretched hand. 
 
   "Read it to me and I'll pass comment as we go," she said.
 
    
 
   "5.30am, rise, toilet, shower, and get dressed." I read. 
 
    
 
   "Yes, your shower and toilet are in the outhouse, we'll talk about dress later."
 
   "5.45am, breakfast," I continued.
 
    
 
   "Breakfast will be made at the start of each month. Each month you'll make all your meals under supervision, then pack and label them for the freezer that's kept in the outhouse. There's an old table there for you to eat off and a microwave for warming meals. I've set the time for each meal and that's written above the freezer. You cook it for exactly the time allotted. Is that clear?"
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am."
 
    
 
   "It better be. Your meals are nutritiously sound though rather unappetising. Breakfast each day is porridge. I hope you like porridge" she smirked, "continue."
 
    
 
   "6.00am, wash, polish and vacuum both cars, check tyres, water, etc."
 
    
 
   "Meticulously," snapped Caroline.
 
    
 
   "6.30am, prepare and serve breakfast." 
 
    
 
   "David and I always eat together. He works long hours so it's important to spend time together whenever we can. You'll find everything in the kitchen. Cereals, toast, spreads, yoghurt. The table will be set formally as in a hotel. I'll instruct you once."
 
    
 
   "7.00am, chores." I continued. 
 
    
 
   "Yes I have a list here and a book. You'll plan your week's work and check everything off as you do it. I'll check the book regularly. When we've finished here you can draw the first week up and get started."
 
    
 
   "10.00am, toilet and drink of water." 
 
    
 
   "From the tap in the outhouse. You'll find a tin mug in the sink. Drink as much as you wish," she grinned sardonically.
 
    
 
   "1.00pm, lunch, toilet, drink."
 
    
 
   "In the outhouse again, we'll make your lunches later this morning for the next month."
 
    
 
   "4.00pm and 7-00pm, toilet, drink. 7.30pm Serve dinner."
 
    
 
   "Yes we'll work a menu out each week for the week ahead, based on whose going to be in when. Dinner will be served formally. Again I'll show you once, then you're on your own."
 
    
 
   8.30pm, Clean up and eat own meal." 
 
    
 
   "Yes I'll arrange that. Basically you get the scraps from our meal so you should eat well at night."
 
    
 
   "9.30pm, toilet, lights out." 
 
    
 
   "Unless of course you're required for other services. Now let's get you dressed." I was still dry mouthed as she rose and went over to the battered old dresser.
 
    
 
   "Top drawer has all your underwear. White for day to day, black for formal, others for special occasions," she said as she tossed me a pair of white nylon panties. "Put them on," she ordered.
 
    
 
   I slipped the filmy fabric up over my enclosed penis and pulled them up at the rear as she passed me a garter belt. I fumbled and put it on. She straightened it up for me and smiled "practice will make perfect."
 
    
 
   Next a pair of white stockings. I sat on the bed, gathered up the first one and slid it smoothly up my hairless leg. Over my foot, over the ankle, tightening it from behind with a cupped hand I slowly stretched it over my calf. The white silk played out like a sheer envelope as sweet as liquid. Over the knee and up to the top of my thigh where the darker top of the stocking met my suspender belt. It felt good, though very strange.
 
    
 
   I used both hands to smooth and tighten the stocking one last time and then stretched down the elastic straps and hooked the stocking, first in front and then, reaching behind my thigh, in back. My organ again rose only to be gripped tightly by its steel sheath. The second leg followed quickly. I actually enjoyed the embrace of the fine silk like nylon as it gripped against my legs as I stood upright. She smiled "You look like you've practised before. Now make sure the seams at the back are razor straight, there's a mirror in the wardrobe." I did as I was bid.
 
    
 
   "Now if I ever see your seams are crooked you'll be punished,” she advised frostily.
 
    
 
   A bra, lightly padded came next, together with her snide comment "Not much to hide at the moment but you need to feel feminine. We'll maybe work on giving you some real breasts later." Her comment sent shivers up my spine. 
 
    
 
   A white nylon petticoat edged with lace followed. I smoothed the silky fabric down over my skin, and felt it glide into place. "Now in the wardrobe you'll find your dresses. White for day to day, maids dress for formal occasions, green for gardening and the rest we'll talk about later," she told me passing me a white dress. I looked past it at the array of frilly dresses and uniforms unable to guess what they were all for.
 
    
 
   I lowered the white nylon tunic over my head. It was knee length, with white buttons up the front and two pleats to give it shape. "You'll find four in your wardrobe, make sure you're always in a clean one. You'll find a pink pinny in the kitchen for cooking." A pair of white ladies pumps strapped on to complete my outfit.
 
    
 
   "There, very feminine," she laughed. I felt a total ninny, and looked it too. Now until we can do something with your hair you'll have to wear a headscarf. You'll find them in the second drawer. I retrieved a pale pink silk scarf from the drawer. 
 
    
 
   "That's right," she smiled. "I'll fix it this time then you’re on your own tomorrow morning." She showed me carefully how to tie it turban style, deftly knotted at the front, my hair neatly pushed out of sight. Again the satiny feel left me with mixed emotions. My short hair was totally concealed. I would not fool close inspection, despite my slim build I was clearly a man dressed to be humiliated and ridiculed. 
 
    
 
   "Of course I expect to see this meticulously maintained, if I catch any stray strands of hair flying about you'll pay the price. I'll not tolerate slovenly dress. Same applies with your maids cap when you wear that."
 
    
 
   "In due course we'll instruct you properly on applying your make-up, styling your hair and then work on your figure and deportment," she coolly advised. "But that can wait for now. There's work to be done." "Now here's your list of chores. You'll see every Wednesday afternoon I've allowed for a training session. We'll use that to train you in the basics of your new position. We'll start with ironing lessons since you said you're not very good at that and quickly progress to make-up, hair styling, manicures, massage, needlework and so on. We'll progressively style your hair as it gets longer. I want it piled up in a tight French bun by the end of the year," she sniggered derisively. "Once we've got you feminised properly we'll find a few more chores to take the place of your training sessions. Anyway that's all for the future. Now you can work out your roster for the next month. Then bring it down to me. We'll check it off and get you started."
 
    
 
   She stood and without a glance left me to my job. I sat on the edge of the bed, my heart pumping wildly as I reviewed my embarrassing attire and the daunting days ahead. The list looked endless. It was in two columns - the chores on one side and the frequency on the other.
 
    
 
   The door opened again. Like a startled rabbit I jumped up and curtsied. Caroline ignored me as she placed an old fashioned alarm on the floor near the bed. "You'll need this, make sure you wind it up regularly, I won't stand for tardiness... half an hour," she called out over her shoulder as she left the room again.
 
    
 
   I got to work planning the week ahead, my jaw slumped as I saw the endless list, and I groaned inwardly at what I should plan for today.
 
    
 
    
    
      
      	 Vacuum, dust and polish lounge, dining, living 
room, study, hall and stairs
  
      	 Daily
  
     
 
      
      	 Vacuum, dust and polish all four bedrooms
  
      	 Every 3 days
  
     
 
      
      	 Scrub kitchen benches, stove, utilities and floor 
  
      	 Daily
  
     
 
      
      	 Clean all windows inside and outside
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Change bedding
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Washing and ironing
  
      	 Every 3 days
  
     
 
      
      	 Mow lawn and weed garden
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Clean out kitchen cupboards, fridge and oven
  
      	 Monthly
  
     
 
      
      	 Clean all four toilets and bathroom
  
      	 Daily
  
     
 
      
      	 Clean up and make bed in Caroline's room daily
  
      	 Daily
  
     
 
      
      	 Brush and polish shoes
  
      	 Daily
  
     
 
      
      	 Water house plants
  
      	 Every two days
  
     
 
      
      	 Garden maintenance - 8 hours
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Shopping list updated
  
      	 Daily
  
     
 
      
      	 Prepare evening meals menu
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Prepare own meals
  
      	 Monthly
  
     
 
      
      	 Take rubbish out
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Sweep porch and veranda
  
      	 Every three days
  
     
 
      
      	 Scrub laundry 
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Manicure and pedicure Caroline 
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Wax own body of all hair 
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Get hair cut
  
      	 Monthly
  
     
 
      
      	 Clean up ‘games room’
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Clean basement
  
      	 Monthly
  
     
 
      
      	 Maintain property
  
      	 As required
  
     
 
      
      	 Defrost fridges (3) and freezers (2)
  
      	 Six weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Clean bar
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Clean swimming pool and surrounds
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Change filters
  
      	 Monthly
  
     
 
      
      	 Sweep driveway and paths
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Clean one kitchen cupboard
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Polish silver
  
      	 Weekly
  
     
 
      
      	 Training in feminine skills
  
      	 Wednesday afternoon
  
     
 
      
      	 Launder all net curtains
  
      	 Quarterly
  
     
 
      
      	 Other Chores as required
  
      	 Daily
  
     
 
    
   
 
   
Needless to say it needed some thought and planning to spread all the chores out somewhat evenly so there weren't too many on any one day. It took every minute of my half hour before I was ready to run downstairs with my list. 
 
    
 
   Caroline was lounging in the living room. I knocked and entered with a curtsy. "What are you waiting for?" she asked disinterestedly, "get started now." 
 
    
 
   The day flew by with little trouble, though I quickly grew tired. My meals were made together and had little appeal. Breakfast porridge was a congealed glue made with powdered milk, no sugar. Lunches were a broth of vegetables, gristly meat full of fat, noodles, and lentils with a bowl of rice and a piece of dry bed. A month’s worth all packed in the freezer. 
 
    
 
   I was shown how to set the table for dinner and breakfast and introduced to a myriad of other details on how to perform my chores to Caroline's satisfaction. I worked hard and certainly raised a sweat. Dinner was steak, with a side salad followed by fresh fruit and coffee for two. A bottle of red was breathing nearby. I was preparing the salad at about 5.30pm when Caroline entered. 
 
    
 
   I heard her come behind me and felt her hand slip sensually beneath my tunic and between my legs. She was teasing me yet again and quickly I once more felt the bite of my steel penis corset. Her hand slipped around my buttocks and squeezed gently as she whispered in my ear leaning close "Your seams are crooked, what's the rule?" 
 
    
 
   "My seams must be razor straight at all times,” I answered hoarsely, trembling. 
 
    
 
   "And if they're not?" she toyed with me. 
 
    
 
   "I get punished" I winced as she squeezed harder. 
 
    
 
   "On these tender cheeks," she grinned. 
 
    
 
   "And what are you supposed to do when I enter the room?" 
 
    
 
   "Curtsy Ma'am." 
 
    
 
   "And did you?" she continued. 
 
    
 
   Meekly I shook my head. "I'm sorry Ma'am I didn't hear you come in behind me." 
 
    
 
   "Not good enough," she mocked, "I think I'll have to have a word with David," she said as she moved to one side of me. Leaning against the unit she took a piece of celery and as a deliberate tease gently nibbled at the end. I stood mesmerised, not sure what to do or where to look, I stared at her sensual mouth as she chewed with erotic motions. And so I failed to notice her finger point to the ground. 
 
    
 
   Her hand dropped the celery stick and whipped out to catch me a stinging blow to the cheek. "I pointed to the floor,” she snapped. I dropped to my knees head downcast in the frosty silence that ensued. I could still feel my cheek ablaze from her slap. I was trapped; she'd engineered my downfall. I knew punishment would come though it was hardly deserved. It was my first day but she wanted to relish my pain. "Pick it up you slut!" she finally cried out. I bent and lifted up the half chewed celery piece. 
 
    
 
   "My my," she chuckled, "what will David say?" She then waltzed off leaving me to my misery. 
 
    
 
   It was some twenty minutes later when David arrived. Dinner was ready save for cooking the steak. I heard him enter the kitchen and quickly turned and curtsied. He grinned at me as Caroline went over to him and they hugged and kissed longingly. Their tongues flickering as they kissed deeply. 
 
    
 
   David was in his early forties, 6'2" or thereabouts with strong muscular shoulders. He was a powerful man, deeply tanned, self-confident. Eventually they pulled apart and Caroline slipped her arm round his waist and cuddled in to him. How I envied him. Her far arm reached across and gently stroked at his groin, her eyes aflame, she ignored me. I curtsied before David. 
 
    
 
   "Turn round," he ordered. 
 
    
 
   Blushing crimson I pirouetted for him. I felt a total jerk dressed as I was before another male. David eyed me up and down, "How's she going?" Caroline looked me in the eye and I felt the shards of ice shaft through me as I watched her breasts heave. She was clearly going to embellish my 'crimes' to ensure my punishment. 
 
    
 
   "I think she needs a little Charity," she simpered. I looked blankly on. 
 
    
 
   "Is that right?" smiled David as he came over. "First day and you're ready for my Charity." They both chuckled together at their private joke. I quivered in trepidation. Whatever was meant was surely not to my benefit. They stood either side of me, David looking directly at me, Caroline had eyes only for David. "Has Caroline told you about my Charity?" he asked. 
 
    
 
   "No Sir," I replied. 
 
    
 
   "You'll find me very generous with her" he mocked. 
 
    
 
   "What's she been up to then?" he calmly asked of Caroline. 
 
    
 
   She stared me directly in the face, a sparkle in her eyes as she advised him "Deliberate disobedience, sloppiness, outright impudence, and laziness." She flashed a sneering smile at me as she said it. I couldn't believe my ears, how could she. 
 
    
 
   David's words were frighteningly ominous though "Indeed... that, I won't tolerate," spoken with a tinge of genuine anger. I shivered again. Caroline smiled from ear to ear as David spoke next "Obviously not used to discipline. I agree a touch of Charity is clearly needed.... Can you manage the steak?" he asked. 
 
    
 
   "Yes of course" she beamed back, relishing my angst and uncertainty. 
 
    
 
   "YOU" he spoke harshly at me, "get to your room, strip, and get down to the punishment room. NOW!" he snapped, "I'll be there in five!" 
 
    
 
   I flew up the stairs, bewildered at what would happen. Tears in my eyes at the injustice of it all. I was bemused at how Caroline could have made up such lies, and fearful of the unknown to come. I stripped quickly and ran down to the basement where the punishment room was. Naked and embarrassed I arrived at the locked door just before David. 
 
    
 
   There were two large locked doors off the storage space in the basement. Both had a sign up. One read "PUNISHMENT CELL" where I stood now. The other was a flowery sign as would be found in a child's nursery. At that stage I knew not what lay behind the closed door. I have since learnt that the sign very much belies the true purpose of the room. It read simply "NANCY'S PLAY ROOM". 
 
    
 
   "Ready for some Charity?" David queried when he arrived. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Sir," I stupidly replied with a curtsy, not knowing what else to say. 
 
    
 
   "I'm sure you'll appreciate her tender caresses," he smiled as he opened the door. "Come in." 
 
    
 
   "Stand facing the wall... First I want you to think about your behaviour, give you time to reflect... Place your nose to the wall,” he quietly commanded, in a tone that expected instant obedience. He returned with some coloured counters. One he slipped between my nose and the wall. "Now place your hands to the side of your head, just above your ears." Three tokens were then placed between my fingertips and the side of my head and three more on top of each hand. 
 
    
 
   It was fiendishly simple. I was in total bondage yet no ties were in place. But if I moved the tokens would fall and I would surely pay dearly for I could not replace them myself. He stepped away and I heard a rustling behind me. His voice came from behind me "I'm going to leave you here while we eat," he advised coldly. "When I return you'll get to know my Charity better. For now I'm going to leave her here at your feet. So you can admire her, imagine her tender caress; think about how generous I'll be with her. 
 
    
 
   She likes talking with naughty boys and girls. She sings softly to them, and they shout their appreciation back to her." He was laughing while I stood there petrified, helpless, my mouth dry as I anxiously licked my lips. I heard a soft whirr through the air and instinctively flinched. "She can't wait to talk with you," he chuckled. 
 
    
 
   The source of his affection was then draped over my feet. Charity was about three feet six inches long, three inches wide with a taper down to about two inches at one end, and almost half an inch thick. She was a very heavy piece of compressed rubber, black, ugly, positively evil. I shivered more noticeably. It was a grotesque joke. It was a most threatening implement and Charity a decidedly cruel name. She must have come from a trucks fan belt. She rested almost rigid across my feet. None of the ‘romance’ or ‘titillation’ that as a masochist I had from such implements as the strap, hairbrush or cane. This was a malicious weapon designed to instil fear and inflict serious pain and injury. 
 
    
 
   The door closed as the light was turned out and I was left alone in my onerous pose. The malevolent piece of heavy rubber weighed heavily on my feet; I could almost feel the brutality locked up in it. I shook like a leaf as I felt myself turn ashen. Oh please have mercy. I couldn't take this. It was all so unfair. This wasn't the type of servitude I wanted. 
 
    
 
   A little later Caroline entered and turned on the light. She came behind me and snuggled up to me. Her arms caressed and encircled me as once more she began to tease and taunt me. She tweaked my nipples this time. The steel again clamping down painfully as I tried to erect. 
 
    
 
   "I'm sure you'll find David most forthcoming with his Charity," she breathed. "It's so good of him really to go to all this trouble just for you. You'll have to thank him," she smiled. 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am, I don't deserve this,” I mumbled. 
 
    
 
   "Don't you now," she mocked. "Why ever not? You left your stockings in disarray. Was that not disobedience and sloppiness? You didn't curtsy when I came in. Is that not outright impudence? And you didn't get all your chores done." It all seemed so unfair, the latter in particular. I'd lost part of the day and in my planning hadn't allowed for the time spent on being shown how to set the table and serve meals. 
 
    
 
   She continued, her tone soft, almost maternal. "Besides, surely you wouldn't deny me my pleasure in watching you dance for Charity," she smirked. "David's always so horny afterwards. I thought he might give you a full dose tonight, to set you off on the right foot. But since it's your first day he said twelve was enough... A bit stingy don't you think? But I'll keep working on him, I'm sure I can get him to be more generous." 
 
    
 
   Her hands moved down and cupped my balls; she squeezed gently, "Mmmmm, these feel full. But they won't be emptied for some time, eh?" How could this woman be so inhuman? Here I was trapped and helpless while she played with me as a cat toys with a mouse. Her hands then moved to my bottom cheeks. "Twelve little pats and it'll all be over with. Just a 'quickie' eh?" 
 
    
 
   She then picked up Charity and admired the malignant weapon. The thick rubber rested rigid, with just a slight curve, in her fingers. She let out a playful pretend shudder, while I stood frozen in position my arms aching. I was straining to see her without dropping the counters. 
 
    
 
   "Ouch," she grinned, "I'm glad I've never had to take Charity... Twelve of the best, you'll certainly dance well... He draws his arm right back as far as it will go you know. Then he comes at you with a run. He's so strong. I've seen him dole out twelve before. She was a paid submissive, used to pain, said she could take anything we could throw at her. She looked ghastly at the end, dishevelled, sobbing and quite incoherent. After just twelve," she mused aloud, taunting me to suit her own sadistic desires. The butterflies flew through my stomach as I felt I would vomit with fear. She was achieving her aim. She smiled at my obvious terror. 
 
    
 
   She was quite vindictive. Clearly my woes had been orchestrated to suit her carnal plans. Her blue grey eyes came close to my face as she glared at me steely-eyed. Caroline was callous and cold-blooded as she gloated over what was to come. Her eyes almost feral as she bit into my neck causing me to cry out. She bit deeper and drew blood. Like a savage she gave a ghoulish grin. 
 
    
 
   "Yes tonight will be music to my ears. Remember as you scream and writhe I'll be wet between my legs, waiting later for David to thrust home, thinking of you lying in your agony as you recover..." She stepped away dropping Charity. The barbaric weapon thudded at my feet. I winced again. 
 
    
 
   "I'll leave the light on so you can admire your new lover. We're about to eat and share a nice bottle of red. You'll think of me too won't you?" she asked rhetorically. "And I promise I'll think of you waiting here for our return. You with your lover and me with mine," she teased. 
 
    
 
   "And I'll try and talk David into giving you a bit more. Who knows, after a few glasses of wine, perhaps a port too, he might agree. We can only ask. After all I'm in for a long night of pleasure so why should you have to settle for a 'quickie'?" She laughed at my obvious dread and, closing the door behind her, left me in my troubled and uncomfortable state, reflecting on the stupidity of my actions and the pain to come. Thinking indeed of them enjoying their meal, laughing and cuddling over a glass of wine followed by a port. How they'd explode in orgasm tonight as I nursed myself to sleep, sore and sorry ready to rise at 5.30 to start the arduous day ahead. 
 
    
 
   I bit my lip as tears pricked my eyes, tears of rage, tears of jealously, tears of suppressed lust. And I did indeed have plenty of time to reflect. It was gone 8.30 when I finally heard footsteps down the hall. For three hours I'd stood hands to head. My muscles ached, my arms were like lumps of solid lead, my back was sore, my legs cramped. It was indeed almost a relief when they finally arrived, despite the distress that I knew would come too. My nerves were by now totally on edge. A situation I knew Caroline would take advantage of. It was clear that she truly enjoyed terrorising me. 
 
    
 
   The door opened, I could hear them giggling together. Charity would soon be received. Fear electrified every nerve in my body. I could hear Caroline giggling lightly and the heavy thud of David's feet on the bare tiles. 
 
    
 
   "I have to have words with you," David's voice boomed through the punishment room. Caroline came over and removed the tokens and turned me away from the wall. She was wearing a long white gown of finest satin, trimmed with lace. It clung to her like a second skin and accentuated every graceful curve of her splendid body. She was as beautiful as Aphrodite and yet, at that moment, I found her beauty as cold as the Tundra. 
 
    
 
   "Kneel before your Master,” she commanded as she moved next to David and slipped an arm round his waist. He had retrieved 'Charity' and stood fondling the unyielding rubber. David was dressed in an open neck shirt, casual beige trousers and tennis shoes. I knelt before him as ordered with hammering heart; I felt the colour flooding into my cheeks. My arms were as unwilling as stone and they fell limp to my sides. 
 
    
 
   "You're to be punished now as both an example and to correct your behaviour. What you are about to receive will indeed be exceedingly painful. You will wear the welts for some time. I hope that you learn a lesson and that I don't have to repeat this quickly. You are not here for your pleasure. You are here to work and slave. I hope you learn quickly. Now has Caroline told you how your punishments are to work while you're here?" 
 
    
 
   "No Sir" I stammered. 
 
    
 
   "There are two levels of punishment we've agreed to. Routine and formal. Routine punishments will be administered on the spot for trivial offences. These will normally consist of up to six strokes of either the quirt or the paddle. Caroline will show you them tomorrow. You'll simply be advised to take up the position. That means you bend over the item of furniture nominated or crouch on the ground with your backside in the air if no item is specified. You pull your skirt up and pull your knickers into the crack of your backside. Upon completion you express your thanks and get on with your work. They will not be love taps, they will hurt and sting, but you will be in a state to get back to work right away, albeit a little gingerly. For more serious offences or repeated offences you will report to me for a formal punishment." 
 
    
 
   I wondered what a minor offence was given I was about to receive a formal punishment for what I thought were pretty trivial matters. 
 
    
 
   "I just don't believe that anybody can remain bent over voluntarily if the strokes are really being laid on, as they should be, with full primitive force to weal and sting intolerably. Accordingly for formal punishments you will be strapped down in here. After a formal punishment you will find you are unable to go back to your chores. You'll be too distressed. So they will be at the end of the day. They serve three purposes, to remind you of your position, correct your behaviour and perhaps encourage you to try harder in future. They also provide a fair amount of sexual stimulation for Caroline and I." 
 
    
 
   I was transfixed by what I was hearing. It all seemed too unbelievable and yet it was really happening to me. He spoke so calm and collected, so matter-of-factly, about what was surely to be a truly distressing punishment for me. And Caroline simply cuddled up to him smiling and sniggering as I began to tremble. 
 
    
 
   "Now then. Perhaps you'd like to lie across here, Nancy," he ordered tapping the dreaded strip of rubber at the end of the whipping block. Not really I thought, as if I had a choice. It was a leather-topped heavy wooden bench standing some three feet off the floor. I bent over its end and stretched my body along the length of it, my arms forward to grip onto the far end. I felt them grip my arms on either side. David's coarse fingers and the slim delicate feel of Caroline's in direct contrast. Yet both were equally powerful compared to me. I cringed before their authority. 
 
    
 
   My wrists were strapped on each side. I watched Caroline. She stooped over and pulled the broad leather around my wrist and tightened the buckle, her gown brushing my arm. She was oblivious of the sexual charm she held over me. I could see her breasts through the gap left as the nightdress fell forward. I was inconsequential. I was here simply as a victim to her perversions. David finished on the other side and I watched as they both moved behind me. My legs were pulled close to the legs of the bench. My ankles and knees were then secured to the legs of the bench. Finally a broad belt was fastened just above my waist by Caroline. 
 
    
 
   Caroline then moved in front and with a last gentle pat of my head, a flash of her winsome smile, she sat on a sofa opposite me. My blood froze as my eyes clung to her lovely body; there was no sign of compassion or pity. She was exhilarated by my miserable situation. I swallowed hard. Pray God he wouldn't lay it on too hard I said to myself as my dread increased. Every moment it was becoming more difficult to check my tears. Perhaps one final plea "Ma'am, Sir... p-please," I began. 
 
    
 
   "Silence!" David ordered in a voice that rang like cold surgical steel. 
 
    
 
   "Twelve strokes is the penalty,” he said as he tapped the rubber lightly against my left cheek. I winced as I looked back at his muscular arms and strong shoulders. 
 
    
 
   "What about that little outburst. Talking without permission,” sang out Caroline, a note of smug satisfaction in her voice. I began to quake inside. "I told you. You're too lenient." 
 
    
 
   "You're determined for twenty four," he laughed, before turning to me. "After that I have no choice, twenty four it is." 
 
    
 
   I felt a sort of shrivelling inside and that familiar sensation of self-pity. My heart was pounding. But I bit my tongue for fear of worse to come. I was trapped, helpless, like a fly in the web of an evil spider. She'd won. My last words had sealed my own fate. How I loathed that minx at that moment, yet I adored her beauty. She remained seated, impassive, waiting for the spectacle to commence. Her tongue gently parted her lips; she was on edge, like a tigress waiting to devour her prey. 
 
    
 
   David stepped away and desperately I turned my head to see where he was. No doubt they both saw the terror in my eyes. No doubt she enjoyed the fact that I was scared out of my life. That was part of her plan. The sickness of dread mounted up in me. I was for it and there was nothing I could do about it. My mouth went dry. David moved slowly forward to a position on the left side of the punishment stool. I struggled helplessly in my restrictive bonds. It was futile to try and escape. I was so tightly secured I could but wriggle my feet and hands and my upper body. Caroline giggled and sniggered as I contorted to try and avoid the cold malevolent feel of the rubber as he lined me up. Repeatedly tapping my buttocks then drawing it back and letting it gently thwap back on to the spot. 
 
    
 
   I looked forward and saw Caroline reclined in front of the whipping scene, her breasts rising gently as her pulse rose, her excitement mingling with my fear. Yet even then her beauty still enchanted me. 
 
    
 
   "Remember this will hurt," spoke David breaking the silence, "it's intended to." He then strolled slowly back down the room some 6 or more paces before he came back at a run, his feet padding on the hard floor, echoed through the stillness of the room. As he approached, his arm rose up above his head trailing the malignant rubber with it, my flesh shrank as my buttocks flinched and spasmed involuntarily; this was it. Then came the quiet bloodcurdling whoosh of the rubber descending, fast. 
 
    
 
   A streak of fire flamed across my rump, and seared deeply within, it robbed me of breath as I let loose a scream like a banshee. I'd been caned and paddled by professionals before. I'd taken fifty of a rattan cane, 100+ of a paddle; but nothing prepared me for the intense pain that rolled through my body from that one stroke. Perhaps it was the build up, the fact that it was, for me, an asexual experience, a true punishment. But whatever the difference, I could not cope with the pain. My body contorted and twisted in its bonds. It was just unbelievable. And there were many more like that to come. 
 
    
 
   "NOooooooH" I screeched, "Pppppplease...God help me, Nooooo." I twisted again and again, as though trying to shake off a fiery cloak of pain as it sent its tentacles of trauma tunnelling within me. I knew it was bruising deeper than the worst cane would ever do. My head jerked as my mouth gaped open and saliva drooled out. And as the pain finally transcended to bearable levels I looked into the Caroline's eyes, they were cold yet they sparkled with fire. She was enraptured. 
 
    
 
   David remained coolly watching. As my gyrations slowed I felt him once more measure me for the second stroke. "No… No…" I shouted, "please Sir I'll try harder. Please Ma'am tell him to stop," I whined. It was futile. The second stroke flashed down with all the force of the first. I was looking into Caroline's eyes as it fell, pleading for help but saw only the clenching of her white teeth, her face set hard and then her vision was shattered before me as pain once more roared through me from just below where the first stroke had fallen. I was once more filled with the burning torment, my brain exploded before I once more gasped and shrieked in agony. 
 
    
 
   There was nothing though that I could do. I was helpless before these two cruel lovers. Again he drew out the moments. I could sense in my agony, though I still had my eyes closed trying to absorb the unbearable pain, my teeth clenched in anguish, that they were locked together relishing my contortions. Before the searing pain had subsided the third vicious stroke fell. Followed seconds later by strokes four and five. My voice broke as I mewled like a kitten. David, meanwhile, coldly announced each stroke after it had fallen in a loud clear voice. 
 
    
 
   After the twelfth fiendish blow had lashed across the back of my thighs he paused. As my wild thrashing subsided I heard Caroline from afar speaking to me, a joyous cadence in her voice, "You're just beginning to learn what a real thrashing is... aren't you Nancy?" she asked as my screams subsided a little. 
 
    
 
   The pain throbbed deep within me. "Mercy please, oh please no more, I can't take it…" I croaked, my voice hoarse from my screams. My breath panting from my exertions, my chest heaving. Livid weals of pain were stalking through my backside, the heat was incredible, and it felt as though blood was running down by legs. I later realised this was sweat and that my whole body was dripping with it from my thrashing around. My back prickled from the salt, but this was nothing compared to the pain in my rear. 
 
    
 
   Caroline stood up, and moved behind me. I felt her cool hand caress my inflamed buttocks. "Hmmm, looks bad. The bruising will be pretty severe in the morning I guess," she mused to David. 
 
    
 
   "He certainly won't be sitting comfortably for a few days. You can see why I suggested twelve for a first time was pretty severe." 
 
    
 
   "Yes," murmured Caroline in agreement. Tears of relief flooded my eyes. She was going to be merciful after all. She had never intended me to have twenty-four, it was all part of the teasing and tormenting that she enjoyed so much. 
 
    
 
   Then I felt my flesh shudder again as David came round from the other side and lay the rubber belt against my buttocks again. Caroline stepped in front of me again and ruffled my hair. "Smile," she twinkled "it's for your own good." I was conscious of the sensuous fabric, soft and glistening, of her long gown. Her figure transparent through its delicate folds. It reminded one of tenderness and softness, not the pain that coursed through me. 
 
    
 
   Tears of self-pity and dread replaced those of relief as she smiled "Only twelve to go." She sat back down, as the thirteenth stroke fell through the air with that same deathly whopping sound. Caroline looked gleefully on. Again my last view was of her smiling face as she witnessed my howls and agonised struggles. The strokes fell as before, thirty seconds or so apart, except for one vicious flurry of three. I was not aware of time. Time stood still as my whole being was consumed by my ravaged rear. As the rubber overlaid raised welts of pain I shrieked and cursed and begged till I could struggle no more. My saliva drooled to the ground and mingled with the sweat that streaked off my body. My world was one of total pain. I was unaware of Caroline and David. There was just my tormented brain, my ravaged behind and that malignant strip of evil rubber in my world of darkness and pain. 
 
    
 
   Nothing I had ever experienced before in my life came close to the pain I now endured. Surely I had not deserved such purgatory for so minor a fault. I was at that moment a broken pathetic creature. I whimpered in distress, surely my behind would explode; my lungs were rent from my cries. It was excruciating. 
 
    
 
   Finally it fell no more. The deep ridges of pain fused together and burned fierily, my buttocks seemed to have swelled several inches leaving the skin taut and extra tender. I found myself groaning with relief. It was finally over. Caroline was beside me. I could feel the cool touch of the satin gown against my side. How long had I lain there? I tried to control my breathing as my heart ran wild from the harrowing experience. 
 
    
 
   I heard her mischievous voice as she told David "I enjoyed watching that." Her hand stroked the vivid ridges that had been raised and sent fresh spasms of flame through me. She pinched one spot hard between her thumb and forefinger and I shrieked out.
 
    
 
   "Shit, noo… that hurts..." She smiled relishing my travail. 
 
    
 
   "Satisfied?" asked David with a grin. 
 
    
 
   "Mmmmm..." mused Caroline, "he got what he deserved first up…" Deserved! I thought. The monstrous injustice of it all. But I bit my tongue. I was in no position to argue. Indeed I had received the extra twelve for talking out of turn. "He's a bit of a cry baby though, an awful lot of fuss over a few pats on the bottom." 
 
    
 
   I felt her continue to clinically study my whaled behind. I shrieked again as her cool fingers once more ran over the burning flesh. "Quiet you little baby," she rapped. Didn't she realise how tender I was, how thoroughly evil that rubber was, worse than any rattan cane. My nerves were close to snapping. The soft hand continued to roam as David looked on. I continued to gasp. My behind felt as if I had sat down on red hot coals. 
 
   "It should have taught him a lesson,” she murmured. "Still he deserved every bit of it. And you'll be better for it won't you?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am" I stuttered, at that moment I would have agreed with anything she said. 
 
    
 
   "So you do agree Nancy?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am, yes. I deserved it. I'll be better for it,” I groaned in reply. Her voice was unyielding, mesmeric, she found it fun to let me stew like this. I shivered. 
 
    
 
   "So you're happy now?" David asked her again. An icy tingling ran down my scalp at her reply, "I recommended twenty four at the start. I said you need to be firm and get things off on the right foot didn't I?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes" he replied quizzically. 
 
    
 
   "Well as far as I'm concerned he's had what he should have had first up… Now... I want to see the extra twelve for the talking out of turn. I told you no lenience before he came." I struggled even more furiously at my bonds, if it were possible to do so. "If we're not firm now he'll take advantage of things. He's not here for fun and games.,” she continued with icy severity. 
 
    
 
   "I don't think he can take much more,” counselled David, "the bruising will be pretty severe as it is. Besides you want to be able to work him too." 
 
    
 
   "What I want is another twelve,” she demanded imperiously like a spoiled child. The draining weakness of terror almost made me lose control of my bowels as I heard her words. "You'll be better for them won't you?" Her voice possessed the cold relentlessness of total authority. For a moment her voice seemed to be coming from a long way away. There was a buzzing in my ears, had I heard right? I was like a squirrel in the middle of the road, frozen in time by the headlights of an oncoming car. "Won't you?" she spoke imperiously. I was too scared to disagree. 
 
    
 
   "Please no Ma'am," I whined. 
 
    
 
   "Not good enough," she rasped. Tears pricked my eyes. If her eyes had been lasers they would have burnt a hole through me. 
 
    
 
   "See," she said almost triumphantly, "he's still arguing! The time is now to make him understand once and for all that I expect total obedience, that orders are given once only and that I don't want to hear his pleas for mercy." Her voice was hard as flint. At that moment I thought I was going to faint, the room swam before my eyes, my throat closed up in dread. 
 
    
 
   "And I'll make it worth your while when you get upstairs," she cooed to David. She positively oozed sexual innuendo as she pouted for his eyes, before she cuddled up close to him and slipped her leg up his thigh, her hand at his crotch, her lithe, smooth thigh showing to her ankle as the silken fabric of her gown fell away from it. "Do it for me," she simpered as she flirted with him, kissing the nape of his neck. 
 
    
 
   He ran his hand tenderly up her leg. They kissed deeply and long. The hairs on the nape of my neck rose and I began to tremble. "Please," she simpered, "for me?" 
 
    
 
   "OK, twelve more, then I coming for you," he grinned lasciviously. She clapped her hands and danced like a schoolgirl." 
 
    
 
   "Please Sir, no..." I heard myself say. "I didn't mean anything, I tried hard." 
 
    
 
   "See, he still hasn't learnt," she smirked. They knew my fear was talking but cared not. The condemned man who thought he had nothing to lose. 
 
    
 
   "I think you'd better get on with it," smiled Caroline, "I'll meet you upstairs." With a final kiss she sauntered out of the room. I strained over my shoulders to watch her buttocks as they swung seductively out. "I'll be upstairs waiting, so make sure I can hear those screams." 
 
   The injustice of her malefic gesture bit deep. She wasn't even going to witness my final agony. I was desolate as I remained alone with David and that satanic piece of rubber. Needless to say it fell twelve more times in quick succession, though I'm sure I passed out before the end. I barely remember my bonds finally being loosened and David gently lowering me to the floor before leaving the room to join his wife in their carnal pursuits. 
 
    
 
   "You'll do well to remember one thing about my darling wife," David warned me as he left the room, "like Jezebel herself she thrives on sadistic punishments. You made a mistake when you came here. Expect no favours. As for me… I'll do anything for her. I love her dearly; she is a truly wonderful, generous, fun-loving human being. Now, make sure you're up on time tomorrow. Sleep well." With those parting words of ill comfort he left me to my pain. I simply lay on the ground and cried, desolate. 
 
    
 
   Eventually, I gathered myself together and stood. The pain in my bottom seemed instantly to double and I clasped my hands to my tender rear. Pain smouldered in my eyes like a fever. I struggled up to my room. My flesh taut, my movements stiff and disjointed. I knew that when I awoke my whole behind would be horribly swollen and unmalleable. It would be difficult to move and walk; yet I would have to work my fingers to the bone. I lay face down on the bed and finally fell into a fitful and troubled sleep. 
 
    
 
   I rose at 5.30am and it was with great care and tenderness that I negotiated the stairs and shower. I was exceedingly stiff and sore. My buttocks had turned a deep blue, almost black in parts, and still throbbed intolerably. The skin was taut and every movement sent shards of pain through me. The shower stung like mad. Especially were the tissue had been torn and flecks of dried blood were present. I moved stiffly around like an athlete with torn muscles recovering from the big event. I ached and wanted only to lie down. A pleasure I would not enjoy before 9.30pm. 
 
    
 
   Cleaning the cars inside was a particular agony and I barely finished before it was time to serve breakfast. Caroline didn't rise and David's only words were "A bit sore eh?…better be on your best behaviour today then." 
 
    
 
   When he finally rose to leave for the office he advised me "Take a cup of coffee up to Caroline at 10.00 prompt. Wake her if needs be as she has a luncheon appointment." With that he left and I placed the scraps in the bowl ready for my evening meal, as I had been directed previously by Caroline. I cleared and washed up before I got quickly on with my chores, washing and vacuuming first. 
 
    
 
   At 10.00 I took a tray with coffee up to Caroline. I knocked gently on the door before entering. 
 
    
 
   She lay in bed, half asleep, the covers tossed aside in the warmth of the morning. I observed the buttery whorls of her hair bunched around her neck, the ambit of her shoulder, her profile, the long angle of her arm, the first swells of her breasts, the fall of her ribcage that quickly rose again to her hip, her top leg bent for balance, the bottom one extended showing me the inside of her thigh where I still so wanted to be. She was extraordinary, more beautiful than any other woman I had known. 
 
   She stirred and smiled at me. "Put the tray down and come over here." I did as bid, with a gracious curtsy not forgotten. "How are you feeling?" she enquired as of a friend, her voice warm and concerned. 
 
    
 
   "Very stiff and sore Ma'am," I responded. 
 
    
 
   "That's to be expected. Now you know where you stand though. Come over here now," she ordered as she sat up in the bed. I moved beside her. She rose and came closer to me. She stopped in front of me, her legs slightly parted. Her cheeks quivered as she made an effort to smile. I tried to read her eyes to decipher what was coming next. 
 
    
 
   She put her hands on my skirt and slowly pushed it up past the top of my stockings, past the garter belt, above my knickers and finally free around my waist. I felt the garter belt give way on each leg and then I felt her fingers go to the top of my stockings and peel them off, like a skin, the air heavy on the lengths of my newly naked legs. I followed the removal of my garter belt and panties. "Hold your dress up turn round, and bend over,” she ordered. Again I obeyed. 
 
    
 
   She callously surveyed my bruised and waled behind while stroking gently between her thighs. "Quite a sight," she crooned placing a soft hand there. I winced involuntarily. "Still warm," she smiled. "It'll be a few days before you sit comfortably again,” she said remarking upon the obvious. "I've never seen a behind this whipped before. I like it." She was becoming roused. 
 
    
 
   "Go over to my drawers. In the top you'll find two presents for me to show you. Keep your dress up though. I want to feast my eyes on that flogged behind of yours. It excites me still." I did as bid and quelched as I retrieved the paddle and the quirt I found within. They'd been lying on her soft undergarments, in stark contrast to the soft, romantic femininity of the silks and satins. The paddle was dark ebony, the size of two large hands and a quarter inch or more thick. The quirt was black, two feet six inches long and made of heavy knotted hide. It tapered from a good half inch thick to a knotted end. I trembled as I approached with them. 
 
    
 
   "Like them?" she asked. "Yes Ma'am" I replied foolishly. 
 
    
 
   "Like to test them out now?" 
 
    
 
   "No thank you," I stammered. Surely she would never be that cruel. 
 
    
 
   "Then behave yourself. I'll have no compunction about trying them out if you're less than perfect. And if you think that simply because your behind is like a balloon I wouldn't send you off for more Charity. Forget it! So you've much incentive to try hard now haven't you?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am," I simpered, "I want to please you." My heart was beating hard against my ribs; I was quaking lest I make her angry. I was a broken spirit. She had succeeded in just twenty-four hours to break me totally. I would do whatever she wished, only please don't send me off for Charity again. 
 
    
 
   She sat in the bedroom chair and coaxed me over with her finger. "Now we understand each other I want you to be nice to me," she growled in a husky voice. My penis gripped tight in its sheath tried hard to erect and brought tears of frustration to my eyes. Gosh she was beautiful. 
 
    
 
   She pointed to the ground and I knelt before her. She placed my left hand gently on the flat of her stomach above the pubis, I watched the weight of her breasts as they rose and fell, her pink, conical nipples riding upon their liquid surfaces, seeking their centres of gravity. "Kiss me," she said. I kissed her navel, as she steered my head there between her two hands, I felt the dusty wool of her vulva against my Adam's apple. 
 
    
 
   Then she pulled me away slightly and I gazed into those blue-grey eyes that were slightly swollen. I noted her asymmetrical mouth and the little pucker to one side. I knelt between her legs and watched her russet hooded eyes as she studied me. She kept her eyes on me and raked her fingers over my throat and slowly up the length of it to my chin. Her sullen blue-grey eyes watching her own hands, her own nails. When she reached the top of my head she gripped my hair tightly through my scarf and pulled my head back onto her stomach, I pressed my lips into her navel again as I felt her pubis firmly up against my neck, damp with her female fragrances. 
 
    
 
   "My slave," she said hoarsely and then suddenly with one quick thrust of her hips against my throat she hooked her long nails painfully under the back of my jaws and urged me up and onto to her left breast where I sucked deeply like a child at his mother's milk. She was so beautiful, honey to the senses. Then she pulled my head right down to the golden wool of her vulva. "Gently," she ordered. My eyes burned with tears of frustration as I licked at the core of her femininity. 
 
    
 
   Her soft guttural moans and gyrations informed me of the pleasure I was bringing her. After but a few moments she climaxed in a wailing screech, her muscles tensing and squeezing my head tightly before she once more relaxed and her breathing slowed. "Again," she spoke sotto voce. 
 
    
 
   She relaxed as once more my tongue went to work. This time it took far longer. My jaw and tongue began to ache as I dwelled in her feminine fragrance. I licked and sucked for half an hour while she slowly writhed and moaned softly to herself. She was in her own world and I was but a toy. A human dildo. I worked harder till finally I heard her pant "Now…Faster....faster." I flickered my tongue furiously until once more she exploded in orgasm before falling back sated and exhausted in the chair. She kept my head in her hands and I remained motionless while she recovered. Would she reward me for such pleasure? She held me close, my nose still against her warm, wet vulva, breathing her heavy musk odour, the smell of her cum, as her breathing slowly came back to normal. I rested my aching jaws and sought saliva to recover my own senses; her hairs were left in my mouth irritating me. But I didn't flinch. 
 
    
 
   Finally she eased her right leg up to my shoulder. I felt her warm smooth skin against my cheek. But she simply kicked me away. I toppled over like a small child. "Get on with your work" I'll dress myself. 
 
    
 
   I was dismissed in the most hurtful manner possible. Had I not brought her two immense orgasms, had I not helped sate her lusts last night at great expense to myself? And now I was dismissed like a piece of flotsam. I was nothing to her. An inanimate machine would not have been cast aside so casually. Surely had she used a dildo it would have been placed carefully and tenderly back in her bedside drawer, not simply tossed away like me. With heavy heart I picked up my underwear and left the room to go back to work. 
 
    
 
   I straightened by headscarf and dressed again. Staring at my captivated penis that so craved release after but one day of incarceration. Wincing again I slipped my panties back on over my raw flesh. I went downstairs and busied myself with my cleaning. 
 
    
 
   About an hour later Caroline came in to the room. She was obviously dressed ready to leave for her engagement. As lean and elegant as a Paris model Caroline was clearly fond of fashionable clothes. In time I learnt that her streamlined body turned everything she wore into haute-couture, creating a sleek elegance that caused head turning responses wherever she went. 
 
    
 
   She was indeed exceptional. This morning her thick buttery hair was pulled back with a white lace scarf. She wore a surplice wrap dress of rayon in a black and white stippling pattern of misty delicacy, with a white lace trimmed collar that dipped into her bustline. Her stockings were the sheerest white, her shoes were bone. She was very beautiful. She preened herself in the mirror like a solitary white bird by a crystal lake, she was uncommonly self-centred. 
 
    
 
   Finally she turned to me. "By the way. I should mention to you. You have one month to get things basically up to scratch. After that if I ever find anything dirty, cobwebs, the slightest stain you'll find yourself talking with Charity. Is that clear?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am," I replied. 
 
    
 
   "Now quickly I've got to go out. Run upstairs, fetch the paddle and get in position across the back of the sofa." Whilst I could scarcely believe my ears I needed no second bidding to do as I was told. My heart pounding like an out of control steam engine I scurried off to her room. My ears buzzing again as I fought back tears. It was with tremendous trepidation that I returned to the lounge though. 
 
    
 
   With a brave face that certainly wasn't reflected by my roaring pulse and shaking body, I hiked up my skirt and with a grimace of pain, pulled my panties tight into the cleft between my buttocks. "I'm rather surprised you should forget to curtsy again so soon," she smiled as she picked up the wicked paddle and tapped her palm gently with it. 
 
    
 
   "Right. Now take a deep breath and we'll get this over with. Just a little dusting of your panties and you can get back to work." A kind of electric current quivered through me sending me weak at the knees. I'd brought this beautiful creature to two orgasms barely an hour ago, been cast out like a piece of flotsam, and now, with a rump like a piece of meat fresh off a butcher's hook she was about to belabour my rear end. I cursed at my stupidity for such a silly omission. But I was learning fast. I kept my misery to myself and gritted my teeth for the grief to come. 
 
    
 
   "Just four I think considering the state of your behind." She measured me up and I let out a yelp at just the first pat as she took aim. Could I take it? I had to. The pain when it landed was quite different to last night. Much duller given the extensive bruising that existed. Each stroke landed with unerring venom and accuracy though, wrenching the inevitable wails and strident shrieks from my throat. Oh it hurt so much. I pulled at my head, loosening my scarf; I gripped my hair as I struggled to remain in position. Fighting the urge to vomit and roll off the settee. 
 
    
 
   Four strokes felt like an eternity on my tortured flesh. And as the last fell I finally collapsed clutching my nates that felt like I'd sat down on a broiler. The pain burned deep as the bruises within burst open. 
 
    
 
   Caroline simply tossed the paddle on the sofa. "Put it away. And don't think you can lie around there all day. Get on with it now!" She was pitiless. I struggled to my feet. "That's better," she commented before departing without so much as a backward glance. She was quite unruffled by my travail. After all it was just a minor corrective measure. And indeed it would have been bearable were it not for the tenderised state of my raw behind. With salt burning my eyes I lumbered sorely upstairs to replace the paddle and adjust my clothing once more. 
 
    
 
   If I had had any high ideals after our 'affair' in her bedroom I had been well and truly put back in my humble place. Hours of wretched labour lay ahead, with only the apprehension of her return before me. One day of tribulation would spread into the next. And though I revered this terrifyingly beautiful she-devil, I knew the only favours I could expect were pain and heartache. Yet still I knew I worshipped her because she was so above me. Despite it all she had captivated and broken my spirit.


Continued in Volume 2 
 
   


 
   
  
 



At M’Lady’s Whim
 
 
   By Scotia
 
    
 
   It was during a visit down town on a Tuesday afternoon when my Mistress, Mrs M met her sisters and, in company with her niece, Anne, who stays with us, we all went to the cafe in a department store.
 
   Once seated at the table, the ladies ordered afternoon tea but, in accordance with Mrs M’s usual practice, she ordered a child’s orange juice and one plain biscuit for me. At 22 to be treated as a child is no new experience for me, but such obvious pointers still embarrass me.
 
   My Mistress, her four sisters and her niece meet twice each week to window shop and generally do what ladies do on an afternoon in town.
 
   I had received a couple of thick ears earlier, one from Anne and the other from her Mother, Marion Doughty, who had caught me a ‘corker’ for dawdling, or so she said. Anne’s had been for the same thing and her mother had said, “If you cannot keep up with us you are going to find yourself in big trouble later, my lad.”
 
   “It’s almost as if he is trying to make out he is not with us,” said Mrs Doughty to which my Mistress responded, “I’ll soon remind him he is if there is any more trouble.”
 
   The rule in the cafe is that I sit with arms folded and wait until I am told before I may drink my juice and eat my biscuit.
 
   Anne warned me soon after we were seated, “Sit up straight and look to your front, no one wants your stupid face gazing at them,” and landed another scud on the same ear she and her Mother had ‘warmed’ previously. By now it was extremely sore and very thick.
 
   Mrs M said tartly, “Do as Miss Anne tells you now.”
 
   I do not know how it happened, but all of a sudden I was in trouble with my Mistress, who just minutes earlier had given me permission to start drinking my juice. I must have put the small glass down carelessly as it tipped over and its contents spilled across the table and some of it landed on Mrs Jackson’s skirt. A new skirt, according to earlier conversation. Well, she, of course, leapt up and, grabbing her napkin, started to wipe down her skirt whilst Mrs Doughty called for the waitress to bring a damp cloth for both skirt and table. Anne landed me another thick ear, which was accompanied on my other ear by one from my Mistress. Her’s a ‘humdinger’ as she is practised at giving me them from various angles.
 
   My carelessness was the subject of conversation for a few moments before my Mistress said, “It’s a long time since I sent you down to Hunter Street for a sound thrashing but that is where you are going right NOW, my boy! I can’t be bothered exerting the my energy to deal with you lad!!!” 
 
   This was not lost on the other customers in the cafe nor on my Mistresses relations who, as all agreed, I had practically begged to be sent to Mr M. for punishment.
 
   My Mistress scribbled something on her napkin and told me to get myself down to Hunter Street as quickly as I could and give the napkin to her husband. 
 
   I exited the cafe smartly but did not really feel like going quickly as instructed. But I knew there was no way out of it and punishment would only be delayed for a few minutes by dawdling on the way. I opened the napkin and my Mistress had scribbled, simply, “A sound thrashing please, Harold.” Not by any means the first time she had sent me on a similar trip so I knew what to expect. Not nice and not a trip one would wish for at any time.
 
   Mrs M rules the household, but prefers to send me to her husband for punishment since he is more muscular, and she doesn’t se why she should waste her time dealing with me!
 
   Mr M. has a wholesale grocery business in Hunter Street and the building contained an office and a warehouse. Reluctantly I walked down the street and eyed the door I would have to go through. Quite some time as my Mistress had mentioned since I had been required to make such an unpleasant visit. I had been there recently to work and work hard at that but not for corporal punishment.
 
   I pushed open the door and Mr M was sitting at a high desk just across from the door. A cigarette almost finished still in his mouth. Next to him the senior clerk, Mrs June Bell and the junior clerk Miss Laura. I do not know her surname as she has just been employed recently after leaving school. Mr M. was checking invoices and the ladies each had a ledger in which they were assiduously writing.
 
   I approached Mr M’s desk and stopped at attention in front of it reporting, “Sir, Mrs M sent me to see you with this note!” and I handed over the napkin. Mr M. eyed me sternly and said, “I don’t suppose the contents will be any surprise. Let me guess, boy, a thrashing required?”
 
   “Yes, Sir.” I agreed, as the man opened out the napkin and read his wife’s brief note.
 
   “Not that I need to know, but why has Mrs M sent you, lad?”
 
   Obviously as Madam had decided I required to be thrashed her reasons for that decision need not be given, even to her husband, as no way would her decision be altered. Except possibly in the severity of the thrashing.
 
   “Please, Sir, I upset my glass of orange and it spilled across the table and on to Mrs Jackson’s new skirt. And I had been warned by both Miss Anne and her Mother regarding dawdling. More than once by Miss Anne.
 
   “Right, boy, face into that corner until I’m ready for you,” ordered Mr M. rising from his high stool. “I’m sure Helen will be delighted to have her new skirt christened with orange juice. I just hope for this young man’s sake the stain comes out or I can forecast further strife with Helen at a later date. What happened over you dawdling, boy?” asked Mr M. as I hear him removing his old office jacket.
 
   “Sir, I got two thick ears from Miss Anne and one from Mrs Doughty. Another from Miss Anne at the table for not looking straight in front of me. Also one from Miss Anne and my Mistress after I had spilled my juice, Sir.”
 
   “Quite an afternoon you are having but nothing in comparison with what’s to come. What I am going to give you very shortly, eh boy?”
 
   “Er, nooo, Sssir!” I felt like pleading but knew it would only make things worse for me. I am not allowed to speak whilst awaiting punishment. Unless someone asks me a specific question, like Mr. M has just done. I hear the curtain, which divides the office from the warehouse pushed aside, and hear Mr Fleming, the salesman come into the office.
 
   “Aha, I thought I heard someone being sent to stand in the corner. Been a naughty boy again then have you, Soutar?”
 
   “Yes, Mr. Fleming, Sir,” I reply.
 
   “Knocked over a glass of orange juice all over Helen’s new skirt,” My Master informs his brother in law, who is the Commercial Traveller for the business.
 
   “What type of skirt was it, Soutar?” asks Mr Fleming.
 
   “An all round pleated grey one, Sir.”
 
   “Well, I can definitely see you having a rather unpleasant visit with Mr and Mrs Jackson and possibly young Mr Ian (their 18 year old son) fairly soon, my lad. A visit to their garden shed and your bottom well tanned before you are thrashed again. I’m sure young Mr Ian makes a good job of thrashing you, my lad, before his father canes the same area. Don’t you think so, Soutar?’
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I reply not choosing to think too hard on the visit being forecast, as unpleasantness here is more imminent. But I know if the skirt is damaged beyond redemption what Mr Fleming, and earlier my Master suggested, is more than likely to happen. Having my gym shorts thwacked by Mrs Jackson’s son before her husband canes me is no new experience. The fact Mr Ian is 4 years my junior somehow makes that spanking the more telling though not more acceptable. Even worse is the fact that his sister usually makes some excuse to watch and laugh at my predicament, often urging her brother on.
 
   Ten minutes or so across his lap with his mother’s heavy wooden hairbrush being applied lustily to my thinnest and tightest gym shorts is no light punishment; there is time for more than 100 strokes. A lot more than 100 strokes if I had to count them. I lose count all to quickly due to the pain. To be almost naked over Mr Ian’s lap, whilst I squirm and yell as the back of the brush dusts my shorts is a real punishment in itself. Yet it is merely a ‘warm up’ for the caning to come.
 
   “Done and DUSTED!” exclaims Mr Jackson, with enthusiasm, when his son is finished with me. “Now, my boy, I’ll give you something to take home with you which will last you for a goodly while longer than just a dusting with the hairbrush. Your arse will be nice and ready for my cane now.” Which it, undoubtedly, is more than ready to receive the cuts of Mr Jackson’s thin and swishy cane. Well laid on!! Cuts are not just an expression in this case as the extremely limber thin cane does cut. At almost every stroke! Unfortunately I am not more than ‘nice and ready for the cane’ as Mr Jackson so obviously is.
 
   I fleetingly wonder what Miss Laura is making of this conversation taking place around her. Is she aware of my situation? Yes, of course, she must be, my uniform is a dead give away as to my status.
 
   A Discipline School uniform as issued to young men serving out a sentence from the Courts of up to 5 years for any of a variety of offences.
 
   I had received the full 5 years and had served 2 years already in the Detention Centre before being sent to a strict family for the remaining time. Whether being with a family is preferable to the Detention Centre is a moot point. One may be returned to the Centre at any time for a thrashing or for readmittance. A thrashing given at the Centre usually results in a stay in hospital to recover. The birch and the martinet, the latter with long thick rubber tails applied to the back. After the birch rod had ‘warmed up’ the nates somewhat. Given by a few of the strongest female officers at the Centre such a thrashing is one no one wants to experience. A few officers participate so as no one lady gets tired and so gives less hard strokes.
 
   My offence was running away from a young policewoman, who wanted to question me concerning shoplifting. It was a silly thing to do really. I hadn’t shoplifted, but I was worried I might be blamed anyway. So it seemed easier to run away just in case. The young lady fell and grazed her knee and, though when apprehended by another female officer, I was found innocent of shoplifting, I was charged with being instrumental in injuring an Officer of the Law!
 
   The Lady Magistrates did not seem to care that it had been an accident and I got the maximum with no right of appeal. Lady Southpaw, the Chairman, had said, “I am going to make an example of you, Soutar - five years detention with no appeal permitted.” I still wonder if she, and her colleagues knew the facts of my case. Snooty bitches anyway all three of them.
 
   The wide grins on the faces of the two Centre Police Section Officers cut to my quick. “Got the works did you- God you’ll waken up once we get you inside. Five year stretchers cop it really HARD and an offence against a female only makes it the worse for you and a much HARDER TIME! You are aware that all the staff are female, are you?”
 
   At that stage I had been unaware of that fact but I very soon became aware. And of the fact females are not always nice, loving and caring to males. At a Detention Centre one is just a number anyway, and of no real consequence. Something one learns very quickly and does not FORGET. Keeping one’s nose clean is intensely difficult and the punishments both severe and frequent. Many of the officers may look soft, cuddly and feminine but such looks are skin deep and any lady holding an appointment in a Detention Centre is far from being soft. Otherwise she would not be in the job.
 
   Correct the young lady officers had been and I have now served over two years. Done the square bashing, the education classes, the PE, the hard labour, endured the deprivation of sex and masturbation, been thrashed properly twice by five officers taking it in turns to ply the cane and martinet. When my name came up for farming out to a strict family I knew it would not altogether be a holiday camp, but certainly a change from being behind barbed wire.
 
   Foster parents as they are officially termed are very carefully vetted and must be adjudged capable of being ultra strict and extremely hard. All such ‘parents’ receive a course at the Detention Centre on the art of inflicting corporal punishment in the most efficacious manner and are acquainted with various other extensions to both punishment and other disciplinary aspects. They are also well remunerated for my board and lodging, though there is no requirement for them to actually invest the money on my care and wellbeing.
 
   I have now been six months with Mr & Mrs M and am slowly getting used to ‘family’ life. It is very strict and so many people outside of the house seem to have an ‘interest’ in me. Like the ladies of this afternoon, their husbands and in most cases grown up families. An unfortunate occurrence like this afternoon’s can bring punishment, which is surely not commensurate with the ‘offence’. In most circumstances what had happened would not even be considered an offence. Certainly not worthy of corporal punishment. Still I am not in ordinary circumstances, as I well know.
 
   “Did I hear mention of thick ears when I was in the warehouse, boy?” asks Mr Fleming.
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I reply smartly. It is always best to be quick and polite with answers. No matter to whom I am speaking. I just never know when I am likely to be struck or punished for not being subservient enough. Mr Fleming has a look at my left ear and remarks to the room in general, “Yes, I see Miss Anne has done her usual first class job on your left ear. The knuckles of her thin hand fairly scud your ear my lad, do they not?”
 
   “Yes, Sir, they do.”
 
   “Nice and thick it is and looks fairly warm still.” It feels extremely thick and is still very warm indeed to me. Miss Anne Doughty, Mr & Mrs M’s niece, stays with them and has become somewhat of an expert at landing me thick ears. She is bulimic thin but a real bitch. Her thin hand and bony knuckles can scud my ear with a crack, which almost belies belief. Though I had received a similar clout from her mother it had not been nearly so painful. Mrs Doughty is not so adept at giving them.
 
   I know Mr M. is preparing to start on my thrashing and I am not altogether surprised when Mr Fleming’s hand feels my bum through my thin grey shorts. Mr M having removed his jacket will remove his tie and collar and roll up his shirtsleeves before starting on me.
 
   “Nice and comfortable is it- your rear end, lad?” asks Mr Fleming gruffly.
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I say.
 
   “Not for long though once Mr M gets started in on it eh?”
 
   “Er, no, Sir” I agree and give a little involuntary jump when the man’s hand squeezes a portion of bum flesh, which is still tender from a previous spanking.
 
   “Aha!” Mr Fleming exclaims, squeezing again this time harder. His effort being rewarded with another jump and a gasp.
 
   “Someone had a go at you not so long ago then, boy?”
 
   “Yes, Sir.”
 
   “Come on then don’t keep us all in suspense tell us all.
 
   “Sir, my Mistress thwacked me on Sunday afternoon.”
 
   “For what? Complete the story, lad!”
 
   “For being tardy at my chores, Sir.”
 
   “Ah, well you see, my lad, best behaviour and sustained effort is required from the likes of you at all times. I would have thought you would have learned that by now,” pontificates Mr Fleming.
 
   “What did Mrs M give you, lad?” asks Mr. Fleming.
 
   “A spanking, Sir.”
 
   “Don’t be impertinent, boy, I mean how did you get it?” And a hand smacks loudly three times across my bare right thigh. SMACK! SMACK! and SMACK!
 
   “OW! ow! ouch!” I yowl at the unexpected assault. “Sir, across Mrs M’s knee.” Fleetingly I wonder what Laura thinks of that.
 
   “What did she use?  Do I have to drag every detail out of you, Soutar?”
 
   “Er, no, Sir, she used the short three tailed strap, Sir.”
 
   “And how many strokes did she give you?”
 
   “Thirty-six, Sir.” And I hear Laura gasp at the number.
 
   “Bare bottom?”
 
   “Yes, Sir.” I had not wanted Laura to hear all of this and had been reluctant to give the details. Mr Fleming had however got them out of me.
 
   “I can tell you, Doug,” cuts in my Master, “had either Anne or myself been at home at the time it would have been a lot more than just three dozen. Sometimes I think that my lady wife is not strict enough with Soutar’s regime and certainly not severe enough with his punishments. His behaviour this afternoon has obviously not impressed her however. Which is why she has sent you to me, young man, because I am a bit more severe. I don’t mind exerting my energy on your backside do I?”
 
   No one seems to realise the spillage was an accident. I did not do it intentionally after all but there is just no point in my saying that here. As I am only allowed to answer direct questions, whilst awaiting punishment, excuses or even real reasons do not come into the correct category.
 
   “Now Laura, I think you should take the rest of the afternoon off, just close the ledger, clear your desk and go,” Mr M tells the girl kindly.
 
   Miss Laura asks, “Why Sir? I’ve seen the belt in your desk and I’ve seen kids belted at school often enough. I’m not frightened to watch.”
 
   “My dear girl, you have not seen an adult being belted nor have you seen a belt like this one being used I can assure you - just clear up and go home. Ask Mrs Bell what it is like to watch a punishment here.”
 
   June Bell has seen me belted a few times now and though she was horrified the first time she can now just about bring herself to watch it. In her mid-forties she has a daughter of her own, who is still a child.
 
   “Better go home, Laura, it’s not a nice thing to have to watch and if it gets too much for me I slip out through the curtain to the warehouse. I have done that too on the previous occasions the boss has thrashed him here.”
 
   I hear Miss Laura close her desk and get up to collect her coat. As she does Mr Fleming orders me, “Strip to the waist smartly now, boy, ready for your thrashing.”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I reply moving out of the corner a bit and removing my jacket, tie, shirt and vest. “Hang them up and turn to face us, QUICKLY BOY!”
 
   I do so and see Mr M open his large desk and take out the tawse, which resides there when at repose. The tawse is a Reformatory Grade Lochgelly, which has been ‘customised’ by having wire inserts set in the body of the tawse and the tails. Four wires run up from the handpiece to the start of the tails then two wires run down each of the two tails to half an inch from the tail ends. I think the tawse is made in two pieces and then they are fused together in such a way that no joins show. This is the heaviest grade of tawse and the wires make it extremely stiff and heavy. The leather is 30 inches long, one half inches thick and two inches wide. The tails are ten inches long and are hardened for the last inch.
 
   These tawse are used in the Detention Centre and are available on request to the stricter ‘foster’ parents. Mr and Mrs M qualify for that label undoubtedly. Mr M draws the stiff leather through his left hand and says “Out there and hold out your hands, boy!” He points with the long leather to a spot where the floor space is clearest and he has plenty of room to swing the leather. I go over to where he indicates and hold up my hands one atop the other in the approved fashion. Left palm on top. I am aware of Miss Laura going towards the front door. She has tried her best to delay her exit and cannot keep her eyes off the preparations for the belting. But to no avail, she is not going to see anything.
 
   “Goodnight, Sir,” she says as she goes through the door.
 
   “Goodnight, Laura, see you in the morning,” replies Mr M, as the other two also bid the girl goodnight. Lucky her, I think. As Laura closes the door, Mr M approaches and stands well back from me as the length of the tawse necessitates. It has a long swing arc, which adds considerably to the velocity of each and every stroke.
 
   June says, “I am always surprised at how stiff that leather is, it never seems to become any suppler.”
 
   “That’s because of the wires inside, June, it’s not meant to get supple with use like lesser belts. This one is meant to be extra special so as to really hurt,” says Mr. Fleming knowingly.
 
   Mr M takes the tawse back as far as he can and as high as he can over his shoulder, as I screw up my face in dread expectation of the pain to come. The leather strikes my palm with a ‘CRACK!’ which must be heard at the top of the street. The sting bites in smartly and the pain is unbelievable. Even worse than I had remembered. 
 
   “OW!” I yelp because I cannot help it. But the tawse is up and high again and ‘CRACK’. The second stroke lands and I howl, ”AAAARRRRGGGGGHHHHHU” as it bites immediately on contact. I know that I shall be having eighteen strokes or perhaps twenty-four and I have only had two as yet. The tawse is up again; high over Mr M’s shoulder and with a forward movement of his body it comes over and down to CRACK! like a pistol shot as it contacts with my palm. I howl again as Mr M orders “Other hand, boy!” 
 
   I change over smartly as the tawse is up high again ready to deliver the fourth stroke. There is never much of a delay between strokes and the fourth cracks down almost as soon as my hand is in position. This is the only time I shall have a fresh palm to put out for the tawse and it is fresh no more as the fifth stroke lands, the twin tails catching me right up my arm. 
 
   The reason for my being stripped to the waist is so the tawse can get at my forearms without clothing getting in its way. Six strokes and its “Change again!” I may be a third of the way through the belting or perhaps just a quarter of the way. I know I must keep my hands well up and out no matter how painful the tawse is as it lands time after time. Always just as hard as the first stroke delivered when Mr M was fresh. He never seems to tire or be unable to lay on with the same gusto as he had at the beginning. He is, though a bit on the stout side and not too tall, a good golfer and formerly a pretty good tennis player. So he knows how to swing the tawse. 
 
   What you would call a fit middle-aged man. I change hands as ordered and am aware that June Bell has left the office around the twelfth stroke. She has seen enough and knows twelve strokes may well be only halfway through the punishment.
 
   Thankfully it ends at eighteen and Mr M orders me to drop my hands and go back to the corner. I hear him replace the tawse in his desk, which is long enough for it to be laid away without folding it. It would be difficult to fold anyway given its wiring.
 
   Back in the corner again I am crying and sobbing and my palms feel numb after the leather has landed on each nine times in fairly rapid succession. I know that they will become much more painful as the full feeling returns to them shortly. They will sting, burn and hurt terribly very soon. My forearms where the tails have caught me already sting and burn intensely. The marks of these tails will be horrendous to look at but I cannot see them whilst stood at attention.
 
   My Master says to Mr Fleming “Doug, just go through to the warehouse and ask the lads to pile up five sacks of loose peas. And remember to make sure the board is laid out underneath the sacks before they are put in place.”
 
   “Right, Jack,” replies Mr. Fleming going out into the warehouse and almost colliding with a returning June Bell, who will not wish to stay in the warehouse for the next part of the punishment. A part she has never witnessed.
 
   I know the sacks are being piled to provide a caning horse for me and the thick wooden plank board, which holds the hand and leg cuffs, and also the waist strap will be very much required for the caning in prospect for me. I also know I shall be made to wait a while in the corner until my Mr M is ready to cane me. Sort of get his breath back after the belting. Not that being fit he is really out of breath, but it is considered salutary that I be made to wait for the next instalment of the punishment. Building up my nervous tension as far as possible. The dread and fear mounting all of the waiting time.
 
   Mrs Bell gets back to her ledger work whilst I stand and cry not feet away from her. She is not sympathetic, as she has seen it all before and will again more than likely. She would not show her feelings, if she had any. It is, I reckon, about half an hour before my Mr M orders, “Through to the warehouse with you, boy, LOOK SHARP NOW!”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I reply and almost run through the curtain so as I can be seen to do as I am ordered on the DOUBLE. Though I am in no hurry to get the cane, which I know is what is in store for me now. I can see the sacks piled up at the far end of a clear space in the warehouse. The path from the office door to the sacks is clear of any obstructions. Of course I know why but to a casual onlooker the reason may not be obvious. The sacks of peas piled five high are considered as being the optimum height required for the caning to be its most effective.
 
   I stand just inside the warehouse and Mr M follows me through.
 
   “Strip naked!” he orders sharply.
 
   “Yes, Sir,” and I divest my pants, underpants, shoes and socks. Naked means naked in this instance.
 
   “Naked as an egg, Soutar, just the way you ought to be for this. Get a move on,” says Mr Fleming with a grin on his face as he sees me standing naked and shivering in the cold warehouse after divesting my nether garments.
 
   “Cold are you, boy?” he continues, “I think we can guarantee you will not be cold for long. At least a portion of your anatomy will be decidedly warmer when Mr M’s cane gets going on it.” And he comes over to fondle my now bare bottom again, squeezing the weals still evident from Mrs M’s tanning on Sunday afternoon across her knee. I flinch as he touches the worst of the tawse weals and he laughs, “These are small fry compared with what’s coming to you very shortly.”
 
   I know that what he says is the truth, what I have left from my Mistress’s thrashing with the tawse are as nothing compared to what her husband will do to me, albeit on her request.
 
   Mr M now strips to his vest and, as he does so, asks, “Extract the cane from the brine jar, Mr Fleming, please.” This cane is one of a variety used for the more serious thrashings at the Detention Centre. Again Mrs M had requested he be given a selection of such canes.
 
   The water drips from the rattan as he swishes it. A Victorian Dragon cane, the most painful type available. It is 48 inches long and heavy with brine. The thickness of a man’s middle finger it does not have a crooked handle like its lesser relations. This one has a leather thong hand loop, which is looped around the caner’s wrist to permit better control of the longer cane. Allowing the caner to flick the wrist just before landing the stroke. Thus increasing the sting. Intensely painful, I know I shall get at the very least 24 strokes perhaps more.
 
   “Right, elbow and thigh stretchers, Andy.” This order is addressed to one of his warehouse boys, who is quite a few years my junior. Leather cuffs are placed around my arms just above the elbow and locked into position. A thin but strong chain runs through the hard rubber tube, which serves to keep my arms apart. Similar restraints are affixed to my lower thighs. This restraint again has a chain within a wide metal rubber covered tube. It has the effect of spreading my thighs apart as wide as they can go; a wider expanse of bottom flesh makes a better target for the cane.
 
   “Down to the caning horse, Soutar, MOVE BOY!” The order comes from Mr Fleming and has me hobbling, with difficulty, but as fast as I can the short distance to the piled up sacks.
 
   “Take him OVER!” This order comes from Mr M and galvanises four burly warehouse lads into action, lifting me bodily, one at each limb, and roughly throwing me across the top of the sacks. The breath is knocked from me by this action. Quickly placing my arms and legs into the cuffs provided on the wooden board, which lays beneath the sacks and securing the wide strap across my waist the weight of the sacks and my own weight will keep them and me in position during the correction.
 
   I feel extremely vulnerable and, with head hanging down, disorientated, as I am meant to be. My bottom bent skintight over the caning horse. Legs spread wide and tightly secured into position for the thrashing. The awful feeling of being completely helpless and unable to stop what is going to happen has to be experienced to be appreciated to the full. To be unable to move even a fraction of an inch during the caning is frightening. One can write about it but still not really comprehend what is entailed.
 
   I start to whimper as the fear sets in harder, my plight ever more evident. I whimper and shake like a baby. I would plead for mercy in my fear, not that mercy would ever be evidenced. Mrs M has lectured Mr M in my presence on why leniency must never be shown. I have also been advised if I ever plead for leniency my punishment will be increased in severity. And so I simply whimper in terror, my body coated in goosebumps as my flesh tingles and crawls with fear.
 
   “Two dozen, young Soutar, of my VERY BEST will teach you not to upset the ladies when you are out with them in future. One of you lads switch on the spotlights and let me see my target properly.”
 
   The triple spotlights focus brightly on my bent and ready for caning bottom. So strong are these arcs that I can feel the heat of them a minute or so after switch on. A heat I know I shall only feel briefly as once the caning commences other heat and searing pain will be engendered very smartly indeed. 
 
   I try to imagine the scene behind me. An already lightly wealed, tightly stretched and precisely presented bottom brought into bright focus by lights especially installed just for the purpose of illuminating my backside. I wonder at that, as these arcs have no other use in this warehouse. I just cannot understand anyone going to that expense over ensuring they see what they are doing during a thrashing. But Mr M has been entrusted by his good wife to punish me with the utmost severity. A chore he takes seriously as he will be amply rewarded later that night when they cuddle up in bed together and discuss my plight.
 
   The bright lights illuminating the mounting cane weals and emphasising the blisters made by the cane tip.
 
   I feel the long cane laid across my rump and I wince, it firmly touches my flesh, right across my bum, but I know this is just measuring his first stroke. A measure that he will take prior to each and every stroke. Why I do not know as he takes a long run at me and the measure taken before that run commences cannot be effective. Or I wouldn’t think so. Still he does measure the thick cane across my bottom before each and every stroke. I think perhaps it’s psychological adding to the ceremony of a caning.
 
   Cane withdrawn I hear his footsteps retreat from me. About fifteen paces to my rear. The dread of what is to come is awful. I hear the running steps and the SWOOOSH of the rod and the CRACK! as it lands straight across my bare bottom. Like a slash of scalding water being thrown on my bum the cane thwacks across again and again until my howls and screams rent the warehouse. 
 
   The stripes are drawn down my bum starting high and proceeding down like rungs on a ladder until the backs of my thighs are wealed and striated with red painfully throbbing lines. Where the cane tip lands, contusions and blisters are raised. The weals rise as the punishment continues apace. The run not now heard as the strokes are laid on. I cannot even count them to myself and have no idea how many I have had nor how many yet to come.
 
   The pain is abominable as the cane continues it’s work. My howls and screams must be heard for miles, so loud are they. Howls have no effect on Mr M, who continues to cane hard and fast. I know Mr Fleming is counting the strokes as they are delivered but after a while (I hear “SIXTEEN” or perhaps “SEVENTEEN!” being called) I do not even hear his loud call of the remaining numbers. I have ceased to care. The only thing burning into my brain is the extreme pain emanating from the weals. How the burning weals can seem to burn simultaneously in my brain I do not know but I have learned by experience they do burn there.
 
   Eventually the thick rod stops landing and I realise dimly that the thrashing is over. I most certainly do not hear Mr Fleming shout, “TWENTY FOUR STROKES GIVEN!” and after a short pause “PUNISHMENT COMPLETED!”
 
   There may well be some lads who can take twenty-four strokes with the Dragon cane and remain fully aware of how many have been delivered and how many are still to come. Even those who can count the strokes themselves or advise the caner, on enquiry, of how many they have had up to and including the last stroke administered. I admit I am not so stalwart as these, if they should exist, and a sound caning really gets to me.
 
   I am left secured and bare so as the air can get at my weals. I shall stay there until it is time for Mr M to go home. That is after he has finished work and has been to visit the pub where he will stay for at least an hour before returning to release me. Just before leaving for the hostelry he places a wet sack, which has had rock salt thickly laid on it with a trowel, over the caned area with the words, “This will make you sting a bit more sharply, my fine lad! Teach you a better lesson perhaps.” Undoubtedly it does!!! My screams get louder and higher again as the salt bites into the fresh raw weals. 
 
   Left in the pitch dark with a bottom and palms so painful I wish I did not own them. Unable to move to try and ease the pain, the weals throb, burn and sting like fury as the salt works its way into them. I feel as if someone has set fire to my bottom and thighs. And the pain in my hands is reaching a crescendo too. Miss Laura told me later she had heard me yelling even for the belting but much louder whilst I was being caned. She lives a fair bit up the street from the warehouse and was inside the house at the time she heard me howling.
 
   Mr Fleming lands a few smacks across my legs as he prepares to leave for the day. I gasp anew at the smacks but they are fleabites compared with what I have had earlier.
 
   “Just to give you a further little reminder before I go, my lad. Learn to behave yourself if you wish to avoid this or worse next time. Plenty more where that lot came from you know,” he tells me. I am in no doubt about that and fervently hope I shall not require another sound thrashing in the warehouse, though I have had a couple before this one. It seems after just 6 months of living with this family that this is perhaps the norm and it will happen every so often. For very little reason when I consider it. I still have another two and a half years to serve yet.
 
   Did a damaged skirt warrant 42 strokes with the implements selected? And I may face further punishment at the hands of Mrs Marion Doughty’s family later. Not an event I look forward to either. I know I shall not sit comfortably for some while yet as quite a few strokes of the cane were aimed at the skin fold where thighs join bottom. Aimed there intentionally too. That combined with the stripes which travel down my thighs to almost the backs of my knees will ensure I remember the thrashing for some considerable time. As was the intention.
 
   On his return from the pub Mr M releases my bonds and with his aid I can just stagger out to his car. I go into the back and kneel up on the seat, as there is no way I shall be sitting down for some considerable time to come. On arriving home Miss Anne has me strip naked again and with the assistance of Mr & Mrs M gets me into a pair of heavy rubber knickers which cover me from knees to under arms. Miss Anne has coated the inside with salt all over so as to increase the discomfort of the punishment again.
 
   Once on, these knickers become hot and wet with the sweat, which cannot dry, as there are no air holes in the thick rubber. I am escorted to my room and told to lie face down, stretch out my arms and legs wide. My limbs are secured to the top and bottom of the bed and I am once more unable to move, from the spreadeagled position. The knickers having been coated with salt before being put on me and the fresh stinging and nipping of the already wet salt biting into the, now stretched, cane weals makes me howl again. I know I shall be here for some time and the knickers apart from adding to the punishment mean I can relieve myself without messing my bed. That, of course, adds to my discomfort. I hope I do not need to defecate, as that is even more uncomfortable to bear. Even worse to clean up when I am eventually released. The stink and the feel of faeces has to be experienced to once again appreciate the full implications.
 
   I have plenty of time to think and am glad Mrs M had written “A sound thrashing, please,” rather than “A severe thrashing, please.” The difference between ‘sound’ and ‘severe’ is a further 18 strokes of the tawse and another 24 strokes of the cane. A doubling of the punishment. I know it can happen but up to now I have avoided that unthinkable sentence. One always thinks one could not stand so many strokes but one also knows it has happened to others and they took it and remained conscious during the whole of the correction. Forced to remain conscious I may add. It is however possible that the more severe punishment may be given in two lots. Possible but not necessarily so unfortunately.
 
   All ‘foster’ parents are given a course in the ‘Art of Caning’ at the Detention Centre before receiving their ‘charges’.
 
   Mrs M had made sure Mr M attended and he had certainly benefited hugely from his course as had Mr Jackson. Mr Jackson’s cane is so vastly different from the one used by Mr M, yet has its own ghastly effect on bottom flesh. I feel as if my bum is being slashed with a red-hot blade at each and every stroke of Mr Jackson’s cane. Most of the weals, after just twelve cuts, each contain fresh blood which, with the application of first brine to make the blood run then salt rubbed in, makes the lesser stroked punishment almost as telling as the Dragon cane. The Jackson garden shed fairly rocks with my howls and struggles against the bonds securing me to the large saw horse. Ineffectual struggles I may add.
 
   I pray each night that I do not have to go to the Jackson house for punishment. Surely a little orange juice can be sponged out of the grey skirt material so as the stain disappears? But, will the fact it is an all round pleated skirt affect that fervently hoped and wished for outcome? That is what I do not know and so pray that so many crisp pleats will not prevent a proper sponging of the skirt.
 
   I shiver in bed at the thought of being ordered to “Go and phone Mrs Jackson to make an appointment to see her husband. You are to have a discussion with Mrs Jackson as it appears her skirt has just not regained its new look since you were responsible for messing it up.”
 
   My mouth dries at the very thought of that ‘discussion’. To plead accident will only make matters worse, so it is best just to agree I was very naughty and take the consequences. Painful as they will be.
 
   As fate would have it I did have to make that dreaded telephone call to Mrs Jackson and a date and time were fixed for me to pay a visit to partake of her ‘hospitality’ as Mrs Jackson put it rather unkindly.
 
   The ‘discussion’ had gone as I could have predicted. With me being branded a careless brat, thoughtless and unfit for the company of ladies. No mention of accident or the previous punishment. That punishment was, according to my Mistress, for upsetting her sisters and niece NOT for damaging Mrs J’s skirt.
 
   I start to cry during the ‘discussion’ and Mrs Jackson, looking pretty as a picture in a floral summer dress, says reprovingly, “There is no use in turning on the tears now, Soutar, my big son is about to thwack you with my heavy hairbrush and then you will have sound reason for tears, my lad.” To which young Master Ian says, “Yes, tears and howls I can certainly guarantee, Mum.”
 
   Mrs Jackson continues, after her son’s interruption, “No doubt there will be tears and howls, which is what I expect. You went out of your way that Tuesday to be on your worst behaviour. Look at the number of times Miss Doughty warmed your ear and even her Mother had a clout at your ear in the cafe. I could see your Mistress getting angrier and angrier, if you couldn’t, and so when she ordered you down to Hunter Street it did not come as a surprise to me nor, in fact, any of the others I gathered.”
 
   “However you did not go to Hunter Street as a result of what you did to my skirt and slip, but rather for your general misbehaviour that afternoon. So now you are to be punished for the damage you caused and the embarrassment you made me suffer. You did not even apologise to me when you upset the glass. A good session with the hairbrush and then a few cuts of my husband’s cane to follow will do you the world of good, Soutar, I am quite sure. Do you have anything to say for yourself before the punishment commences?”
 
   I reply smartly, “No, Ma’am,” and am immediately reproved by Mrs Jackson, who tells me, “It’s no, Ma’am, Mrs Jackson, Ma’am, when you answer.”
 
   I apologise and address the lady properly. “I’m sorry, Ma’am, Mrs Jackson, Ma’am for not addressing you correctly. No, Ma’am, Mrs Jackson, Ma’am, I have nothing to say.”
 
   Of course I could say that Miss Doughty’s warming of my ear was due to her bad mood and not altogether due to my behaviour. The bitch had been crotchety all day. Also I could say that the damage to the skirt had been an accident due to the light plastic child’s tumbler being all too easily knocked over. I did not apologise because of the hiatus caused with all these women jumping up and the immediate efforts to minimise any damage to the skirt. Before I could even try my Mistress had ordered me off to Hunter Street and her husband. None of these explanations would do me any good and would be construed as trying to avoid just punishment. So I held my tongue.
 
   “Very well then, let the punishment proceed,” ordered the lady, whom I knew would not even witness what was about to happen to me. “My hairbrush, Ian, is on my dressing table.”
 
   I am crying, whilst pulling up my thin, tight and very wet gym shorts really tight. The shorts are wet, as Master Ian has had them in the same brine filled container as the cane is still standing.
 
   “Come on, Soutar, they can go up a lot tighter than that yet. I want you to really feel this today!” says young Master Ian, with a grin, as he hefts the hairbrush ready to start my spanking. The mere sight of it in his hand makes my knees knock with dread anticipation. One would think I didn’t normally feel it. I feel like shouting “I do feel it -I do- I do feel it honestly and its damned sore!” Mr Ian’s grin does not indicate any fun aspect attaching to the spanking. Rather the opposite.
 
   I say to myself, “God, any tighter and I shall do myself a damage”. But try and tighten them up, I do. No use in purposefully antagonising someone who is about to wield a heavy hairbrush on my bum. I know, in seconds, I shall be howling.
 
   “Come on, you should know by this time how I want these shorts worn for a spanking, Soutar. Do you know, boy?” shouts Master Ian as I struggle to get the thin wet cloth of the shorts, which are already tight fitting when dry, on properly, I grunt with the effort, tears dripping down my face as I bend to pull them up. The sopping wet cloth sticks to my skin wherever it touches and to get it tight and crease free is difficult.
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I reply, sobbing noisily.
 
   To have to call an 18 year old ‘Sir’ when he is 4 years my junior is galling to say the least. To be walloped by a juvenile, who as yet, cannot only just vote, is not remarked upon by anyone and accepted as quite normal. Except by me, who has no say in the matter.
 
   “Well, Soutar, how do I require them worn for a spanking?’ asks Master Ian turning the screw.
 
   “Please, Sir, with the seam up between my cheeks and then pulled up crease free as tight as they can go. Legs to be smooth and crease free back and front also, Sir.”
 
   “Clever lad, now let’s see you do it and for your sake hurry up. I am meeting my girl friend in about an hour and I expect both spanking and caning to be finished well before then.”
 
   I wonder if he will tell his tall, blonde, leggy, girl friend he has just walloped my backside with his Mother’s hairbrush and had me howling. It is not so easy done as said but after a snarled reminder from Mr Jackson that we did not have ALL evening I eventually get them right. I hope.
 
   Mr Jackson remarks, “Just like two half moons his cheeks look in these wet shorts.” The wet, thin, white cotton becomes luminously transparent as it sticks to my skin. At least the legs I can see at the front are, so I suppose the rear is similar. I am ordered by Mr Jackson curtly, “Bend to touch those toes, boy, and that will get some of the creases out.”
 
   “Yes, Sir!” I reply, bending over as ordered.
 
   “And AGAIN!” Mr Jackson yells, “This time put your knuckles on your toes and keep your knees straight, that will help to stretch out any stray creases remaining.”
 
   “Yes, Sir!” and I bend once more.
 
   “They may look that way now but I’ll soon put some colour in those moons for him, believe me. Come on, boy, I’m waiting to give you something to really cry and grunt about. Your shorts will do as they are now,” says Master Ian signalling me over, with a crook of his index finger, to stand by his knee.
 
   To be called ‘boy’ makes me feel even more childish and standing looking down at the knee I am about to go over reinforces that feeling. Standing ready to go over Mr. Ian’s knee I can see Mr Jackson’s thin swishy cane removed from the pail and now resting against the big saw horse. The stout leather straps, of which, dangle waiting to secure me across its top. I know what Mr Jackson can do with that cane and think, just seconds before the punishment commences, what did I do to warrant this? Surely a lady’s skirt being damaged does not require such measures. Still I have no say in the matter and must just accept what is coming to me. That was all decreed by Mrs Jackson.
 
   “RIGHT NOW! ACROSS, BOY!” the order terse from Master Ian and I’m down and over quickly, already tears at the thought of what’s to come as the hairbrush starts to thwack loudly on my bottom. Right cheek then left cheek and right again, the hard brush thwacks loudly as I am told, “Keep your feet DOWN!” Lots of tears and howls come very quickly as the heat and pain build up. The wet gym pants adding, as is intended, to the biting sting of the hairbrush. 
 
   Unbelievable is the pain and my yells tell Master Ian and his Father that I am having a really sound walloping. There was never any doubt on that score, juvenile though Master Ian may be. A strong, well proportioned, juvenile unfortunately. One who can hand out a sound thrashing. Which is exactly what he is giving me.
 
   At one stage Master Ian places his right leg across my legs to try and hold me down as the brush continues its painful thwack, thwack, thwack. Eventually Master Ian calls to his Father, “Will you hold this boy’s legs down, please? I cannot get a proper wallop at him.” Some of the wallops land on my upper thighs as these are also covered by the wet cloth increasing the sting.
 
   People say to me “Goodness me, It’s just a hairbrush. That can’t hurt too much.” I invite them here and now to try a good thwacking with “Just a hairbrush.”
 
   My bottom is like tenderised steak after Master Ian and the hairbrush have finished with it. That is the intention to have it nice and ready for the thin swishy cane to split it. Which it will do most strokes out of the dozen I am to be given. Implements all selected by the good lady Mrs Jackson for her menfolk to wield. The spanking is said to be just a ‘little warm up’ for the cane, which is adjudged to be the real punishment. I’m not in any way denying that either but the spanking itself is really more than sufficient in my view. My view however does not count and is not asked for either. Why would it be?
 
   “Get those shorts off smartly for the cane, lad!” orders Mr Jackson, swishing and arcing that awful instrument as he speaks. Actually it is Mr Ian, who whisks them down to my ankles with a SWOOSH! and orders, “Step OUT!”
 
   I see the thin cane arced into almost a semi-circle demonstrating its sheer flexibility. That such a thin flexible cane will cut is certain.
 
   “Over to the horse,” the next command, and all too quickly I am tightly secured and ready. My livid bottom curved skin tight for the thin cane to do its worst. Surprisingly, I actually feel the cane nuzzled up to my bottom so as to aim the first cut.
 
   ‘SWISH!’....’CRACK!’ the first stroke brings a bellowing shriek from me as the sting bites straight away due to the already tender state of my bottom. Each succeeding stroke seems harder and more painful as the cuts open up my bum. ‘SWISH...CRACK!’ About an inch between the first few strokes given straight across the widest area. Above and below what was the aiming stroke. Then, three really cutting criss-cross strokes to ensure the cuts will definitely bleed. My right cheek is the recipient of the end of the cane at each stroke and I know from past experience that the skin blisters and breaks even when a much thicker cane is being used.
 
   Twelve strokes is not considered a lot for a lad my age but with the cane favoured by Mr Jackson ‘a cutter’ it is almost as bad as what Mr M gave me some weeks ago with the much thicker Dragon cane.. Mr Jackson lays them on hard and cut me he does a number of times.
 
   Bundled out to the car, still howling, and Mrs Jackson now joining her husband for the trip to my residence, I am taken home where Miss Anne has the thick rubber knickers already thickly salted as she knew the intention was to have me cut and bleeding. I am ‘assisted’ into them by Mrs Jackson and Miss Anne herself. Spreadeagled, face down on my bed and secured hands and feet again I am left to contemplate the error of my ways. To be stinging viciously at so many points and  unable to move, even a fraction, to relieve the sting or move the salt encrusted knickers is really awful.
 
   A 24-hour spell in these knickers is the normal. Occasionally they are removed for re-salting and it’s a mighty struggle to get the tight rubber off. Requiring at least two people to assist me in almost peeling them off and getting them back on again. The thick rubber knickers are an addition to punishment, which I hate. They are, however, as much a part of correction as the thrashings, which precede their wearing.
 
   Why could not Mrs Jackson do the necessary? My Mistress, her sister, does so after all, on occasion. I’d much rather be across Mrs Jackson’s knee with her wearing a skirt, pleated or otherwise or trousers if she preferred. Followed by the same caning from her as her husband gives me. No such luck however. It is adjudged that men do the menial chores such as thrashing the likes of me.
 
   The heavy all round pleated skirt and a silky, peach coloured, lace trimmed slip had been produced during the ‘discussion’, at which time the stain on each garment was very evident, The skirt was said to have been dry cleaned and the slip washed more than once. Both now only fit for wearing during housework. Thus money wasted. Both in purchasing the skirt, in particular, and having it cleaned. I have since seen it worn outside and no sign of any stain remains. I suspect it has been dry cleaned since the ‘discussion’ and not before it, though I dare not say a word.
 
    
 
    
 
   The End


 
   
  
 



A Blissful Marriage
 
 
   Chapter 1
 
   
By Nick
 
    
 
   When Harriet came down to breakfast, Richard was standing at the sink, rinsing out his breakfast dishes and putting them in the dishwasher. "Morning, honey," he said, and she replied with a yawn and a sleepy response. She sat at the kitchen table, took a drink of orange juice, opened the newspaper and yawned again. The cat had followed her downstairs and walked around her feet under the table. Richard poured a cup of coffee for his wife at the counter, stirred in the milk and sweetener she liked, brought it to the table.
 
    
 
   "Hmm, thanks," she said. "That's good, just what I needed. It's good to sleep in on Saturday, isn't it?"
 
    
 
   "I wouldn't know," Richard joked. "I've been up for hours."
 
    
 
   She sniffed. "Or at least a half hour. How about poached eggs this morning, okay?" She scanned the front page as she talked to her husband.
 
   "All right." He busied himself getting the eggs going and the bread for toast. "Anything else?"
 
    
 
   "No, that's enough. I'm meeting Suzy at the club for tennis in an hour or so, so I better have a light breakfast." She looked at her husband who was waiting for the water to boil on the stove. He was wearing his sweat pants and T-shirt, his usual Saturday garb. His arms were tanned and strong; his waist was flat, due in some part, she thought, from the good exercise he always got on the weekend. He was a few years younger than she, good-looking and in good shape.
 
    
 
   "I'll have lunch at the club," she continued between sips of coffee. "Then Suzy and I are in a couple of doubles matches, and I'll be home in mid-afternoon." There was a pause as she watched Richard break two eggs into a bowl, then drop then smoothly into the boiling water.
 
    
 
   "What are your plans for today?" she asked lightly.
 
    
 
   "Well, kitchen first, then laundry and bathrooms," he said, starting the toaster. "Would it be all right if I watched some football this afternoon?"
 
    
 
   Harriet thought about that for a moment, coffee cup at her lips then shook her head slightly. "I don't think so, Richard. You have to clean the guest bedroom - Mother's coming on Tuesday. So clean sheets in there, clean the tub, sink and toilet, plus vacuuming and dusting the whole house. And make sure that bedroom and bathroom are really spotless - you know how fastidious Mother is. Check for any mold in the shower. I think you better stay away from the TV today and make sure you're on top of the housecleaning. You have to feed the cat and clean out the litter box, too. Remember, we're going out tonight, and we have your weekly session this afternoon after I get home." She looked over the top of the paper. "I want you to keep that in mind while you're working today."
 
    
 
   Richard slowed his movements at the stove. "Of course I remember. Is there anything special today?"
 
    
 
   She shook her head. "No, nothing too special. But we'll discuss everything this afternoon."
 
    
 
   "Yes, dear." Richard did not argue with his wife when it came to his duties and responsibilities. That had been agreed on as part of their pre-nuptial contract.
 
    
 
   "And besides," she said, "isn't there more football tomorrow?"
 
    
 
   "Sure. Games at 1 o'clock, 4 o'clock, and another at night." He grinned. "Football all day."
 
    
 
   "Then maybe you can have some time to watch tomorrow, if things work out today." That seemed to be her final word on that subject.
 
    
 
   "Yes, thanks." He was busy now putting the eggs on the toast. "Here, Harriet. I think these are just right." He put the plate in front of her.
 
    
 
   "They look good." She poked a fork in the yolk and watched it run over the toast. "Just the way I like them. You're getting good with poached eggs, Richard."
 
    
 
   There was pleasure in the look he gave her. "Anything else?" he asked.
 
    
 
   "A little more coffee, please."
 
    
 
   She ate the rest of her breakfast in silence, turning the pages of the newspaper occasionally. He finished with the dishes he had, and waited for the rest from the table. She glanced up at him. "You needn't look worried," she said. "I said there's nothing special. It's just a regular weekend maintenance. You know we have one every week. I just want you to think about it while you're doing your chores. It makes you a little more diligent. If I were you I'd worry about Mother's visit."
 
    
 
   "I know," he said. "It's just …"
 
    
 
   She got up and gave him a peck on the cheek. "Just put in a good day on the house and everything will be all right." She patted him gently, then left the kitchen to get dressed for her morning at the club.
 
    
 
    
 
   Harriet was home about 3:30, carrying her tennis bag over one shoulder and looking a little disgusted. She found Richard in the laundry room, folding a basket of underwear and dropped her tennis bag there. "You still doing laundry?" she asked. "I would have thought you'd be done by now."
 
    
 
   "I got a little behind and rearranged the schedule," he admitted. "How'd the tennis go?"
 
    
 
   Harriet shook her head. "I beat Suzy in singles this morning. That was okay. Then this afternoon I had her as my partner in doubles and we got beat in two sets. Sometimes Suzy just doesn't concentrate."
 
    
 
   Harriet was plainly agitated, and Richard wasn't surprised. His wife was a lawyer, just turned thirty-one, three years older than he was, running her own law firm employing ten lawyers and twice as many paralegals and secretaries. It was mostly a man's world she worked in, and she was fiercely competitive. She hated to lose at anything. She turned back towards the kitchen. "I'm having a glass of iced tea," she said. "You go upstairs and get ready for your lesson. It starts now."
 
    
 
   There was a bite in her voice and he knew she meant business. They had been married now for just over six months and Richard's training was proceeding pretty much as she wanted. When she said that a lesson was starting, a set of rules immediately went into effect, and the first of them was that he had to stop any other activity, follow her every instruction without question, and not speak unless told to do so. And of course, he also had to address her properly.
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am," he said. And immediately left the laundry room for upstairs.
 
    
 
   Upstairs, Richard went to the smaller bedroom that served as his changing room and where he occasionally slept, if Harriet wanted privacy. When they moved into the house Harriet decided that the master bedroom's large walk-in closet would be devoted entirely to her clothes. He quickly undressed, even removing his watch and ring, and padded barefoot into the master bedroom, closing the door behind him. This was rule number two. He was to enter the session room, usually the master bedroom, completely naked and would remain that way for the duration. The bedroom was spacious, with a skylight that provided all the light needed in the late afternoon. There was enough room for an easy chair and two side chairs, besides the king-sized bed, her dressing table and a chest of drawers.
 
    
 
   Now came rule number three. Richard stood at the end of the king-sized bed, faced the door and the full-length mirror it held, at attention, feet together, with his hands up, behind his head, looking straight ahead at his reflection. He was to wait like this until his wife told him otherwise.
 
    
 
   This was the beginning of his weekly session of discipline, a regular occurrence since even before they were married, whereupon he would be subject to any punishment or correction Harriet thought fitting and necessary for Richard's betterment, justice, or her own needs. At this time he would be disciplined not only for any specific lapses she had observed during the week, but also as a reminder that Harriet was the head of the household, and he was subject to her oversight in all aspects of their relationship. Harriet's job outside the home was running her own law office, and often had to put in 60 or even 80-hour work weeks. Their agreement was that Richard would work from home, be responsible for all of the household duties, and free Harriet from day-to-day worries about cooking, laundry, cleaning, yard work, or any maintenance. Of course he had to defer to her in all of the major decisions and request any major expenditures, but in general he took care of the job of maintaining their residence and this left Harriet free to concentrate on her challenging career.
 
    
 
   Richard was given a lot of freedom and even encouraged to be as creative in his work as possible, but everything he did was subject to her review, and Harriet did not hesitate to call Richard to task when his work was less than perfect, just as she did to subordinates at the office. His training actually began before they were married, and it was his success during this trial period that convinced them they should be married. They drew up a contract that specified in detail all of the duties and responsibilities of each one, and it included, of course, the discipline section.
 
    
 
   Because of Harriet's workload, she was rarely able to discipline Richard for infractions as they occurred, but rather had to wait for the weekend, when she usually had at least part of one day free. This week it was Saturday afternoon, squeezed between her tennis outing and the dinner party that evening.
 
    
 
   Downstairs, Harriet drank her tea without hurry, walked through the rooms taking in every detail. She inspected the work Richard had done, and even went so far as to check for dust on shelves and behind pictures. In the TV room she turned on the television momentarily, stared at it a moment, then turned it off. She ran her finger over the screen to look for the dust that the picture tube always attracted. She backtracked through the kitchen, looked into the dishwasher, put her empty glass by the sink. Then she walked upstairs.
 
    
 
   Harriet entered the master bedroom, and as usual, the cat followed her. The cat, Tanya, was a large, black female with piercing yellow eyes that seemed to always stare at Richard with disdain. Tanya quickly jumped onto the bed in back of him and found a spot by the pillows where she curled down and observed silently. Richard did not like the cat very much - it seemed to always be watching him, then running over to Harriet to tell her secrets.
 
    
 
   Harriet glanced her husband standing at the foot of the bed. Walking past him toward the bathroom she touched his stomach lightly, a gesture that told him to keep it pulled in. Then she asked, nonchalantly it seemed, "Did you see any football today?"
 
    
 
   "No, ma'am," he answered.
 
    
 
   Harriet went into the bathroom and undressed, leaving her tennis clothes on the floor, and put on a short, flowered, bathrobe, rather like a kimono with short sleeves. She was a tall woman; with blonde hair she kept short for ease of care, and dark blue eyes. She was not overweight, but big boned with heavy, strong thighs and calves that showed her Scandinavian heritage. Back in the bedroom she walked past Richard again, opened the closet door, and went inside to view the small but valued assemblage of instruments of correction that hung on the wall. She selected a foot-long, two-fingered, cow-hide tawse, and experimentally slapped it against one bare thigh. She came out to stand directly in front of her husband. She looked at him steadily in both eyes. He, as had been taught, returned her gaze.
 
    
 
   "Did you watch any television today while I was away?"
 
    
 
   "No, ma'am." His eyes blinked.
 
    
 
   "Hold out your right hand, supported." She held the tawse draped over her right shoulder.
 
    
 
   He held out his right hand, and held it underneath with his left. Without warning she expertly flicked the tawse down hard onto his right palm, still fixing her gaze in his eyes. The tawse returned to her shoulder. He grunted in pain, looked at his hand.
 
    
 
   "Look at me," she snapped. Quickly she flicked the tawse five more times. Each time he grunted, the last time it was more like a squeal. His hand wavered, his eyes teared up.
 
    
 
   Her voice was cool and deliberate. "I turned on the TV just now. It was tuned to a sports channel. Before I left this morning I had looked at the weather channel for a little while. I turned it off still tuned to that channel. How did it get changed?"
 
    
 
   He didn't answer for a moment.
 
    
 
   "Left hand," she ordered.
 
    
 
   Obediently, now flushed with shame, he switched hands. She immediately flicked the tawse on that hand six times, each stroke harder that the last. Now he squealed with the final strokes, and his hand quivered with the sharp pain.
 
    
 
   "I'm waiting for an answer, and I'll continue to beat your palms until I get one."
 
    
 
   "I'm sorry!" He panted in agony. "I'm sorry, ma'am! I turned on the TV just for a minute when I was dusting in there! Just to get the scores! I didn't watch any games! I didn't think a minute would hurt!"
 
    
 
   She stopped the tawse and looked at him quizzically, a show of satisfaction mixed with disappointment. She let the tawse drop to her side. "Hands up." She waited until his hands were behind his head. "I'm sorry, too, Richard. I'm sorry you did that after I specifically told you not to. But I'm even more sorry that you lied to me. I don't tolerate lying, do I, Richard?"
 
    
 
   Richard was remorseful. "No, ma'am. I'm sorry. I don't know why I did it. It seemed harmless. Just a minute…" His voice trailed off.
 
    
 
   "What can I do if I can't trust you, Richard?"
 
    
 
   "You can trust me. That's the only thing I did all week…"
 
    
 
   "Still quite a bit of dust in the living room. The laundry wasn't complete. Has the cat been fed? Litter box emptied? I didn't look in the spare bedroom and bathroom yet. What will I find there, Richard? Did you finish in there? What will I find when I look?"
 
    
 
   "I think it's all right," he mumbled uncertainly. "I spent a lot of time in there."
 
    
 
   "Oh, in between football scores?" she asked sarcastically. "After we've finished here we'll take a look together. And if it's not perfect, we'll come back here and have another session. Would you like that, Richard?"
 
    
 
   "No, ma'am," he answered quickly. "I'm sure you'll find it in good condition."
 
    
 
   "We'll see. You'll be getting a good strapping now, Richard. Get out the riser."
 
    
 
   She walked back into the closet and hung up the tawse, and replaced it with a thick, brown, well-oiled leather strap, the one called ‘the nun's strap’. Richard, in the meanwhile, turned and knelt to slide a gleaming, maple box out from under the bed and positioned it at the end of the bed. The heavy platform stood about six inches high and three feet wide. On the top were two leather pockets for his feet near the outer edges, pointed toward the bed but angled with the toes pointed inwards. 
 
    
 
   "Get on it," was his wife's next order. "Bend over and separate your cheeks for me."
 
    
 
   He stepped onto the platform and turned around to face the bed, placing his feet in the toe holds. Next he bent forward at the waist and held his bottom cheeks apart with his still-smarting hands, whereupon Harriet carefully dabbed a generous blob of Tiger Balm on his anus, the sweet and pungent odor reaching his nostrils at the same time as the burning sensation, a trick she had learned to help discourage him from clenching his buttocks for the duration of his strapping. When she was satisfied she had a thick coating she patted his rump, a signal for him to release his cheeks and lift his head. "Your butt hairs are very long," she said, "too long." She looked distastefully at her finger, wiped it off on a towel. "When Mother gets here next week she can take you in for a waxing to remove them," she said. "I want your butt to be as smooth in the crack as it is on the outside. Do you understand? Make an appointment on for Gloria's as soon as you can."
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am."
 
    
 
   She put the small jar of balm back on the dresser, now took the nun's strap by its wooden handle, let it swing gently back and forth while she eyed his naked buttocks. 
 
    
 
   The riser was constructed for the purpose of elevating Richard to a convenient height and forcing him into a position with toes angled in, that along with the Tiger Balm, prevented him from clenching his bottom cheeks together. Now his buttocks were at a perfect height for his wife's attention. The cat, seeing him stand still, came down to his end of the bed and found a new place to sit where she could watch.
 
    
 
   "Present yourself."
 
    
 
   He bent over to grasp the rail at the end of the bed, then arched his lower back down to push out and display his buttocks in full. He trembled ever so slightly in anticipation. He looked down as his hands, willing himself to keep in position. The cat hissed in concert with his preparations.
 
    
 
   "Request punishment." Harriet stared at the twin white hills, smooth and hairless, taut and inviting. She felt a catch in her breath as she contemplated their fullness, looked at the crease where the buttock met the top of the thigh.
 
    
 
   "Harriet, would you please punish me for all of my faults and shortcoming, so that I may make our home and our marriage as perfect as possible?" Richard's voice was clear and even, a result of the training he had undergone. He was not allowed to mumble or mince words.
 
    
 
   "As you wish." Harriet took a deep breath, found her position on his left side slightly behind him. She reached out with her left hand and stroked his skin at the roundest part of his buttocks. There was a long pause as she straightened, exhaled her breath and brought in a fresh one. Then, without preamble, the strap was in the air and flashing toward its target, exploding with full force on the pair of cheeks. In slow motion she could see his finely muscled flesh compress, then rebound and at the same time take on a pink color.
 
    
 
   He heard the sound before he felt the pain - that searing sting of leather on cheek - and when he did feel it he wanted to lift his feet off the riser, to stand up and to plunge his hands to his butt to assuage the sting, but he could not lift his foot and dared not lift his hands, but only stay in position, presented to his wife's attention.
 
    
 
   The sound of leather on that smooth skin was music to Harriet's ears. Her nostrils flared, and she sent the second stroke after the first with little pause, and then another and another. After a half dozen, she slowed her pace, and began a methodical and complete thrashing of her husband's backside, turning it gradually pink, and then a darker shade of red as the strap made its second, third, and fourth visit to the same expanse of buttock. The cat seemed to grin up at him, twitching her tail with every stroke of the leather strap. He, the recipient of the punishment, tried to keep still but he couldn't help waggling his bottom after each stroke before bringing it back to the proper position, and Harriet had to remind him occasionally to maintain his presentation. In truth, she wanted to see her husband react to the strap. She would hate it if he stood silently, and loved to watch him howl and contort when she caught his ass with a particularly vicious stroke.
 
    
 
   Occasionally Harriet would pause to put some query to her husband.
 
    
 
   "Do you know why you are being strapped?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am," he sniffed in agony. "For lying about the TV."
 
    
 
   WHACK! Another stroke. "And for not finishing the laundry."
 
    
 
   WHACK! Another stroke. "And for a hasty job of dusting."
 
    
 
   WHACK! Another stroke. "And for not running the dishwasher."
 
    
 
   She continued. "Do you deserve a strapping, Richard?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am," he whimpered. "I do. I'm sorry I disappointed you."
 
    
 
   "And do you resolve to do better next time?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am, I do." The break in his voice meant he was close to tears, and it was Harriet's resolve to bring them out, for, she had learned, it was only the release of tears that truly gave him the emotional release he needed to learn the lesson. For that then, she moved the strap to his upper thighs, and the crease between thigh and buttock. She didn't hold back but exploited that strong arm that had swung the tennis racket earlier that day, and she was rewarded in a few moments with the awaited heart-rendering outpouring of tears and cries for mercy that she had waited for.
 
   "Oh, please!" he squealed. "No more! Please, Harriet! I'm sorry!"
 
    
 
   "Harriett?" she said. "Remember where you are!"
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am," he quickly apologized between great heaves of sobs. "I'm sorry."
 
    
 
   She gave him a final dozen strokes, reveling in the squealing and sobbing, imploring him after every stroke to keep in position, and finally, spent, mercifully dropped the heavy strap to her side and without a word, returned it to its place in the closet. Back behind him in a minute, she gently took her husband's arm and lifted his hands off the rail to standing position, backed him slowly down from the box, and hugged his trembling, naked body.
 
    
 
   "There, there," she soothed. "It's all over now."
 
    
 
   "Oh, Harriet," he sobbed, trying to wipe his face on her shoulder. "I'm sorry. I'm really sorry."
 
    
 
   "I know you are," she said. "It's all over."
 
    
 
   She stepped back from him and gave him a peaceful smile. "Don't you feel better now? Aren't you glad I punished you? Isn't that good to get it over with?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, yes." He had stopped sniffing. "You're right. I deserved that and now it's over."
 
    
 
   "Well, almost over." Her eye took on a glint. "A lying mouth has to be punished, too." She removed a hotel-sized cake of soap from the pocket of her kimono and unpeeled the wrapper.
 
    
 
   "Open up."
 
    
 
   He opened his mouth, and she popped it halfway in.
 
    
 
   "Bite down."
 
    
 
   She looked at him with the bar of soap in his mouth. "Now, I'm going to shower while you look in the mirror and think about lying, and what it does to me, and how it can destroy a marriage. Put away the box and resume your stance with hands up, eyes front. Don't touch your bottom. I want you to remember that strap for a day or so. Understand? We're going to dinner tonight and I want you to think of me and your duties every time you sit down."
 
    
 
   He nodded sorrowfully, genuinely regretting his trespasses, and determined to show his wife that he had learned the lesson.
 
    
 
   "Good." She undid the belt of her kimono and slipped out of it. She put her hand around his penis and testicles and squeezed gently. "Now think good thoughts while I shower. Then you can have one, too." She walked into the bathroom, and the cat jumped off the bed to follow her, stopping at the bathroom door to look back, perhaps to grin in triumph.
 
    
 
   She came out of the shower after fifteen minutes and dismissed Richard by making him bite off the end of the soap bar that was in his mouth, chewing it up and swallowing it. Then he was allowed to take a quick shower while Harriet toweled herself dry and dried her hair. When he came out of the bathroom she was sitting naked on the edge of the bed. "Over here." She pointed to the floor at her feet. "On your knees, Richard. You know what to do." She held Tanja in her arms as Richard took his designated spot and put his head between her legs. "Hmm," she said, leaning back in delight. "That feels good…"
 
    
 
    
 
   Continued in Volume 2…
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Religious Upbringing

Chapter 1 

By Derek
 
   
My life changed radically when I was just turned sixteen and in fourth form at secondary school. It was not so much because I ‘discovered’ the benefits of religion, though my mother would attribute it to this! In fact my mother found religion, and more particularly, Sister Bernice.
 
   
Let me set the scene before I tell my tale. My family consisted of mother, my four sisters, and myself. At the time of my ‘lifestyle’ change, Sarah was fourteen; Megan was twelve; and Jennifer and Rachael, the ‘twins’, were six. Our father had passed away three years earlier leaving Mum to raise us by herself. A big family and a part-time job to keep the roof over our heads meant she was pretty stressed. I can see this in hindsight. Without a firm father figure I was, I concede, a little ‘off-the-rails’, though not bad at heart. More a case of ill-disciplined; a strong character who challenged authority. This was the mid-sixties and change was in the air, even in the far north east of England where we lived, just a few miles south of the Scottish border.
 
   
I lived for football, at the expense of school and homework in particular. I hung out late with my mates, had to be dragged out of bed in the mornings and didn’t lift a finger to help out at home. Heck, I had four sisters and housework was for women anyway! And life had not got so liberated back then that many guys at all did all that women’s work! Can’t say I was too friendly to my sisters either. They were girls, played with dolls and did dress-ups; plus they were younger than I was. I would pull the twins pig tails; and laughed when Mum started going to church and the girls went off to Sunday School in their prissy best, all four of them with their hair in pigtails and ribbons! I was the cool kid at school, with unconventionally long hair like the Beatles and Stones, I pushed the school uniform regulations to the limit. I had no shortage of admirers!
 
   
At church Mum confided in Sister Bernice and told her in detail of my antics and her fears for my future. It was early December when I pushed matters too far and had my first, of what would be far too many, encounters with Sister Bernice and her ideas of raising problem teenage boys! I had been playing football with some mates and kicked the ball over a neighbour’s fence, breaking the greenhouse glass. Since I had kicked the ball I had to leap over the fence and retrieve it. We all ran off laughing and went to the park, ignoring the shouts from the disgruntled gardener as we disappeared round the corner.
 
   
Unfortunately one of the prying old ladies across the street had witnessed it all and the police were called. A sergeant went and visited each of our homes. I was lectured and told I would have to pay for the glass with my three mates. Mother was told in a rather forthright manner that she had better do something to instil some discipline in me. I still recall Mother advising him, “I am going to send him off to meet Sister Bernice and discuss his behaviour with her!” With that in mind, the officer advised her, “we’ll take this no further, Sister Bernice will certainly help you out! But make sure he goes, or I will take the matter further!” I got another telling off after the officer left before I was sent off to bed, with her closing words, “I shall make an appointment for you tomorrow evening, and you had better turn up on time, you heard what the officer said!”
 
   
I caught up with my mates the next day at school. Robbie and Dave were both very sore as their Dads had given them a good leathering. Jimmy advised he had spent ten minutes over his Mum’s lap while she whaled his backside with her hairbrush, and he was grounded for a week too! So I was feeling pretty smug with myself as I joked with the guys. I still had my ball so we played again at lunchtime and that evening, though more carefully this time.
 
   
Nonetheless, the police thing was a scare, so when Mum told me that next evening that I had a four twenty pm appointment with Sister Bernice; after school on Friday at the convent; I was too scared not to be there I can assure you! The Convent was about five minutes away from our school so, with a four pm finish, I had plenty of time to get there. The Convent was related to our local parish church that Mum attended with the girls, a local nursing home and also a small girl’s boarding school with about 300 boarders.
 
   
Well, come four pm, we left school. I had a ten-minute kick around with the guys and headed off to the Convent. In fairness, I was probably a little scruffy. My hair was longish; heck, this was the Beatles era! And having played soccer at both breaks, lunch and ten minutes or so at the end of school, no doubt my uniform was, as usual a little the worse for wear.
 
   
It was about four thirty when I got to the Convent and was met by a young sister, Sister Rose, who was very kindly. “Your late,” were her first words. “Only by a few minutes,” I smiled warmly back.
 
   
“Sister Bernice will not like this! And your uniform…at least tuck your shirt in! And straighten your tie too please, Sister Bernice will get really angry otherwise. Now come with me before things get worse for you.”
 
   
She took me in to a large stone room. It was very spartan, with only a religious cross on the wall, a bookcase and a large timber desk. The only other furniture being what looked like a wardrobe and a vaulting horse. Seated behind the desk was Sister Bernice. She was a large, buxom lady, a grey pallid face marked with strong angry crease lines. She was not my idea of a loving nun, quite the opposite.
 
   
“Sister Bernice,” Sister Rose called out timidly, “Derek Thorpe is here to see you.” 
 
    
 
   Sister Bernice rose and walked over, her eyes fixed on me with an austere, shocked look.
 
   
“What time is it boy?” she thundered.
 
   
I gulped nervously, “just gone four thirty.”
 
   
“Just gone four thirty, SISTER!” she rebuked me, “…which means you are late. Not a promising sign. In fact a sign of total disrespect Thorpe. And look at you!” she sneered derisively, “…slovenly, dirty shoes, your tie askew, unkempt hair… I am shocked. We clearly have a much more serious case of disrespect than I ever thought likely. We are going to need to implement some serious disciplinary measures, are we not boy?”
 
   
“Sister Rose, please go fetch Sister Agnes to assist.”
 
   
Sister Bernice continued to stare at me in a manner that made my blood run cold, as I shivered involuntarily. Sister Rose, who I noted was young, yet clearly strong and athletic, was joined by a lady in her thirties but of a very stout build, not unlike Sister Bernice herself. Their faces were pinched tight by their uniforms, and with no hair showing, making them look more severe.
 
   
“Have you ever seen such a scruff?” remarked Sister Bernice to no one in particular. “Clearly there is no discipline at home or school. Would you ever imagine one of our girls attending school in such a dishevelled, disrespectful guise?”
 
   
I shuffled my feet uneasily, clinging on to my soccer ball for comfort in the face of such disdain.
 
   
“Just look at you! I am going to advance your training. Believe me boy, YOU WILL NEVER AGAIN PRESENT YOURSELF SO DISRESPECTFULLY… NEVER!”
 
   
She stood up and came over to me taking my soccer ball before returning to her desk and picking up a very large pair of scissors. I watched with horror as she stabbed my ball several times before throwing it away.
 
   
Her voice sounded like tinkling bells and splintering glass; soothing, but with an edge of menace; “You’ll have little time or inclination to play soccer after I have finished!..........
 
   
Have you ever been caned before boy?”
 
   
I was dumbstruck. ‘before’ implied I was about to be. It was a shocking thought.
 
   
“No Sister,” I more or less gasped out.
 
   
“Now why doesn’t that surprise me? Do they use the cane at school?”
 
   
“Yes Sister, some boys have been caned.”
 
   
“And how many strokes?”
 
   
“Usually two Sister, sometimes three,” I was feeling decidedly edgy and starting to shiver at the direction of this conversation.
 
   
“That’s the problem nowadays Sister Rose,” continued Sister Bernice, “No discipline and Namby Pamby punishments. Totally ruins the children and they end up like this; in all sorts of trouble. Boys in particular need strict regimentation and severe consequences. Helps them know their boundaries and improves them no end. You are very lucky Thorpe your mother sent you to me!”
 
   
I wasn’t feeling so lucky right then!
 
   
“You will not find me so lenient. Now strip!”
 
   
I looked on in shocked astonishment.
 
   
“STRIP,” she roared. I was too scared to do otherwise. I removed my blazer, which was taken by Sister Rose, followed by my shirt, shoes, socks and trousers, so I was left standing in only my underwear. Sister Bernice glared at me as I shook in terror, surely not naked in front of three ladies, even if they were nuns. At my school you removed no clothing, not even the blazer, just bent over the chair according to people who had been caned.
 
   
“DO NOT MAKE ME ANGRIER THAN I AM. REMOVE THEM!”
 
   
I stood naked before them, trembling, my hands covering my genitals. This was a shocking turn of events; I had never been spanked in my life, let alone caned.
 
   
Sister Bernice smiled a sinister smile. She took my socks, trousers and underwear and cut them up with the scissors. She then rang her bell again. Another novice sister arrived. Please pick-up Thorpe’s bag and the rest of his clothes, and take them away. I have other plans for his attire.”
 
   
She then handed me a pair of navy blue schoolgirls knickers. “Put these on, we don’t need to see your modesty.”
 
   
They were made of very fine, and very worn cotton, and two or three sizes too small for me. This meant they were an extremely tight fit and provided me with no protection.
 
   
Sister Bernice opened a cupboard and took out a cane. She approached me flexing it. I was now trembling uncontrollably. “This is my junior cane,” she advised, “very thin, very flexible, about two feet six inches. It stings remarkably,” she continued, as she slashed it through the air, making a dreadful sound. My junior girls get up to six strokes of this on their knickers.”
 
   
After a few more test strokes, she returned to the cupboard and took out a cane some six inches longer, and slightly thicker. Advancing on me again she advised, “This is my senior cane. This gets most use. See how well oiled it is?” She held it under my nose to look at. I nervously bit my lips. She then swished this viciously through the air a few times before continuing, “Girls get up to 12 strokes of this on their knickers, sometimes more!” She slashed it again and I nearly fell over I was trembling so much.
 
   
Sister Rose and Sister Agnes gripped hold of me as Sister Bernice returned to the cupboard and took out a third cane. This looked positively evil. “This is my Reformatory cane,” she spoke as she admired it with obvious affection, “thirty-nine inches long, made of very dense dragon cane; so it is much, much heavier than the others. It’s a little thicker too, but every bit as flexible,” she smiled in a scary manner as she bent the cane almost double before swiping it several times through the air. It made a dreadful whirring sound. I felt like vomiting.
 
   
“Sadly I don’t get to use this too often. It’s exceptionally severe and reserved for the most serious miscreants only. Twelve strokes is the minimum for my Reformatory cane. It stings frightfully and delivers the most excruciating results judging by the screams. I gave someone twelve strokes last month. Poor girl was a little older than you; she nearly screamed the house down! Of course, you have to be restrained for this cane, can’t expect you to remain stoically in place.”
 
   
She swished it through the air a few times. It made a deathly quiet whir each time. “I think this is suited admirably for you Thorpe. What do you think?” She whipped it down with terrifying force on to the leather chair. I nearly wet the knickers in fear. Did she really ‘never give less than Twelve?’
 
   
“Place him over the horse,” she advised my ‘captors’, who frog marched me over. I was pulled over as Sister Bernice secured my ankles to the feet of the vaulting horse. The two Sisters moved around to the other side and pinned me harshly down by the shoulders and upper arms.
 
   
“Twenty four strokes,” announced Sister Bernice as I started sobbing uncontrollably, real tears falling down my cheeks, “Don’t expect any sympathy for a few tears,” laughed Sister Bernice, “you will shed a lot more by the time I give you something to really cry about.”
 
   
Sister Bernice waited and then let fly with the first stroke. I knew it would hurt, but it worse than my wildest imagination. It took my breath away so much so that I initially uttered not a sound, then the pain bit home deeper, and I shrieked aloud in agony.
 
   
"CRACK ! ! ! !" the next stroke lashed in and this one was just above the first. I was in agony and just screamed and screamed, my legs lifted and my hands tried to pull away from the two Sisters but they gripped tightly down and the restraints on my legs minimised my movement.
 
   
Now the cane lashed down for a third "CRACKKK ! ! !", then a fourth time "CRACKKK ! ! !" - the pain was excruciating and I continued to scream until I was hoarse.
 
   
"No more, No more PLEASE" I yelled out.
 
   
Sister Bernice ignored my pleas and again "CRACKKK ! ! !" the cane whipped into my bottom, sinking into the soft cheeks which were presented to it. My buttocks were now on fire, painted with strong white lines which where rapidly turning to purple. The next stroke now connected "CRACK ! ! !", and nothing I had felt before had prepared me for this. It was as though all the pain I had ever suffered was concentrated into that small area of my bottom and my cries got louder and longer. 
 
   
My bottom was throbbing with the pain. "CRACK ! ! !" The pain this time was so immense that I tried furiously to drag away from the grip of Sister Rose, thinking her the weakest link, but she held firm, her face emotionless.
 
   
"CRACK ! ! !" the next stroke seemed to land on top of a previous weal and it became even more puffy and the sensation was of the area swelling like a balloon but this was soon dispelled. 
 
   
"CRACK ! ! !" The next stroke landed between two previous ones. This was superb placing of strokes by Sister Bernice who knew exactly how to make sure that the whole bottom area was adequately attended to.
 
   
"CRACK ! ! !" "CRACK ! ! !" The next two strokes seemed to land almost together so that my screams covered both incidents. Again the weals were being crossed by other marks. Now there was no area that was untouched.
 
   
Finally the last stroke arrived, she drew her arm back and land a ferocious blow, which caused me to scream at the top of my lungs. It was over and I was shaking and crying uncontrollably, my tears mingled with snot and enveloped by the fire in my buttocks. The two sisters helped me up. I could not stand unaided, I was groggy with pain.
 
   
Sister Bernice advised, “Go stand in the corner, hands on head, and do not touch your buttocks.” 
 
    
 
   They lead me over to the corner where I stood gingerly, still weeping, hands on head in shame and pain. Still dressed in my knickers, which were now doubtless, further worn out!
 
   
I sobbed and sobbed, like a little child, I had never before experienced such pain and humiliation. The whole caning was an alien affair for me, a total shock to my system and way of life. It would also signal an end to my carefree life, as I was shortly to learn. Indeed I was about to find out it was the least of my travails for the day!
 
   
I was left in the corner for over half an hour while Sister Bernice sent the two sisters off to get some things for her. I was not able to hear exactly what she said. Indeed I was too traumatised to really notice. The time in the corner seemed interminable. My buttocks throbbed throughout.
 
   
“Right boy!” Sister Bernice finally announced, “let’s have you over here in this chair and get started on cleaning you up! I shuffled painfully over and saw her pointing to a hard three-legged wooden stool that had been brought in. I seated myself very gingerly, wincing with pain. Sister Rose draped a towel over my shoulder and I watched in horror as Sister Bernice picked up a pair of scissors and a comb. My much cherished Beatles mop of hair was clearly about to come under attack. 
 
   
By now I was too scared and too sore to challenge her authority and I simply sobbed in frustration and despair at my fate. Great chunks of hair went flying as she set to with vigour. It was to get worse though, for next she picked up a large bowl and a pair of hand clippers. These were used to deliver a very short back and sides, an army cut almost. I was left with a pudding bowl cut, shorn at the rear and sides and a fringe at the front. It was anything but stylish. I was a good-looking kid, and girls were attracted to me with my rebellious style and modern looks, and sporting prowess.
 
    
 
   I certainly was not feeling too good-looking now!
 
   
“Good,” was all Sister Bernice said on completion.
 
   
“Now let’s get you out of those knickers and dressed to go home.” Sister Agnes then came over with a pair of pink nylon knickers covered with white lace ruffles. I looked on with horror. “Take your punishment knickers off and put these on now dear,” she smiled. I was mortified, yet too terrified, and sore, to do otherwise. A ruffled white petticoat was next, followed by white ankle socks with lacy tops, a pink frilly dress tied in a pink bow at the rear and complete with puffed sleeves with ribbon ties and a frilly lace bodice with a pink ribbon at the throat. My outfit was completed with a pair of white sandals!
 
   
“You do look sweet,” smiled Sister Bernice. “With your short hair you are very clearly a boy being punished by petticoating. Hopefully this discipline will help you to behave yourself! I am going to assist your mother by taking a very active role in your upbringing from now on! We’ll all catch up again tomorrow and discuss the rest of your arrangements. I’ll bring your school uniform with me then too. Now you can go home.”
 
   
I stood there dumbfounded. Surely she didn’t expect me to walk home dressed like this. A question that was quickly answered…
 
   
“YOU ARE DIMISSED BOY. Now go home before I get my cane out again!”
 
   
The tears flowed, “Please Sister, I can’t go home like this! I promise I’ll be good from now on,” I sobbed.
 
   
“You should have thought about that earlier, it is far too late for remorse now. And I am most certain you will be well behaved from now on. Sister Rose escort him off the premises please.”
 
   
There was finality about her tone, such that when Sister Rose took gentle hold of my elbow I followed with her. “You poor dear,” she emphasised, “come on now, there’s nothing can be done about it now. You have to endure your punishment, no point making it worse… Dry those tears, there’s nothing I can do to help you, Sister Bernice is in charge. Luckily it’s dark outside now.”
 
   
They were to be the longest fifteen minutes of my life as I scurried home, praying nobody would see me, dreading my homecoming reception. What would my sisters and mother say! This was all too much. The wind felt chilly around my legs as I held down my billowing skirts. I sobbed and sobbed, my bottom throbbing in pain to complete my total misery.
 
   
Finally I arrived home. The lights were on in the hall and front room, so I scuttled round the back figuring I could enter unseen and rush up to my room to change. But the backdoor was locked! I searched for the key but it was not in its usual hiding place. I leaned against the porch, too sore to sit and sobbed. It was some fifteen or more minutes, the cold getting to me before I finally plucked up the courage to knock on the door.
 
   
I winced in trepidation as the light came on in the kitchen. “Who is it?” called out my eldest sister, Sarah. “It’s me, can you open the door please?” I then stood back in the dark hoping she would simply unlock the door and go back to the lounge. The door swung wide open. “Hurry up!” she called, “it’s cold.” I stood frozen to the spot, thinking, willing her to simply go back inside. “If you don’t come in now I’m locking the door!” 
 
 
   Sheepishly I entered. 
 
    
 
   Sarah looked on in shock before she burst out laughing uproariously. I pushed past her and ran upstairs intending still to change. What a mistake. In my room I panicked when I realised all my drawers and wardrobe were empty. I then heard mother storming upstairs!
 
   
“How dare you push your sister over like that, HOW DARE YOU! Obviously Sister Bernice has really got her work cut out with you. Now unless you want me to take you straight back to the convent, you go straight downstairs now and apologise to Sarah. 
 
    
 
   Once more I burst into tears. 
 
    
 
   “Please Mum, I can’t let the girls see my like this!”

“Well you should have thought out that before you acted like a little girl. You are being punished and I am going to do whatever it takes to help you improve. Now get downstairs now!” With that she grabbed hold of my arm and dragged me downstairs opening the lounge room door and pushing me in first…
 
    
 
    
 
   Continued in Volume 2…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   A Summerhouse Caning

August 1964

 
 
   By Zeitgeist
 
    
 
   It was warm and sticky in the summerhouse, the sun beaming in through the dusty windowpanes and warming the body, bathing bare skin with golden light.  Bees hummed in the garden, and Paul's cousin Angela hummed too, a melody of her own devising.  The sun on her hair made a halo round her pretty face and lined the outline of her bare thighs as she sat on the windowsill, heels pulled up towards her buttocks and snug shorts pulling close up between her legs.  It was the second week of the school holidays and Paul, a typical teenage boy, was beginning to think that this might just turn out to be the longest school holiday of his life.
 
    
 
   Angela's friend Jenny, a blond girl just a little older than Paul, leaned back carelessly in a high fan-backed wicker chair, her green gingham dress pulled up around the tops of her thighs to let the sun kiss her warm skin and tan it a little more.  Despite his preoccupation of his own predicament Paul found himself fascinated by the glisten of perspiration, which caught the light where Jenny's white knickers peeped below the untidy folds in her lap.
 
    
 
   Angela's half-closed eyes caught the movement of Paul's head as he inclined it sideways to get a slightly better view of
 
   Jenny's pants.
 
    
 
   "He's doing it again," cooed Angela.
 
    
 
   Paul snapped his head round and glanced guiltily at his cousin.
 
    
 
   "Doing what again?" asked Jenny, as if she didn't know.
 
    
 
   "Peeping at your nicks."
 
    
 
   "Oh," Jenny settled her bottom a little more comfortably in the creaky chair and unselfconsciously let her legs float languidly apart a fraction more.

"He's disgusting, isn't he?" she said drowsily, turning her face away from the sun so the side of her neck might benefit from it's cosmetic properties. 
 
     
"Isn't he the most disgusting object you ever came across?"
 
    
 
   "Quite the most disgusting," agreed Angela.  She closed her eyes and soaked up the sun some more.  After half a minute she opened them again.  

"Paul are you sure Mummy said you could keep your pants on?"
 
    
 
   "Yes," Paul said gulping.
 
    
 
   "Oh…“ Angela stroked the underside of one of her thighs absently, "that's rather boring of her isn't it Jenny?"
 
    
 
   "Yes very boring."
 
    
 
   "Hmm…personally I think she probably didn't mean that you could keep them on in here, only on your way down the garden, so that you didn't shock cook if she happened to come out of the kitchen."
 
    
 
   "But I'm not sure she…"
 
    
 
   "Shut up Paul," said Jenny lazily.
 
    
 
   "Yes shut up," repeated Angela.
 
    
 
   Jenny turned her face to Paul shading her eyes from the sun. "She'll cane him on the bare, wont she?" enquired Jenny, easing her hips in the chair again.
 
    
 
   “Of course, she always canes on the bare.  She caned that boy from her school on the bare  - that one last hols."
 
    
 
   "Ooo yes," Jenny giggled at the recollection.  "D' you remember?”
 
    
 
   "Remember?"
 
    
 
   "How big he was? D' you remember it…   it was big wasn't it!"
 
    
 
   Angela giggled, her memory jogged.  "And didn't he yell when she thrashed him. D' you remember how he yelled?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, she really gave it to him.  Served him right, of course, peeping at us the way he did.  These boys will do anything to get a look up a girl's skirt."
 
    
 
   The girls belonged to what seemed to be a growing, significant minority that took a great deal of interest in activities surrounding the corporal punishment of male colleagues at school. They could afford to, being exempt from such things as girls. Angela and Jenny had in fact been quite conspiratorial in their attempts to get boys into trouble. 
 
    
 
   They had seen some successes, though disappointingly for them, the results were bottom slipperings. Their favourite episode however was the ramifications after a large-scale disturbance (with some girls involved it has to be said). The resulting mass caning of the boys took place in an empty classroom and both girls had managed to get themselves into an adjacent storeroom. By standing on two chairs to peer over the high glass partition in the wall they got themselves a prime view of the proceedings.
 
    
 
   Angela’s home though, was where most of the fun was to be had. With two cousins staying with them whilst her aunt and uncle were abroad, full authority had been given for her parents to carry out all punishments. Both her mum and dad were firm believers in the cane, well, for boys anyway…
 
    
 
   Both girls glanced at Paul.
 
    
 
   "We had to tell her of course Paul.  I mean you do understand that don't you?  One can't have one's guests going around sneaking looks up girl's skirts, can one?"  Angela's voice attempted to make it sound reasonable.  Reasonable that the two of them had trapped him so neatly with that business of climbing the apple tree and tossing the fruit down, while he'd had to stand at the bottom and collect the apples. They hadn't even been ripe. Of course he'd had to look up from time to time.  Well, most of the time actually.  Where else had they expected him to look if they hadn't had the sense to wear tennis shorts or something?  He'd protested strongly, but Aunt Eva hadn't been interested in his explanations.  The thing was it was all true. He had been looking up their skirts, at bare legs and tight-stretched cotton knickers.  His guilty blush as Aunt Eva had insisted that he told her exactly what he had seen had been enough to establish his culpability. 
 
    
 
   The girl's grins of triumph had apparently gone unnoticed.  Aunt Eva apparently too busy to deal with him now, announced that she would have plenty of time following afternoon, it being a Sunday and therefore much quieter.
 
    
 
   Now, naked except for his underpants, he had been sent to await correction in the summerhouse, and naturally, since it had been their plan all along, the girls had asked to be allowed to see him get his whipping.  And now Jenny was staring unashamedly as the weighty bulge in his Y-fronts.  He shivered despite the warmth.
 
    
 
   Having rested her eyes on Paul's fat bulge for a little longer, Jenny picked up the thread of the discussion again.
 
    
 
   "Um…well if he's going to be caned…on the bare of course, well then…" she raised her eyebrows at Angela.
 
    
 
   "Yes might as well have his pants down."
 
    
 
   "N- no-no, I don't think Aunt Eva…” stuttered Paul.
 
    
 
   "Shut up!" said Angela "Now then Paul lets have a look at you shall we?   Take your pants off."
 
    
 
   "No I shouldn't…"
 
    
 
   "Paul," Jenny's voice was sugar sweet, but very threatening. “If you don't do as you are told, we'll tell Aunt Eva what you were doing to yourself while we were up the tree."
 
    
 
   "But…"
 
    
 
   "No buts Paul," interrupted Angela, "If we told Mummy that you were, who'd you think she would believe?"
 
    
 
   "But I didn't…"
 
    
 
   "Didn't what?" asked Jenny angelically.
 
    
 
   Paul flushed to the root of his hair.
 
    
 
   "I think he did anyway," said Jenny.  “He's probably got a hole in his trouser pocket and does it all the time, like the boy on the baker's cart showed us.  D'you remember Angela?"
 
    
 
   "Yes. Come on now Paul, get your pants off, or we'll tell Mummy what you do through the hole in your trouser pocket."
 
    
 
   There seemed to be no way out.  Pink with embarrassment and in fact more than a little excited by Jenny's resolute staring at the swell in his pants, Paul hooked his thumbs in his Y-fronts and slid them down to his ankles, not daring to look at either of the girls as he skinned them down.
 
    
 
   The girls wouldn't have noticed if he'd looked at them anyway, because now it was on display. Paul's bulge was revealed as quite the largest one that either of them had ever seen, which admittedly wasn't many, but was more than most girls their age had seen.
 
    
 
   "Ooo…" said Jenny quietly.  Angela said nothing at all, but watched the heavy swing as Paul resisted the urge to cover it up.  The two girls looked and said nothing more, and somehow it was becoming rather exciting for Paul.
 
    
 
   Angela slipped her bottom off the windowsill and couldn't help getting closer for a better look.  Jenny sat up in her chair. If she leaned forward she could touch it.  The temptation was irresistible.  Her warm fingers slipped underneath and lifted it a little.
 
    
 
   A little was too much for Paul.  It stirred, couched in Jenny's palm, and began to stiffen by the second.  In a few moments it was solid, and overlapped by inches the width of Jenny's hand.
 
    
 
   "Isn't that amazing?" said Jenny, quite seriously, for the rapid thickening of the shaft had taken her completely by surprise.
 
    
 
   "Amazing!" echoed Angela.
 
    
 
   "And it's so heavy!" said Jenny.  "Look." She bounced it up and down letting it smack onto her palm.
 
    
 
   "Let me," said Angela.
 
    
 
   "N-no," said Paul, but was ignored by both girls.  Angela took the weight and did exactly what Jenny had done.  It slapped firmly down against her hand.
 
    
 
   "Be c-careful,” stuttered Paul, knowing the potential better than either of the girls, "Don't do that please."
 
    
 
   "It's a beauty,” whispered Angela.  She couldn't help but curl her fingers round it.
 
    
 
   "No -!" said Paul, all a tremble, knowing what was going to happen.
 
    
 
   "Look…   look at the end of it.  Fantastic isn't it?" Angela's unknowing fingers stroked admiringly.
 
    
 
   "Oh no!" moaned Paul.
 
    
 
   "Ooo!" squealed Jenny.
 
    
 
   "Ooo-er" said Angela.
 
    
 
   "Oh Christ!" whined Paul…
 
    
 
   Suddenly the summerhouse door was heard to creak open and in walked Aunt Eva, the senior boys cane now in her hand. Immediately the girls had dropped his cock like a stone and returned to their earlier positions, pretending that butter wouldn’t melt…
 
    
 
   “Get your hands on your head boy!” yelled Aunt Eva slamming the long heavy cane down onto the solid table. She did not comment at all about the boy’s pants being down at his ankles. 
 
    
 
   “That disgusting display has earned you a little extra my lad, take those pants right off now.” Aunt Eva was a very well turned out middle class lady in her early thirties, impeccably dressed and attractive to boot. Today in the heat of a summer afternoon she was still formally dressed, if a short summer dress with bare legs and heels can be called formal. The strong smell of Chanel No5 hung in the air.
 
    
 
   “Right girls don’t just sit there, give me a hand to clear some space.” The three of them moved around the now naked boy whilst his cock couldn’t help but be in a semi erect state. The heavy topped square table was pushed up towards the end of the summerhouse leaving a nice clear space in front of it.
 
    
 
   Aunt Eva now turned her attention back to the boy, picking up the dark, dense length of cane. With a slight smile she held it between her well-manicured fingers showing its flexibility despite its weight. “How many did I give you last time Paul?” 
 
    
 
   “Six Miss.” He always had to call her Miss during punishment, after all she was a schoolmistress, employed at a local boys approved school. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Eva had moved from the local junior school to the rather more punitive atmosphere of the approved school some two years earlier. As one of only three lady teachers on the staff and it had to be said the youngest, she had no problems adapting to a more regular use of the cane. It was perhaps a weekly event at the junior school for the cane to be used but now with the older boy in such an establishment it was a daily occurrence at the very least.
 
    
 
   The deputy head at the approved school had the main responsibility for discipline and was quite pleased that Eva had shown no repugnance to his austere methods. He even felt that she was so supportive that he could allow her to enter into his confidence. This resulted in many private conversations where both methods and types of cane were discussed. She learned that he had disapproved of the county council standard issue canes and had managed to obtain stock from a private supplier called ‘Corpun’. Eva had access now to this private stock of punishment canes, the one in her hand being described in the company literature as ‘Senior/Medium to Heavy Density’, designed to get through to even the most recalcitrant older boy. It was straight handled with a loop and leather grip, dark brown in colour and would be about three eighths of an inch thick. The lady in question now gave her right arm short movements, which caused the potent cane to make quite distinct swooshing noises as she considered her bare target.
 
    
 
   “You clearly need a more memorable lesson, so this afternoon I am going to give you twelve strokes, you will count them.” She then went to a small cardboard box on the shelf and tipped out ten glass marbles onto the table, gathering them together so they didn’t roll off. At this point Angela excitedly whispered to Jenny to tell her that the use of the marbles would make it a longer but more interesting afternoon…
 
    
 
   “Over…you know the position boy.” Paul spread-eagled himself across the solid oak table, stretching forwards with his palms flat on the tabletop. Aunt Eva sharply waggled the rattan cane between his thighs…”Spread them apart…wider boy!”
 
    
 
   Both girls then settled into their positions getting a good view of his dangling genitals.
 
    
 
   Putting the long cane alongside his naked body, his aunt then took the box of marbles and one by one placed one underneath each of his fingers and thumbs.
 
    
 
   “Just to remind you boy of the rules, let a single marble roll away and I repeat the stroke.” “Let all the marbles go and we go back to the beginning, got it!”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss…”
 
    
 
   Angela winked knowingly to Jenny, she had seen the marbles used before, knowing that there was little chance of him taking twelve strokes and holding still. All went quiet as Aunt Eva made her preparations; all the boy’s senses now heightening. Even though the summerhouse was situated at the end of a very large garden, which backed onto fields, somewhere in the distance the sound of Dusty singing “I just don’t know what to do with myself” drifted from a transistor radio. The heat, humidity and woody smells mixed in with the expensive scent emanating from the woman now measuring up with her cane.
 
    
 
   “Count the strokes boy…up on tiptoe…” The whoosh of the backswing was followed immediately by a heavy but muffled crack as the heavy cane buried itself into the soft flesh of the buttocks…Thwuuck… The soft furnishings and contents of the summerhouse absorbed the noise of the cane stroke, which is more than the nerve endings of the boy…
 
    
 
   “Hoooooahhhh” yelled the boy as his hips writhed and he struggled with his breathing and desperately fought to keep the marbles in place under his fingers. As the flesh on his bottom rebounded back into shape it left a distinct grey line full across which after only a few seconds rapidly turned bright red, then within half a minute quickly became a darker hue, rising and swelling all the time. As the boy hissed and stammered, he slowly raised his right leg from the knee before placing it back down again. “Why do boys always do that after the first stroke?” mused Jenny to herself.
 
    
 
   Jenny squirmed in her chair, a funny feeling inside her knickers, wanting to press down between her legs but overcame the urge. She looked up at Angela, still sitting with her long legs pulled up tightly on the windowsill. Angela was so wrapped up with it all she never once took her eyes off the boy over the table. The sight of him with his long suntanned legs well apart and his stark white bare bottom pushed up high with its single cane weal now going from red/purple to purple/blue on the edges. She too had that funny feeling down below, but these sessions in the summerhouse although not that frequent, produced a more intense sensation. A fly on the wall would however have noticed this effect on the swelling to be seen between her tightly rucked up shorts where a light coloured stain was developing…
 
    
 
   “Come on boy I’m waiting…” 
 
    
 
   “Oh, One Miss.”
 
    
 
   “That’s better…next time I have to remind you I shall repeat the stroke. Now then, are we ready? Back down, bottom up…tip toes…” Again, the whoosh of the backswing. Aunt Eva’s technique had been well developed, the twist in her body, the knees bending, the wrist and flick motion and though there was no one on this occasion to appreciate it, the movement caused her dress to flick upwards displaying her legs for most of their length.
 
    
 
   Thwuuck!! Aunt Eva following through, burying the rod deep into boy flesh and beyond. Again the pause followed by the boy yelling whilst trying to steady his writhing hips whilst concentrating on his hands.
 
    
 
   Another creak from the high fan backed chair as Jenny’s bottom squirmed, even more of her white pants creeping into view. Eyes like saucers as the welt blossomed quickly, this time right into the place where the white of his buttocks end and the brown of legs begin. Sharper and more defined on the right hand side, the first welt had already begun to turn black with blue edges and the second quickly following in its footsteps.
 
    
 
   Aunt Eva now intended to fill in the gaps between the first and second stroke, which would concentrate the punishment on the lower half of the buttocks. Her Deputy Head friend had advised that caning this area was most keenly felt by the boys.
 
    
 
   The cane being used would easily fill this area and with enough skill the weals would be butted up right next to each other. Eva was becoming more and more experienced with this. At school she would first chalk the cane before applying across tightly worn gym shorts (no pants underneath of course).
 
    
 
   The recipient of today’s thrashing managed to get to stroke five before all the marbles came rolling off the table. An excited Angela almost jumped off the windowsill with pleasure. Jenny’s state of excitement almost given away by the flush moving its way down the front of her dress. Aunt Eva calmly asked Angela to pick up the marbles and put them away, after all she hadn’t got all afternoon to spend on discipline.
 
    
 
   “Such poor control boy…right stand up!”
 
    
 
   As Paul stood his bottom skin frazzled as though it had shrunk and he hissed between his teeth. Aunt Eva walked over to a low shelf and bending slightly, displaying beautiful suntanned upper thighs, she pulled out a junior boxing punch bag, which was about a foot in diameter and two feet long.  Placed across the table by the boy’s hips, he was instructed to lift himself up and over the hassock, reaching with his hands to grip the far edge of the table.
 
    
 
    
 
   “Right boy, I hoped you liked my little gift of the marbles…twelve to go…count them…Oh and by the way, if you wriggle off the table I’ll have you back in here next Sunday and the Sunday after until you learn to take your punishment properly…now then, bottom up and out…”
 
    
 
   Thwuuck…hissing, stammering and much wriggling followed, but he stayed on the table. Aunt Eva was now putting additional venom into her strokes; each one seemed to knock both boy and table inch by inch along the wooden floor. Angela and Jenny were now so excited they were breathing heavily themselves and were oblivious to anything else around them.
 
    
 
   Aunt Eva had to recalculate her original plan, seventeen strokes were not going to fit into the area of bottom flesh marked out as ideal. She decided that she would get twelve into this area and then the additional five would have to go elsewhere.
 
    
 
   Thwuuck…number six struck home, lining itself perfectly underneath cane stroke number one. The lad was now starting to cry beyond himself as he usually did, a fact, which never deterred Aunt Eva. He had also started to writhe about too much and couldn’t control his legs.
 
    
 
   After the twelfth lash had sunk itself into the flesh. A pause ensued, partly to let the cries die down but also for the lady to think out the placement of the five strokes still to come. Eva decided she would place just one stroke above the centre line. She tended to avoid this area with this cane as the depth of flesh was less and the tailbone much closer. The lad almost, but not quite came off the table; it was merely his trapped fingers between the table and wall that stopped him.
 
    
 
   Calling the girls to attention from their rapture she instructed them to sit on the floor either side of the boys legs and grab hold of an ankle each, instructed to hold him firmly.
 
    
 
   As Eva lined herself up for number thirteen, she noticed how the muscles in his neck were working away and the layer of sweat on his back. 
 
    
 
   Thwuuck…disappointingly the stroke went more to the right than she would have wanted and sloped downwards causing the diamond hard tip of the rattan to lash into the side of his bottom and also cross very slightly the mark from the first stroke across the centre. The point where the marks crossed each other had caused the flesh to break open and weep very slightly.
 
    
 
   Angela and Jenny didn’t care, they could watch this go on for ever, so engrossed in the action had they become, now sitting closer to each other they could detect each others excitement. Angela raised her eyes and both looked up to catch a perfect view of the lad’s genitals and the overhang of his bottom. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Eva decided to play safe, however it was not any sort of safety that Paul would be enjoying. The long limber rod was now lined up across the very top of his right leg, right underneath the fold…Thwuuck…this reawakened the boys nerves, and this less abused area of his flesh felt the pain most acutely. His body writhed as it sought to absorb the ferocity of sting. Quickly a second lash followed immediately underneath the first, placing two parallel red stripes across the tender right thigh. In the pause that followed, the marks quickly darkened in hue into twin-tracked weals, rapidly swelling.
 
    
 
   Thwuuck…now across the left leg with the same devastating results. Both young girls watching closely as the cane was lined up only inches above them. As each stroke had landed the draught. Within ten seconds the final stroke landed just beneath, the colours pluming immediately.
 
    
 
   “Up lad and into the corner, hands on head, legs apart.” The boy shuffled himself painfully over to the corner, the normal practice after punishment. Straightening herself up, Aunt Eva picked up the cane and before leaving told both him and the girls that he was not to move from that position until it was time for tea, then he could put his pants back on and return to the house. With that the lady strode out of the summerhouse and back up the garden path. Angela wondered why she took the cane away with her; she could keep it in the summerhouse as that was where she gave all the canings, in summer or winter.
 
    
 
   Once all was clear, both girls gathered a high fan backed chair each and placed them right behind Paul within touching distance of him.
 
    
 
   “Oooh, can I go first?” cooed Jenny, reaching forward and running her fingers over the exaggerated, washboard effect the tramline weals gave across his bottom. “Lean forward, we need to get to the underside,” insisted Angela. Both girls ran their fingernails along the weals and couldn’t resist the odd pinch making Paul hiss and rise up on his toes. 
 
    
 
   After a few minutes fingering his well-thrashed bottom and thighs, Angela winked at Jenny…”Turn around now, but keep your hands on your head”. The lad didn’t dare move, or resist. The girls had well and truly got him where they wanted him…which was with fingers all over his quickly erecting penis, pulling and prodding to wile away the time until tea time…
 
    
 
    
 
   …the transistor radio in the distance began playing Roy Orbison’s Pretty Woman…
 
    
 
    
 
   The End


 
   
  
 



The Edge Hill College Discipline Club
 
   
By Jon L
 
    
 
   I had been caught with a girl in my bed once too often. This was 1974, in a teacher training college in the conservative northern county of Lancashire, and, what was more, I was a hated Southerner. I was speaking to Pam, a fourth year who, as well as being the captain of my particular hall of residence, was one of the most sought after girls in college – a tall, red haired beauty with green eyes and the wearer of extremely short skirts. I sat through the expected verbal roasting at the end of which I was informed that my residence of Lancashire Hall would be terminated as soon as she had spoken with the Dean. 
 
    
 
   “You know the rules,” she said. “Yet you have transgressed them at least a dozen times, and that’s on the occasions I know about. If you want to shag women, do it in Ormskirk, but not here!”
 
    
 
   That rattled me. I was a 19-year-old first year, and getting booted out of Hall in the second term certainly wasn’t going to go down well with my parents in Sussex. Pam obviously sensed the panic taking place inside my head and after a suitable pause, said “there is an alternative, but I very much doubt that a soft Southerner like you would be able to hack it.”
 
    
 
   ‘What is it?” 
 
    
 
   “Some friends and I have over my time here formed an alternative disciplinary board for occasions such as this when young men transcend regulations which are put thee for a purpose, especially for the protection of my lasses!” At this point she looked particularly fierce, and I pitied the poor kids who were under her jurisdiction during her teaching practises. 
 
    
 
   “With the agreement of the offender” (now I felt like I was in court) “we use an alternative form of discipline which effectively deals with the seat of the matter.”
 
    
 
   “How do you mean?”
 
    
 
   “Let’s see, were you ever caned at your cushy school?”
 
    
 
   “Well, no,” (only because the other lad experimenting with me to see what an air gun set off in the refectory would sound like – great acoustics! – had turned out to be a haemophiliac, so we were both let off with lines) “but I was slippered a couple of times.”
 
    
 
   “Slippered?” Pam scoffed. “How excruciating that must have been!” she sneered dismissively. “Well I can see that suggestion as an escape for you was a waste of time. I had better go and see the Dean.” She rose to do just that. “Hold on Pam, just explain what you mean. I really cannot afford to be thrown out just like that.” 
 
    
 
   Pam sat down again. “All right Jonathon, I will tell you what will happen, then I still expect to go to the Dean.”
 
    
 
   “We are talking of a bloody good thrashing for you at the hands of eight good women.”
 
    
 
   “Eight?” I gasped.
 
    
 
   “Aye lad, eight! Need I go on?”
 
    
 
   Weakly, I nodded.
 
    
 
   “After each of us has spanked you - hard – the other seven lasses names are drawn out of a hat. We have seven implements of correction and whoever’s name is drawn first selects her choice of weapon and introduces it to your backside.” I gulped. “M-may I ask what these err weapons are?” 
 
    
 
   “Certainly. We have a slipper, a paddle, a hairbrush, a strap, a tawse, a birch, a riding crop and a cane.”
 
    
 
   “Christ! B-but - sorry Pam – I make that eight!”
 
    
 
   Pam smiled in a secretive way. 
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she purred. “I go last, and I always use the cane. Now,” she said looking at her watch, “Dean will be knocking off for the weekend. I think I know your answer, so I best catch him before he goes.”
 
    
 
   “N-no,” I blurted. “I will do it. Afterall, I could always some form of paddling.”
 
    
 
   She looked at me searchingly. “Ok then,” she said very slowly and deliberately with a new, surprised look on her face. “4 o’clock sharp, Sunday in the old weight training shed. It’s nice and secluded. Oh and don’t think of wearing padding. It’ll be on your bare bum!”
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “Cheer up!” she almost laughed seeing the aghast expression I must have borne. “If you are a brave little Southerner, and I feel any of my lasses aren’t pulling their weight, you might not be the only one with a red hot behind come Sunday night!”
 
    
 
   I had very little sleep that night, for I was not relishing the fate that awaited me. In less than 48 hours I would not only have to undergo the humiliation of baring my behind to eight young women, but each of those harridans was going to thrash it with the instrument of their choice. Suppose I couldn’t take it? Would they hold me down? Or maybe tie me up? That would be even more humiliating. But not as bad as being thrown out of Hall. Yet from what Pam said, I would not be the first to face her merry band of chastisers.  This was her second year as Hall captain, and I knew no first year men had fallen foul of her. All the second years lived in digs, so there must have been someone last year who had experienced a similar scenario. But who?
 
    
 
   Next morning I went into Ormskirk to see a second year I know from the college judo club. Without giving away too much, I came around to the subject of rowdiness in the Hall, and whether anyone had been reprimanded or even chucked out. Rod told me that there had been an end of term high jinks incident, which had got out of hand. A couple of lads called Steve and Lee had come into Hall absolutely blotto. Steve had put a condom on the door of every female’s room in the Hall, but Lee had gone way overboard and lobbed a cue ball through the plate glass door in the common room. “Funny thing is,” mused Rod, “I always thought is funny that Lee got off with a caution, but Steve got chucked out for what we all thought was a relatively innocuous practical joke. Funny that.”
 
    
 
   I knew Lee played for the college football team, which, as luck would have it, was playing at home that Saturday. I accosted Lee after the game and arranged to meet him for a pint after he’d freshened up. I didn’t come directly to the point when we met later, but mentioned that I was in a spot of bother with Pam. He grinned knowingly and said, “Don’t tell me! She offered you an appointment in the old weight training shed, yeah?”
 
    
 
   “Correct.”
 
    
 
   “Right, me and Steve got the same choice. I was in a similar situation to you, and had no option. Steve spat the dummy and moved in with his Aunt in Southport.”
 
    
 
   “He never spilt the beans?” I asked. 
 
    
 
   “Cos he fancies Pam of course, who doesn’t?”
 
    
 
   “Christ! So you – you went through with it?
 
    
 
   Lee took a mouthful of his drink. “Yep and I certainly couldn’t play football the following Saturday. Had to feign flu or something.”
 
    
 
   “Bloody hell!” I exclaimed, “that’s bad, eh?”
 
    
 
   “Put it this way, it depends upon who’s there and who hits you with what. I had upset several members of the hockey team and they were fit lasses. They have all left now, but Pam’ll be going around sussing out anyone you’ve upset and giving them the chance for revenge.”
 
    
 
   “Mmm…that might include several jilted one night stands…”
 
    
 
   “Bartha will be there of course.”
 
    
 
   “BARTHA?” (Bartha was what was known as a mature student – a tall strapping Dutch woman of about 40.)
 
    
 
   “Why Bartha?” I spluttered. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, it was Bartha who put the idea into Pam’s head in the first place. She’s been doing it for years, apparently and even supplied the more unusual implements.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, like the tawse?” I only knew of that because Andrew McCandlish told me he got it at school. 
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that wasn’t too bad because Elaine Ward chose that, and she was easily the weakest girl there. The hairbrush, which bloody Bartha used, hurt ten times as much, but nothing hurts as much as Pam on the handle end of the cane.” Lee shuddered involuntarily. He rose to go. 
 
    
 
    
 
   “Oh one last thing Lee. Pam said something like I might not be the only one with a sore bum. What did she mean by that?”
 
    
 
   Lee grinned. “Oh she didn’t explain, eh? Well, one of the undertakings Pam’s lasses have is that after your caning, each girl votes for the 4 weakest performers. They can even vote for Pam! This is obviously to encourage them to do their best. You get to spank the weakest four and then they either have to accept another session from you with an implement drawn at random, or a caning from Pam. I had Elaine over my knee with the hairbrush, I birched Jane Braithwaite, I slippered that black girl in Margaret Bain Hall and one of the hockey team took a caning off Pam, but she wished she hadn’t. So, it’s not all that bad.”
 
    
 
   “Bloody hell!”
 
    
 
   “And,” he continued, “you wit till you see what they are kitted out in. Anyway, must go, good luck, buy a tin of cold cream – you’ll need it.”
 
    
 
    
 
   It was therefore, with considerable trepidation that I stood outside the old weight training shed at ten minutes to four the following afternoon. The shed was the most isolated building on the campus. There had been talk of it being knocked down for some time, and I found myself wishing it had been and wondering who I would find on the other side of the door, I gulped, opened it, and went in. 
 
    
 
   On the left was placed a table at which sat Pam and Bartha. Pam was cutting pieces of paper, whereupon Bartha would write upon one and place it into a beret. Along the back wall of the shed were placed 6 chairs. One was empty, and upon the others, sat five young women, all dressed in conservative white blouses and black skirts. Mmm…the dress code had evidently been toned down since Lee’s day. Pity. I took stock of the occupants of the chairs and a sense of slight bewilderment came over me. Julie and Pauline I certainly expected to be there, but the other three were a total enigma, especially Linda Wilson! 
 
    
 
   Julie Bensen was in my education set and a real feminist. She was small, blonde and pretty, with that peaches and cream complexion for which the English are so renowned. She and I had been lovers for about a week until she decided my chauvinistic views were incompatible with her feminist ones and we parted somewhat vitriolically. She was there on behalf of feminism. 
 
    
 
   Pauline Clarke was a fourth year who had been chasing me for months and I suspect was the main reason I was there today, as she was one of Pam’s confidantes. She was quite good looking with short black hair and brown eyes. Once she had pestered me to take her out and I had suggested she find someone her own age. She was there on behalf of jealousy. 
 
    
 
   Pat Crawford I suddenly realised was the best friend of Rosy Ascott, one of my one-night stands. She was a hockey playing Yorkshire girl of average looks and was there to square things on behalf of Rosy. 
 
    
 
   Susan Prescott was a surprise. I didn’t know her very well, but had noticed she nearly always wore black. Tall, with a pageboy haircut, I could only surmise she was there because she liked thrashing men’s bottoms. 
 
    
 
   Finally, the real surprise package, Linda Wilson. A sweet faced, sweet natured first year. What was she doing there? I had only ever spoken to her in passing, and she always greeted me with a lovely smile. I had noticed that her bottom filled a pair of jeans better than any girl in our year, but her presence there was a total mystery. 
 
    
 
   Suddenly the door burst open to reveal the odious presence of Gill Martin. Another Southerner, she announced, “Carol couldn’t make it, so I am here on her behalf, if that’s ok?” Gill was known for sticking her beak in where it was not required, and although not bad looking in a slightly tomboyish way, I wanted her there as much as I wanted my balls shaved by someone with Parkinson’s Disease. She was, in my opinion, not there to avenge Carol, whom I ditched after two nights, and who wasn’t very friendly with Gill. She was there because she was a nosy, interfering bitch. 
 
    
 
   “Well,” said Pam, “we all know why we’re here, so let’s waste no more time. Bartha, will you do the honours please?”
 
    
 
   Bartha produced a bag and an old bench press, laid a gym shoe, a wooden hairbrush, a two foot long leather strap, an oval paddle with a handle about 6 inches long, another strap with 2 inch wide thongs which I took to be the tawse, a nasty looking riding crop, a bundle of long twigs, I knew from my history books was a birch and a three foot long crook handled yellow cane. She then placed a chair in the middle of the shed and resumed her place. By now, I wasn’t feeling too brave at all. Pam went through the rules and procedures for the ‘four new young ladies’, which made me wonder which two, apart from Bartha, had done this before. Pauline probably, but which of the first years?
 
    
 
   “Anyone transgressing the rules will receive a penalty.” Lee hadn’t mentioned that either. Names were drawn out of the beret, the order being Pat, Linda, Julie, Gill (at least she wouldn’t have dibs on some ghastly instrument of torture), Bartha, Susan and Pauline. “I” continued Pam, “will administer the first spanking, and demonstrate the use of the instruments.” 
 
    
 
   ‘Oh Lord!’
 
    
 
   “You, young man,” she pointed to me, “will turn your back and remove your trousers. Ladies we don’t want a wriggling Southerner to rumple our skirts, so we’ll have them off please.”
 
    
 
   I heard the scraping of chair legs and rustling of clothes as this was done, heard high heels walk across the floor and the chair in the middle move slightly. 
 
    
 
   “Now young man, come over here and get across my knee.”
 
    
 
   When I turned around, I gave an involuntary gasp as, in front of me, six young women sat with their legs crossed, all clad in black stocking, the tops of which could be seen below the tails of their blouses, with about an inch of suspender showing in between. I didn’t dare look at Linda, but all I could fix my eyes upon were Susan’s magnificent thighs, and I wondered is she dressed like this all the time. If I weren’t so nervous I think an embarrassing, involuntary accident might have ensued.    
 
    
 
   I walked around the back of Pam’s chair and hesitated again at the sight of her long, stockinged legs; her blouse tails ridden up to reveal glimpse of white knickers. I draped myself over her lap, and she put her thumbs in the elastic of my pants and pulled them down to just below my behind. Gill, as I knew she would, gave an audible giggle, but I had no time to dwell upon that as the first spank landed. I never knew that a woman’s hand could sting so much, and was determined not to sry out, but I really had to grit my teeth as Pam methodically covered the whole of my reddening behind. 
 
    
 
   After 50 good spanks and true, she said, “Bartha, the hairbrush if you please!” Bartha duly handed her said item. “This should always be used over the knee like so.”
 
    
 
   WHACK!        
 
    
 
   WHACK!
 
    
 
   I bit my lips as two swats which sounded like pistol shots landed and I put my free hand behind me to protect my blazing rear, whereupon my wrist was grasped in a vice like grip and forced into the small of my back. 
 
    
 
   “As you can see ladies, he may be college judo champion, but he can’t move now!”
 
    
 
   WHACK!        
 
    
 
   WHACK!
 
    
 
   “Paddle please Bartha. Thank you. This may be used over the knee like so.”
 
    
 
   THWACK!      
 
    
 
   THWACK!
 
    
 
   “OWWWWW…”
 
    
 
   (giggle fromGill)
 
    
 
   If the sounds the hairbrush made were like pistol shots, the paddle emulated rifle fire, and I could hold my peace no longer. Lee hadn’t mentioned the paddle – maybe a new member of Bartha’s fiendish arsenal. 
 
    
 
   Pam pulled up my pants. “It is common courtesy ladies, to pull up the culprit’s pants when you are done. Otherwise the conflagration on his behind might cause him to forget and shock us all.”
 
    
 
   “Or not!” commented Gill, causing a general twitter, but making me hope above all hopes she would be voted for her own chastisement at the end. 
 
    
 
   “Bend over that chair.” I did, and she lowered my pants again. I vowed to myself not to cry out.   
 
    
 
   THWACK!        
 
    
 
   THWACK!
 
    
 
   I remained silent, and privately awarded myself a V.C.
 
    
 
   “Slipper please.” I hardly felt the two with the gym shoe after that paddle, and hoped to Christ that whoever the paddler was wouldn’t realise that that thing hurt twice as much bending over as it did over the knee. Two strokes each with strap and crop followed, the crop not hurting as much as I thought it would and the strap vice versa. The birch I hardly felt at all, and thought it highly overrated. The tawse nearly made me hit the ceiling, and I thought how lucky Lee had been on the receiving end from Elaine Ward. My behind still had a post nettle-type sting, though, and I realised it must be the after effects of the birch. 
 
    
 
   “Right lasses, he’s all yours. Pat, you’re first I believe.”
 
    
 
   Pat gave me a business like spanking, followed by Linda, who did not, but I gave a couple of unconvincing moans and wriggles to try and sway the audience, so to speak.  I was dying to see her bare bottom and even to spank it, but didn’t want her to suffer under anything else. Julie, the smallest person there, was also possibly the most determined to make me suffer and she was almost on a par with Pam. Gill was predictably, guilty of the most reprehensible behaviour, though it wasn’t obvious to everyone. Unlike her predecessors, she pulled my pants down to my ankles, parted her thighs slightly so that my penis slipped beneath her stocking tops, then closed her thighs as tightly as she could then jiggled up and down as if to make herself comfortable. The effect was instantaneous and after a feeble spanking, she said to me sweetly, “You may stand up now.”
 
    
 
   Luckily Pam came to the rescue. “You are to pull his pants up, Miss Martin!”
 
    
 
   Gill made a pathetic attempt to reach for them, squeezing my throbbing member even harder with her thighs as she did so, and finally pulling my pants right off.” 
 
    
 
   “Whoops,” she giggled. 
 
    
 
   “Bartha, your next – sort it out will you?” said an exasperated Pam. “Miss Martin, you have a penalty.”
 
    
 
   Bartha strode over from the desk. It was the first time I had seen her in her attire, and for an older woman, she looked pretty good. She put my pants over my knees, I arched my back, my penis reluctantly leaving Gill’s thighs while at the same time, Bartha replaced Gill without my predicament being too obvious. 
 
    
 
   Bartha obviously knew, but I soon forgot about affairs at the front, as she built a veritable furnace on my rear end, which by far eclipsed anyone’s efforts so far, Pam’s included. 
 
    
 
   If I thought I was in for an easy time with Susan, I was much mistaken. Her hand felt as if it was made of molten metal, and she had to use the hand up the back routine, to keep me in place, which she did so adeptly that I knew she had had previous experience.   
 
    
 
   Pauline’s performance was no match for these two amazons I could tell from the sulky look on her sultry face that she was disappointed. 
 
    
 
   By now my bum felt as if you could conceivably boil a kettle on it, but I hadn’t yelled out yet. This was to change over Pat’s knee under the hairbrush. After ten pistol cracks with that lethal Mason Pearson, I tried to get up, but she also niftily pinned me with the hand-behind-the-back and clinically and precisely delivered ninety more. 
 
    
 
   Linda’s slippering was a respite, unlike Julie’s paddling. Allotted fifty swats she had me over her knee for twenty, then did thirty over the chair…and continued. When Pam stopped her, she apologised claiming she’d lost count…hmmm…
 
    
 
   Jill then excelled herself by twice using the buckle end of the strap, curtailing that punishment after ten strokes and earning herself another penalty. 
 
    
 
   Bartha knew exactly what she was doing with the tawse, leaving about fifteen seconds between each stroke for the pain from the last agonising stroke to subside before it all began again. Likewise, Susan with the birch, except the intervals were slightly less, making me feel like I had been in a nettle bed. 
 
    
 
   Pauline, still sulking, tried a different ploy with the crop. Allotted twenty-four strokes, she did them in an absolute frenzy, causing me to cry out as several landed on my thighs. She too, hoping that nobody could count that fast, carried on, but Pam stopped her abruptly and gave her friend a warning too. 
 
    
 
   As I bent over the chair for the Grand Finale, eighteen strokes of Pam’s cane, I resolved to take it well, or die. (well, or be contrite). After six strokes of what seemed like fire across my buttocks, I started to waver…
 
    
 
   SWISH!
 
    
 
   “Ouch!”
 
    
 
   “Felt that, did you?”
 
    
 
   SWISH!
 
    
 
   “OWWW!”
 
    
 
   “Say sorry to me for abusing Lancashire Hall’s hospitality!”
 
    
 
   “SORRY!”
 
    
 
   SWISH!
 
    
 
   “OUCH!”
 
    
 
   “Sorry Bartha?” 
 
    
 
   “Sorry Bartha!” 
 
    
 
   And so on, writhing more and more and apologising to each girl in turn until stroke sixteen. 
 
    
 
   SWISH!
 
    
 
   “Say sorry Gill!”
 
    
 
   “No! I will say sorry to Carol, whom I have wronged, but not that obnoxious cow!”
 
    
 
   “Okay, then say sorry Carol!”
 
    
 
   “Sorry Carol.”
 
    
 
   SWISH!”
 
    
 
   “YEEOW!”
 
    
 
   “Well then, that concludes your punishment. Now the beret and paper for the ballot.”
 
    
 
   The results were as expected, Gill, Linda, Lucy and Pauline were voted for punishment. Linda was first, and as I pulled knickers down to reveal her delectable, voluptuous bum, I had my second erection that evening. I gave her a sensual moderate spanking, then unfortunately for her she drew the tawse, and had to bend over for twelve strokes. I tried to make it as moderate as possible, but they still drew tears, which made me feel bad. 
 
    
 
   Julie took quite a hard spanking stoically, but drew the hairbrush. She gritted her teeth through the first fifteen, but cried out and kicked her legs in spectacular style for the other thirty-five.  
 
    
 
   I reserved the hardest spanking of the evening for the spiteful Gill, who was yelling before the first swat landed, and held firmly in place, used such foul language that Pam ordered another twenty five swats, which I gave with relish. I kept her in place for the paddle, taking my time between each resonant ‘thwack’, loving the acoustics, and the fact that if anyone in that room deserved a white-hot arse it was Gill.
 
    
 
   Pauline elected for a caning from Pam rather than treatment from me. Nevertheless, she still had to take a spanking and draped herself unwillingly over my lap. I pulled her knickers down very slowly – the third new bottom, and a lovely one at that. She tried to take it stoically, but silently sobbed halfway through until the end. 
 
    
 
   If she thought having her friend cane her was the easy option, she was mistaken. As she bent over the chair and Pam pulled her knickers down to her knees, she said, as she lifted the tail of her blouse, “Your twelve strokes, plus the penalty you earned is six strokes, so that’ll be eighteen.” Gill who had stopped blubbering, looked up with a start, absolutely aghast. Pam measured her stroke and…
 
    
 
   SWISH!
 
    
 
   “YEEARGH!”
 
    
 
   Pauline jumped up like a scalded cat and did a spectacular dance around the shed, being the first person to reveal her genitalia. “Bartha I think the horse please,” said Pam. Bartha bade Pauline stand behind her and give her her wrists, which she took and leant forward, so Pauline was suspended across Bartha’s back. I need dwell no further upon the next two minutes, save to say that Pam was no more lenient upon her friend than she had been upon me and that the decibel and wriggling record set by Gill was broken. 
 
    
 
   “Now finally, Gill – two penalties, that’s twelve strokes. Over the chair please.”
 
    
 
   “Oh no,” said Gill. “No way, there’s no way you’re using that thing on my arse!” 
 
    
 
   “I see,” said Pam. “Well, would you prefer I select someone else?” 
 
    
 
   “Anyone except Bartha.”
 
    
 
   “Very well,” said Pam handing the cane to Susan. “Would you do the honours please Miss Prescott?”
 
    
 
   “A pleasure,” said Susan. Gill bent over the chair, Susan pulled down her knickers, aimed at an already scarlet, pert bottom, and…
 
    
 
   SWISH!
 
    
 
   Susan had an uncanny knack of producing the maximum result from minimum effort. It seemed like a full five seconds before there was a reaction, and when it came we were treated to another full frontal war dance and banshee impersonation, with the embellishment of humiliating pleas – all to no avail. I shall draw a veil over the subsequent ‘horsing’ by Pam herself and the administration of the other eleven strokes. Suffice to say that I think that Gill regretted replacing Carol that evening and opting to be caned by someone twice as efficacious as Pam!
 
    
 
   I left as quickly as I could and waited for Linda to leave. 
 
    
 
   “Hi Linda.”
 
    
 
   “Oh,” she blushed. “Are you all right?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, I’ll get over it,” I winced. “Do you mind me asking how you came to be there?” She blushed. “Susan told me about it. She’s been into that sort of thing for years, apparently, and I, er…” she turned as red as my bottom. “I was curious, and quite fancied seeing how you took it.”
 
    
 
   “And?”
 
    
 
   “I thought you were really brave. More than I was.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Linda I’m really sorry about the tawse.”
 
    
 
   “Oh well, luck of the draw. My bum’s killing me, I wish I had some cold cream.” 
 
    
 
   “Well I’ve got some in my room.”
 
    
 
   “Have you really? Do you think…?”
 
    
 
   The rest was bliss.
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Wilderness Whipping Made Easy …
 
 
   by Mistress Mona
 
    
 
   Speaking from experience, I can tell you that a large (3-4 foot diameter) old fallen tree trunk with the bark gone (leaving a relatively smooth surface) and two short lengths of rope, makes for a perfect, secure and very well-positioned wilderness spanking platform. 
 
    
 
   With the boy leaning comfortably over the log, one rope is secured to the each wrist and then passed back underneath the log toward the feet. The other end of each rope is then secured to the corresponding ankle, while holding it forward. The boy's hands are pulled downward as far as they'll reach on the front side so that the length of rope between each hand and foot can be kept as short as possible, holding the arms and legs (and thus the rest of the body) firmly against the log. It doesn't have to be tight or uncomfortable, just without free play in the ropes. You can have the boy's legs spread as much or as little as you like before you tighten the ropes, to expose his boyballs. The shape of the log places the body in a nicely rounded position with the boy's bare buttocks formally and perfectly presented for punishment. 
 
    
 
   Once secured comfortably in this position, no movement is possible at all. The ‘target’ is held quite securely in position and readied for a truly serious spanking! And what a nice view of the lake for the boy as the stinging strokes whip across his tender butt. (Not that he'll be paying much attention to the view!) 
 
    
 
   One of the few times I've ever spanked a boy (unmercifully) to real tears was in a place and position very much like this. He had been caught masturbating without permission. Nobody else was around for miles to hear his cries. And cry for real I made sure he did! 
 
    
 
   I remember that it was about 7:30 in the morning just as the sun was rising over the crest of the eastern mountains on the far side of the lake. The morning air was crisp and slightly cool, with the new sun providing some welcome warmth over the log. Perfect for an early morning whipping with a freshly cut switch. Nothing could sting more under these conditions and the very first stroke would likely bring tears to the eyes. I'd say that about two dozen would be about right to get a boy's attention! And with a couple of them strategically placed down low across the back of the thighs just for good measure. 
 
    
 
   Now I can tell you that if I was standing over a boy like this - securely roped in place and unable to move, I'd go cut me the most flexible green switch I could find and then proceed to literally blister his butt with it. Without reservation, nor concern for his cries or pleas for me to stop, I'd lay the switch across that bare butt with full strokes of the arm, beginning with the very first stroke, and I'd administer two dozen of these switch-lashes just as hard as I possibly could! I'd give the boy the same kind of good old-fashioned, merciless bare butt whipping that many a boy used to get from no-nonsense strict women.  This is not the time to experiment with sexy ‘play’ spankings, this it the time to bring a boy to real tears and teach him a lesson in wilderness whipping he will never forget! 
 
    
 
   End of story!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   A Written Imposition
 
    
 
   By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch
 
    
 
   Sunday’s are usually an easy day for me. Mistress requires only to have Her meals prepared and the washing up done, leaving the rest of the day free for me to catch up on any odd jobs that I haven’t been able to complete during the week. It’s also a chance for me to indulge in one of my approved leisure activities which include bushwalking, cycling, swimming, yoga, Pilates, sewing, knitting, cross stitch, classical guitar practice, gardening, painting, listening to classical music, and reading approved novels and magazines (women’s, cooking, gardening or craft magazines). I am even allowed a hot bubble bath if I wish! Sometimes as a special treat Mistress might decide to take me with Her on a shopping expedition if I have been well behaved through the week. One such time She took me into the city and we each had a pedicure and manicure done in a salon, true sissy heaven! Yes, Sundays are certainly a day I usually look forward to, but not so for one particular Sunday…
 
    
 
   I had earned a written imposition for my failure to focus while serving Mistress and Her guests the previous evening at dinner. The fact of the matter was that Miss Katerina had quite deliberately, although furtively, pushed behind my knee while I was serving coffee, causing me to spill the coffee all over the tablecloth. As a result I got into trouble and earned myself a ‘consequence’. It wasn’t my fault at all but I dared not tell Mistress that! For a start I would be punished severely for blaming someone else but more to the point, there was a good chance that if Mistress did ask Miss Katerina about it, she would simply deny it and then there would be hell to pay. I had to be careful not to indulge in surliness or worse still show any sign of a tantrum over being punished as these were punishable offences on their own and would put me in deeper trouble. 
 
    
 
   Normally I am allowed to sleep in until 7am on a Sunday morning. Today I was awoken at 6am to an alarm that had obviously been changed by Mistress through the night while I was asleep. I awoke to find a note from Her on my bedside table informing me that I had to be up, showered and dressed ready to begin my written imposition at 7am sharp. In the note Mistress had listed precise instructions for my apparel along with a set of rules and instructions to be followed throughout my imposition. After my shower, I was to dress in my schoolgirl’s winter uniform for the day. The note instructed that I was to wear my regulation school knickers and white vest, along with dark blue woollen tights. My white blouse had to be perfectly ironed with starched collar, and I had to ensure my school tie was tied in a perfect Windsor knot. The uniform itself was a green chequered tunic made of a heavy fabric, so would serve as a warm reminder that strict school Detention Rules applied throughout my punishment. I was to wear my black Mary Janes and ‘ensure they were polished and scuff free’. The wig Mistress instructed me to wear was the long red one with plaits down to my shoulders. To finish off the outfit I was to wear my school blazer and fedora hat. While part of me just loved to wear the very classic posh private school’s uniform it had become associated with written impositions and spankings for me and I could not put it on without a sense of dread.
 
    
 
   My first writing task was to pen the letter to Miss Sandra humbly asking her if she would consider taking on the decision of my next release. I could not have asked for a worse person for Mistress to delegate this task to. Miss Sandra seemed to delight in getting me into trouble. She relished teasing and tormenting me and always found my suffering jolly good entertainment. Heaven only knew what her wicked imagination would come up with given this opportunity. Oh how it grated! I felt so disconsolate and it took all my strength to overcome my feelings of despair and put pen to paper. 
 
    
 
   At 7am on the dot, I sat at my school desk facing the empty wall in Mistress’s study and begrudgingly penned the following letter:
 
    
 
   Dear Miss Sandra,
 
    
 
   I am writing to you under instruction from my Mistress, Mrs Birch.
 
    
 
   Last night I had the cheek and impertinence to ask my Mistress if I may be allowed to selfishly indulge myself in an act of onanism resulting in sexual release. Mistress had previously intimated that I might be allowed release last night on condition of you both winning the card game AND providing my behaviour throughout the day and on the night was perfect and beyond reproach. Unfortunately my behaviour on the night was far from perfect, instead, was such that Mistress found need to speak harshly to me on several occasions throughout the evening, and I even earned a caning and a hairbrushing for less than exemplary behaviour, yet I still had the hide, cheek and stupidity to dare ask Mistress if I may have my release. Mistress was unimpressed with my display of self absorbed and uncontrolled carnal fixation and decided that for my impertinence She would wash her hands of the decision completely. As a result of this She has ordered me to come to you in order to humbly ask for your consideration in this matter. 
 
    
 
   I therefore humbly ask you if you would in any way consider taking on the decision of my release? Knowing how unimportant the matter of my release would be to you, and knowing how busy you are and how it would be an absolute imposition to ask you to take the time out of your busy schedule to even consider such a notion, I place myself at your complete mercy as far as your decision is concerned. Likewise, the details of my possible release, should you be so gracious as to grant me release, along with the when and the how and even if you choose to allow me release at all, would be left solely in your hands. I will obediently, gratefully and humbly acquiesce to whatever you decide even if you choose to pass the question of my release into the hands of Miss Katerina and Miss Jacqueline. 
 
    
 
   If you decide that my time might be better utilised carrying out special duties or chores for you in lieu of sexual release, then I would be honoured to be of service to you in any way you see fit and will carry out all duties willingly and obediently. 
 
    
 
   I understand that any decision you choose regarding such an unimportant matter would naturally be made at your absolute discretion and leisure.
 
    
 
   Thank you most graciously for taking the time to condescend to read my request.  
 
    
 
   Yours humbly
 
    
 
   Sissy Karen
 
    
 
   I read and re-read the letter checking it was written with appropriate respect and humility. Nervous energy and fear swept through my body when I thought about what Miss Sandra would make of this. Finally I put the letter in an envelope but did not seal it as Mistress had noted She wanted to read its contents before I presented it to Miss Sandra. 
 
    
 
   My next task was to prepare Mistress’s breakfast. On Sunday’s it was just pure fresh pineapple and ginger juice, extracted in the juicer, and of course a cup of freshly ground percolated coffee. I scurried into the kitchen to prepare the juice and in my haste nearly forgot to put my apron on over the uniform. Phew! Just as well I remembered in time! God forbid if I stained my uniform before I sat down to complete my written imposition. Once I had everything prepared I placed all the items on a tray, along with a sprig of jasmine in a vase and set off to present it to Mistress who was sitting out on the back deck enjoying the early morning sun. 
 
    
 
   “Good morning Karen.”  Her face was a mixture of seriousness and displeasure.
 
    
 
   “Put that tray down and stand up straight. Let me have a good look at you Karen,” Mistress spoke sternly and I could tell She was displeased with me. I stood up as straight as I could.
 
    
 
   “Turn around and let me inspect your uniform.” I turned quickly and realised I had not checked that the ribbing on my socks was perfectly straight before I presented myself. Instantly I admonished my own folly. My heart started to beat faster. 
 
    
 
   “Lucky for you your uniform is perfect today. Turn and face me.” I turned back relieved and faced the glorious vision of my Mistress. At least I had passed the uniform test.
 
    
 
   “Have you completed your letter for Sandra?” She asked curtly, staring at me with Her cool green eyes. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress.” I handed Her the letter, which She proceeded to read in frosty silence. I watched Her face for any sign of reaction while She read but saw none. I was left wondering if the contents had pleased Her or made things worse. 
 
    
 
   “Hmmm…right,” She said with indifference, handing the letter back to me without even glancing at me. I knew She was displeased with my asking for release and I had hoped that after a good night’s sleep most of Her displeasure would have subsided. Her mood was hard to read this morning.
 
    
 
   “You will go immediately to have your breakfast and then return to collect my tray after you’ve finished.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I answered dejectedly. The thought of ‘breakfast’ filled me with dread and I would have been perfectly happy to go without on this occasion only that would not have been a wise decision under the circumstances. Mistress’s bedside note also included strict instructions for my breakfast, describing exactly how I was to prepare it, ‘you will have a bowl of Farex and a glass of water for your breakfast. First place a cup of Farex into a bowl and mix it with just enough cold water to produce a paste like consistency. Then add a raw egg and lightly fold into the mixture. You may not add any sweeteners whatsoever’. This was a standard Detention breakfast and I was about to find out for the first time how dreadful it was. 
 
    
 
   “I will give you exactly 45 minutes to prepare your breakfast, eat it, collect my tray and then wash up. Once you’ve finished you will ride your bike to Miss Sandra’s and personally deliver this letter. You will let her know that I would like her to call me at her leisure whenever she has made her decision and that I do not want her to tell you of her decision. You will then ride back immediately, no dilly-dallying! On your return you may go to the toilet, have a glass of water and be seated at the student desk in my study ready to begin at 10am precisely. For every minute past 10am that you are not seated, you will receive one stroke of the cane on your writing hand!” announced Mistress. 
 
    
 
   “When you return you’ll find the room prepared for your punishment ready for you to begin immediately. I’ll be closely supervising your written imposition today and as such have removed all time keeping devices as well as drawn the curtains on the outside world. Your punishment period will be in two three-hour sections. Your first will be from 10am to 1pm. You will work solidly with no breaks until then, adhering to strict Detention Rules at all times. You will be punished accordingly if you break any Rules. At 1pm it will be ‘pens down’ and you will be allowed a 30-minute lunchbreak. I will have prepared your lunch and it will consist of one sandwich with a thin smear of Pecks paste on it, accompanied by a glass of water. You may also have two plain wheat biscuits. You will take the opportunity to use the bathroom and be ready seated at your desk to begin again at precisely 1.30pm. You will work solidly for another 3 hours until I order ‘pens down’ again. If you have not finished your imposition by the time I order ‘pens down’ you will receive 6 cuts of the cane across your bare buttocks then allowed a 5 minute toilet break and a glass of water. When you return you will be given a further 3-hour writing period. If after your next 3-hour writing period you have not finished, you will be awarded a 30-minute dinner break after which you will undergo a further 3-hour writing period. 
 
    
 
   Understood?
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I said rather nervously. The prospect of being ‘closely supervised’ while I worked, sent shivers up my spine. I was not looking forward to the day. Mistress had picked up the morning paper and was leafing through the pages, as I stood not knowing what to do next. 
 
    
 
   “Scurry along Karen, I will see you back here shortly to pick up my tray then in the study at 10am. Off you go!” I was waved off without so much as a glance in my direction as She continued to peruse the morning paper. 
 
    
 
   A sense of gloom and despair descended upon me as I forced down my foul tasting gluggy, egg flavoured Farex as fast as I could in between dry retching. It was a good 40-minute ride to Miss Sandra’s and I would need everything to go right and for Miss Sandra not to keep me there long in order to get back on time to begin my Detention. Mistress had said nothing about getting changed so I would have to ride in my school uniform. It was so embarrassing and being a Sunday, a school uniform was certainly no disguise! I jumped on my pink girl’s Malvern Star with its basket decorated with flowers and rode as fast as I could. I arrived at Sandra’s puffing and panting and tentatively knocked on her door, then waited holding the letter in upturned hands. After what seemed like an eternity Miss Sandra finally opened the door dressed in a white dressing gown and slippers. Her hair was dishevelled and she looked like she just got out of bed.
 
    
 
   “Karen! What on earth are you doing here at this hour, and in your school uniform? You are a sight to behold!” she said sardonically. She looked me up and down in rather dramatic fashion and threw back her head and laughed. “Looks like someone’s for it eh?” she continued, winking at me. I ignored the prompt. “I have a letter for you Miss Sandra; Mistress asked if you would be so kind as to read it in your own time and then when it is convenient for you, would you be kind enough to give her a call and let her know your decision? She specifically requested that you do not tell me your decision.”  I’d rehearsed this line over and over on my way to Miss Sandra’s in fear of what would happen if I twisted up Mistress’s message to Sandra somehow and got it all wrong. 
 
    
 
   “Sounds like someone’s in trouble Karen?” she said with a wicked smile. Her face took on that sly look I knew so well as she stood grinning at me. I swear I could see her mind ticking over as she began to concoct a devious plan that would not end up well for me.  I handed her the letter and waited while she read.
 
    
 
   “Hmmmm… yes, oh dear… I see… well,” she said looking up at me with a slight grin creasing her lips. “My, my you are an impertinent little imp, Sissy Karen, very naughty of you indeed!” Her silken voice was dripping sarcasm. She was very condescending. She had me shaking in my school shoes but gave no indication as to which way she would decide and that made me very anxious. 
 
    
 
   “Yes, I can see why Jennifer wants to wash her hands of that decision, I will have to think about it.” And so it was that I was to be left hanging without a single inkling as to which way she would decide.  “Now tell me Karen why are you in your school uniform on a Sunday of all days?” Miss Sandra loved to ask all the questions I’d rather not answer, and I was beginning to squirm with embarrassment under her scrutiny. I was also conscious of the precious minutes ticking by as Miss Sandra detained me on her front porch for questioning. 
 
    
 
   “When I get back I must do a written imposition Miss Sandra.”
 
    
 
   “What for Karen?”
 
    
 
   “For my lack of focus while serving Mistress’s guests last night Miss Sandra,” I replied, seething. As if she didn’t know why! I bit my lip as I stood there in front of this minx, colour slowly rising in my cheeks. To make things worse, I was standing on her front porch acutely aware that I was in full view of all manner of Sunday morning passers by.   
 
    
 
   “Yes, and rightly so, I expect much better service from a Mrs Birch trained sissy, you have a lot to learn Karen, so you better hurry back now, off you go before you get into more trouble with your Mistress!” With that she threw back her head and enjoyed another hearty laugh at my expense. “Yes Miss Sandra, good morning Miss Sandra,” I answered in the most obsequious manner I could muster. She was still laughing as she waved me off and as I rode away the sound of her cruel laughter was ringing in my ears. But I was relieved to at least be on my way. 
 
    
 
   A strong cross wind had sprung up and I struggled desperately to keep the bike upright on the journey home. At one point a particularly strong gust of wind blew my fedora hat right off my head and sent it straight into the path of oncoming traffic. I was horrified as I watched it disappear under the wheels of a car and get thrown out the other end, flattened! The detour to retrieve my dishevelled hat cost me precious minutes and by the time I was on my way again, I noticed the time showing on the old clock in the floral gardens was 9.45. That certainly gave me a scare! From past experience, I knew I still had at least 20 minutes riding before I was safely in the house so knew I was in trouble. But at least I had to try. I thought that if I peddled as hard as I could, I might just make it back in time. I was in a panic as I peddled frantically through the blustery streets, all the while my thoughts kept returning to Mistress’s current mood. I knew that if I dared walk in late to start a Detention after the events of yesterday, then I really would be for it, as Sandra so eloquently put it!  
 
    
 
   Finally after a most harrowing ride with that cross wind constantly threatening to topple me I was peddling into the garage with minutes to spare … I was safe…so I thought… I parked the bike and dashed straight into the toilet, washed my hands and hurriedly straightened myself in the bathroom mirror. Unfortunately my hat was ruined, so rather than try to puff it out and wear it, I opted to carry it in my hands ready to explain it’s demise to Mistress. She would not be pleased but I knew She’d understand that it wasn’t my fault. I arrived in the study 3 minutes late. Mistress was waiting…
 
    
 
   “You are 3 minutes late,” She spoke quietly in a deadly tone.
 
    
 
   “Sorry Mistress, there was a terrible wind blowing and…”
 
    
 
   “Quiet! I am not interested in excuses! For that I am doubling your punishment! Why aren’t you wearing your hat?” Her tone was icy now and I was really scared. 
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Mistress, the wind blew it off and it got flattened by a car when it rolled out into the path of oncoming traffic,” I offered hopefully. 
 
    
 
   “So why wasn’t the drawstring pulled tight to prevent that happening Karen? Seems to me that it should have been the first thing you did before you got on the bike to ride home. Especially in the wind!” Her eyes narrowed and Her voice lowered, and I was really sinking fast. “Well?” She questioned. 
 
    
 
   “Well Mistress, I thought it was tied under my chin firmly enough…”
 
    
 
   “Evidently not firmly enough and for that display of carelessness, you can have 6 cuts of the cane across your bare bottom as well. And I mean cuts Karen! Now hold out your right hand this instant.” 
 
    
 
   I choked back tears as I reluctantly held my right hand out, gingerly stretching my fingers out flat. Mistress was standing waiting for me to prepare myself, tapping the cane menacingly in the palm of her left hand, and watching me with that unfathomable look She gets when She is really angry. “Keep it up Karen. And you will count the strokes. Ready?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I said almost in tears. This was so unfair. If only my stupid hat hadn’t been whipped from my head I wouldn’t have lost time chasing it. If only Sandra had have let me go earlier instead of needing to question me about my uniform, I wouldn’t have been standing here now. So unfair!
 
    
 
   WHIP! The first stroke bit sharply into the palm of my writing hand snapping me out of my self-pity. It stung like a wasp bite and it was with great effort that I remained in position and did not move my hand. “One thank you Mistress,” I forced the words out through gritted teeth. 
 
    
 
   WHIP! 
 
    
 
   “ARGHHH!! I yelled heartily as the next stroke came down in exactly the same position, overlaying the first stroke. “Two - thank you Mistress…”
 
    
 
   “Palm up, quickly now!” 
 
    
 
   WHIP! 
 
    
 
   “OWWWW, OWWW!!! Three thank you Mistress…four thank you Mistress…” I stammered as the next two struck the palm just below the fingers in quick succession, again the second overlaying the first causing me to yelp in extreme agony. 
 
    
 
   “Hold that palm up Karen!” 
 
    
 
   WHIP! Came the next stroke only this time in the centre of my palm. I was in sheer agony and it was more than I could bear. Tears were stinging my eyes and there was still one last stroke to come. “Five thank you Mistress…”
 
    
 
   WHIP! 
 
    
 
   “OWWW!!! Six thank you Mistress,” I yelled again this time clutching my burning hand, knowing I had to endure at least 6 hours of writing with this tortured hand. It was agony! It felt as if it was on fire and I wondered how I could even hold a pen let alone complete a mammoth writing task. 
 
    
 
   “Right, let that be a lesson to you. When I say I want you seated ready at 10am I expect you to be seated at 10am. It is now 10.17am and I am not impressed. We still have the question of your carelessness to discuss. Get yourself in front of Sister Patrice with your hands on your head. I think it high time I kicked your discipline up a notch or two young lady. I can see that I have been far too lenient with you.”  I gulped. Mistress’s method of ‘discussing’ anything was usually done with my knickers down around my ankles while She administered discipline to my naked buttocks with any number of disciplinary implements. It was nearly always a painful ending for me and hardly ever involved the spoken word. Right about now my buttocks were quivering involuntarily at the thought of having the cane brought down hard across them 6 times. 
 
    
 
   “Knickers to knees, quick smart!” 
 
    
 
   I slid my knickers to knees and replaced my hands on head. 
 
    
 
   “Pull that skirt up and bend over!” 
 
    
 
   I did as I was bid and slowly bent over with skirt raised to expose my naked bottom for the cane. 
 
    
 
   “Bottom up, first stroke!” 
 
    
 
   The first stroke came down lightening fast and bit savagely into my buttocks, causing me to yelp. “One thank You Mistress…” 
 
    
 
   “Bottom up Karen.”
 
    
 
   SWOOSH!  The next stroke bit hard again and I stifled a cry. “Two thank You Mistress…”
 
    
 
   “Head down, bottom up Karen, third stroke!”
 
    
 
   SWOOSH!!! 
 
    
 
   “OOWWW…Three thank You Mistress…”
 
    
 
   “Quiet Karen, or I’ll really give you something to yelp about.”
 
    
 
   SWOOSH!!!… 
 
    
 
   “Owww….” I yelped quietly as the searing pain lashed my buttocks. “Four thank You Mistress…”
 
    
 
   SWOOSH!!!… 
 
    
 
   “Arghhh….” Five thank You Mistress…” 
 
    
 
   “Last stroke Karen, head down, bottom up.” 
 
    
 
   SWOOSH!!!… 
 
    
 
   “OWWWW…Six thank You Mistress…” I couldn’t help jumping at the last stroke. By the time the full set was delivered my bum was on fire too and I was thoroughly convinced I’d not be able to sit for 6 minutes on my burning cheeks let alone 6 hours! It may have only been 6 strokes but they were ferocious and stung intolerably. Finally when it was over and I’d counted the last stroke I heard Mistress’s voice ordering me to step down.
 
    
 
   “Keep that skirt up and go and inspect your bottom in the mirror young lady!”  
 
    
 
    “Yes Mistress,” I sobbed dejectedly and hobbled over to the mirror, turning my flaming buttocks to view the reflection of the damage. 6 livid welts, lay perfectly spaced across my lily-white bum, not one touching another. 
 
    
 
   “Do not touch that bottom Karen. Pull those knickers up and sit.” I sat at the hard wooden school desk, which sat in a prominent position facing the wall, in front of Mistress’s grand desk. Designed for a school child it was uncomfortable and cramped for me and it wouldn’t be long before my bottom, legs and back would be aching. 
 
   .
 
   ”Sit up straight Karen, knees and ankles together. I will be working at my desk throughout your punishment so I can observe your every move. If I catch you stopping, fidgeting, daydreaming, slouching, making noise or not keeping your ankles and knees together I will punish you immediately for each and every infraction. If you make a mistake I will simply rip out the page and you will be required to start the page again. For your third and subsequent mistakes you will receive 6 cuts of the cane and then you will start all over, Understand?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress”
 
    
 
   “I will also have webcam set up so that if I choose to leave the room for any reason you will be fully visible to me on my laptop.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress”
 
    
 
   “Here is what you will be copying out. It is the Vulgate, the Latin version of the Bible. You will be copying out the first 24 chapters of Genesis, the first book of the bible. There is a twist though. If you think of each letter of the alphabet as corresponding to a number, i.e. A=1, B=2, C=3 etc, then words beginning with an even number will be written with your black pen, words with an odd number with your blue pen. The exception is words beginning with a vowel which will be written with your red pen, understand?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress”
 
    
 
   “The pens not being used must be kept parallel and horizontal above your paper at all times. Understand?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress”
 
    
 
   “You are forbidden to write out a key telling you what letter correlates to which number and colour pen. Understand?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress”
 
    
 
   “With each page you will rule lines 8mm apart in pencil, a 2cm Margin on the left and a margin at the top and bottom of each page. Understand?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress”
 
    
 
   Mistress then placed the Vulgate on my desk along with my instructions. My pens and ruler were placed parallel above the sheet of paper.
 
    
 
   “You may begin.” She stood peering over my shoulder and watched me while I began the gruelling task She had set for me. My mind was completely numb as I struggled to comprehend the magnitude of the imposition. How on earth could this be done in the time frame possible? 
 
    
 
   I opened the Vulgate and my heart sank. I had never studied Latin and it made no sense. The focus needed to make sure I spelt every word right was going to be immense. Each verse was numbered so I could see it would be easy for Mistress to do random checks. The fact I had to work out which pen and the constant changing was going to make this even more loathsome. Here is an example of the first few verses from Chapter 1:
 
    
 
   “1 In principio creavit Deus cælum et terram.
 
   2 Terra autem erat inanis et vacua, et tenebræ erant super faciem abyssi: et spiritus Dei ferebatur super aquas.
 
   3 Dixitque Deus: Fiat lux. Et facta est lux.”
 
    
 
   “Right, I am going to leave you to get started and will return shortly. Don’t forget Karen, I will still be watching you, even when I am not in the same room.” Her words struck like shards of glass thrust deep into my psyche and I shivered involuntarily. So this is Detention I thought…
 
    
 
   I was into the 5th chapter when I made my first error. I used the wrong colour pen on the word Vixit. V was even not odd. I took a deep breath and began again. This time I kept saying to myself ‘focus, focus, focus’. The next time I got up to chapter 6 and spelt a word wrong. I wrote divulli instead of diluvii. I stamped my foot in frustration and screwed up the page angrily. Just then I heard the door open and Mistress walked in, Her heels clicking on the polished floorboards as She walked towards me.
 
    
 
   “What was that I heard?”
 
    
 
   “Sorry Mistress, I m-m- made an error and l-l-lost my t-t-temper Mistress,” I mumbled nervously.
 
    
 
   “Well Karen, perhaps you need to learn the consequences for tantrums and behaving like a petulant brat! Stand up, go to the corner and put your hands on your head! I shall be back shortly!”
 
    
 
   I stood up and went to the corner. I felt absolutely despondent and this was just wasting more of the precious time I had to complete this horrid assignment. Mistress took Her time and eventually returned and ordered me to turn and face her. She was holding a cane and a baby’s dummy. She put the dummy in mouth.
 
    
 
   “For acting like a petulant brat you can do the rest of the assignment with the dummy in your mouth. For your temper tantrum you can receive 6 cuts of the cane. Now, knickers down and tunic up! Bend over the desk immediately. It’s six of the best for you Karen!”
 
    
 
   I obeyed instantly and got into position.
 
    
 
   Whaaaackkk! The first cut stung like fire. 
 
    
 
   “ORFFFF!!!” “One, Thank You Mistress” I mumbled through the dummy.
 
    
 
   “Oh Karen you stupid girl, take the dummy out of your mouth to speak. I am not going to count that one.” 
 
    
 
   Whaaaccckkk! The next cut was right in the midline and flayed both buttocks. Again, pure agony.
 
    
 
   “One Thank You Mistress,” I struggled to respond but was determined not to cry out. Mistress touched my buttocks with the cane, tapping lightly; adding to the anticipation and making me extremely nervous. 
 
    
 
   Whhhaaaaackkk! Harder still and toward the top of the thighs. I jumped a little with shock and gritted my teeth, trying not to cry out.
 
    
 
   “Two Thank You Mistress…”
 
    
 
   Whaaacckkkkkkk! Another scorcher a bit higher this time
 
    
 
   “Three Thank You Mistress…”
 
    
 
   WWhhhhaccckkkkk! This one was a killer and over the crease between thigh and buttock, Mistress was really winding up now, I could hear her breathing harder.
 
    
 
   “Four Thank You Mistress…”
 
    
 
   Whackkkkkkkkkkkkk! The next cut came as soon I finished the word Mistress and overlayed the earlier cut in the middle of my buttock. I held back a cry of agony.
 
    
 
   “Five, Thank You Mistress”
 
    
 
   Mistress delayed the next cut for what seemed like ages. The pain in my buttocks was intensifying; knowing it could come at any moment just magnified the torment. I was clenching my buttocks in fear.
 
    
 
   “Stop clenching you buttocks and relax them or you’ll find out all about figging Karen!”
 
    
 
   It was hard to relax in this situation but some how I managed. Mistress tormented me more with some light taps before really laying on the hardest cut yet. I was momentarily distracted by the thought of figging when the next stroke came.
 
    
 
   “WWWhhhhhhhhaaaaaacccckkkk! It was absolute murder; the pain was excruciating, and tears formed in my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Six Thank You Mistress” I sobbed.
 
    
 
   “Now put that dummy in your mouth and get back to work. You are a long way behind where you should be!” 
 
    
 
   As I sat back down on the hard wooden bench, my buttocks were burning fiercely. With a heavy heart I returned to the beginning, or in Latin: “In principio creavit. The constant pen changing in my aching hand was causing immense frustration. The humiliation of sucking on a dummy just added to my misery. Two chapters in and I made another mistake, I was crestfallen but held my nerve, as Mistress stood up from Her desk and walked over to rip the page out. 
 
    
 
   “Stand up and bend over Karen, 6 cuts for your mistake. That is your third mistake.” 
 
    
 
   My heart sank as I pushed back the chair and stood to bend over again…
 
    
 
   After the second set of 6 cuts I began again with a sense of futility. I was utterly dejected and I was convinced that I was never going to complete this…
 
    
 
   I toiled relentlessly for what seemed an eternity trying hard not to make a sound, or another mistake, all the while my nerves threatening to snap at a moment’s notice. My back ached, my hand was cramped and my shoulders burned viciously from the constant struggle to stay upright. My knees were shaking and my ankles felt like they had lead balloons attached to them. Oh god, and it was only the first 3 hour period…
 
    
 
   Eventually I heard the command, “Pens down.” 
 
    
 
   “Right Karen,” said Mistress, who had been quietly tapping away at Her computer keyboard while I worked. “Off to the toilet, wash hands, then into the kitchen for lunch. You have 30 minutes.” 
 
    
 
   I had to hurry to the toilet as I was absolutely bursting. It was then off to the kitchen to face an unappetising lunch, although by now, the thought of eating anything was a pure joy and a welcome distraction. When I stepped into the kitchen I noticed Mistress’s laptop sitting on the kitchen table and could see the view of my desk from Her webcam. The sight of it made me feel like I had been stripped naked and exposed for all the world to see. I sat quietly at the table, deflated. I was ravenous but the image of my desk showing clearly on that webcam managed to turn every mouthful of food to lead in my stomach as I ate in silence. 
 
    
 
    “How’s the assignment going Karen?” enquired Mistress as She walked into the kitchen halfway through my lunch.
 
    
 
   “Not very well Mistress, I made another error just before you ordered pens down and will have to start again. I am in the beginning again.”
 
    
 
   “Well Karen, before you resume you will bend over for 6 cuts of the cane for your mistake.” She swept passed me on Her way to the fridge. She proceeded to make Herself a sumptuous sandwich filled with garden salad and slices of roast meat left over from last night’s dinner. The smell of fresh bread and sliced cucumber made me drool and I tried not to let my envy show. 
 
    
 
   But it must have shown on my face. Mistress spoke in a serious tone. “I would get that look off your face right now Karen or I’ll slap it off. The aim of this punishment is to teach you the importance of focus, and carrying out tasks properly and carefully instead of daydreaming about your own selfish thoughts. I think a little gratitude would be appropriate, don’t you? I guarantee this will make you a much better sissy maid Karen.”
 
    
 
   I so wanted to tell Mistress that it was Miss Katerina who forced me to spill the coffee and that I did not deserve this wretched punishment. I really did not feel like thanking Her for it, oh how it grated! Somehow I found the humility to say, “Thank you Mistress for this opportunity to learn an important lesson in focus and concentration which will teach me to be less selfish and a better sissy maid.” I then stood up and gave Mistress a curtsey. 
 
    
 
   “That’s a better attitude Karen. Now I’m going to eat on the balcony so you make sure you are not late being seated again.” I watched Her departure from the kitchen and once out of sight I glanced at the oven clock to check the time. Damn, I thought, She had covered it with a tea towel and I couldn’t see the time! 
 
    
 
   I didn’t want to take a chance on being late again so ate the rest of my sandwich and biscuits fast. After I gulped down the last mouthful of my water I hurried back to the study and found Mistress already seated at Her desk. “Stand behind your chair Karen and wait to be seated. You have 5 minutes before you are due to recommence.” She didn’t even look up as She spoke. 
 
    
 
   Damn again! I need not have hurried quite so much. I stood waiting behind the chair ready for the command to sit. The minutes ticked by slowly and I became increasingly impatient with frustration. Anxiety was mounting at the thought of starting that dastardly imposition once more. I didn’t understand the words but they were fast becoming etched into my brain. I started to fidget and shifted my weight from one foot to the other more out of boredom than anything. 
 
    
 
   “If you don’t remain perfectly still until I tell you to sit Karen, I shall remove your chair and let you complete your Detention on your knees…”
 
    
 
   Her words were quietly spoken but struck fear into my heart. I needed no further encouragement and stood as motionless as a statue for the remaining minutes, contemplating. 
 
    
 
   My thoughts were consumed with details of the imposition and how each segment of it was like a separate entity in its own right. The first part was the period of time spent in mental anguish beginning the moment I knew I was facing the imposition right up to and including the sleepless night before the day earmarked for my punishment, the next was the period spent carefully dressing, making sure every item of clothing was perfect, then the unappetising breakfast which certainly heralded the inevitable, after which came the first harrowing phase of writing, followed by the relief of lunchbreak…only lunch was a challenge in itself. Indeed, each segment was a gruelling torture on its own, and of varying magnitude. The actual imposition itself was something else. That was nothing short of sheer mental cruelty…Finally I heard the unhurried order. 
 
    
 
   “Knickers to knees.” 
 
    
 
   At that moment I’m sure my heart skipped a beat at the thought of the caning to come. I’d hoped Mistress had forgotten about it. My buttocks were flayed enough already without further torment being added. Slowly I lowered my knickers to knees, and waited. 
 
    
 
    “Bend over…”
 
    
 
   I dutifully bent over and waited for Mistress to get up from Her desk, pick up Her cane and raise my dress to expose my buttocks for 6 more cuts of the cane….
 
    
 
   SWOOOSH!!!! 
 
    
 
   “ARGHHH!!!” I yelped as the cane bit hard into the virgin flesh where buttock meets thighs. The stroke caught me by surprise and well before I was ready for it. “One thank You Mistress…”
 
    
 
   SWOOOSH!!!! 
 
    
 
   “ARGHHH!!!” I yelped again as the next stroke landed just below. I was in shock with the pain and it took my breath away. “Two thank You Mistress…”
 
    
 
   SWOOOSH!!!! 
 
    
 
   “OWWWWW!!!” No-o-o-o please Mistress…” The stroke had landed below the first two and my mind was in turmoil. She was laddering the strokes down my upper thighs and the pain was excruciating. I had never before experienced such an intense pain as what was occurring now. I struggled to speak. “Three thank You Mistress…”
 
    
 
   SWOOOSH!!!! 
 
    
 
   “OWWWWW!!!” I yelped and sobbed helplessly as this stroke was laid down hard under the other three. They were coming down fast, too fast for me to recover after each stroke. “Four… thank You Mistress…”
 
    
 
   SWOOOSH!!!! 
 
    
 
   “ARGGHHHH!! Ple-e-ease M-M-Mistress, I-I-m sorry….” I yelped hopelessly, digging my fingers hard into the edge of the desk and praying for that terrible caning to be over. Each stroke was lower than the last and felt like the fires of hell were burning into my flesh. “Five… thank You Mistress…”
 
    
 
   SWOOOSH!!!! 
 
    
 
   “OWWWWW!!!” The last stroke was brought down hard and fast upon my thighs and I sobbed hard as I realised it was finally over. “Six, thank You Mistress…”
 
    
 
   “Knickers up, dummy in, be seated.”
 
    
 
   Be seated? My thighs were on fire and felt like the flesh had been stripped from the bones. How on earth could I sit? I carefully slid my knickers over my tortured thighs and sat forward of the chair, not daring to allow my thighs to come into contact with the seat. I finally turned my mind to the daunting task I was facing. This time I was determined to focus and take my time. 
 
    
 
   The afternoon session went along much the same as the morning. Timeless, torturous and tediously difficult. There was no chance to allow my mind to wander and of course I wasn’t game to in case I made another mistake. Heaven only knew where the next 6 cuts would land!
 
    
 
   It seemed like I was going for hours without a mistake and at times I wondered if my mind was playing tricks on me, making me believe that I wasn’t making mistakes, when really I was. The experience of facing such an imposition and writing continuously hour after hour after agonising hour in pursuit of the end could be likened to viewing a mirage. The closer I got to it, the further away it seemed and I came to understand the term ‘white line fever’ as I toiled away relentlessly. Every now and then, Mistress would get up from Her desk and wander over to peer over my shoulder, causing me extreme nervousness. Sometimes She’d wander casually from the room only to return some time later. I went along without a mistake for what seemed like hours until I heard the alarm on the cloth-covered clock on Mistress’s desk sound. 
 
    
 
   “Pens down.” She stood and walked over to peer at my work. “How are you going Karen?” Her voice still carried the same coolness from the morning. 
 
    
 
   I pulled the dummy out thankfully and replied, “Much better this afternoon Mistress, I am up to chapter 13.
 
    
 
   “Give me a look,” She held out Her hand and I presented Her my work, which She examined closely. 
 
    
 
   “This seems correct but is not nearly neat enough Karen. In fact it’s very sloppy indeed! I can see a lot of the writing is not resting on the line. You will have to begin again…”
 
    
 
   With that She ripped up my work. I was in total shock. I had been so careful with the spelling and choosing the correct pen colour; I was so pleased I had got so far without an error. Then this! I was devastated, shattered, depressed, and utterly and totally dejected, I couldn’t help it and I started crying and put my head in my hands.
 
    
 
   “Pull yourself together young lady! Now, as I promised, 6 cuts of the cane if the imposition was not finished by the end of the second 3-hour segment. Go and fetch the cane.”
 
    
 
   “No No, please M-M-Mistress, I will do b-better this time, I p-p-promise.” I sobbed.
 
    
 
   “Perhaps you’d like the punishment doubled?” 
 
    
 
   “No M-M-Mistress, I’m sorry…” I sobbed and scurried over to the desk to retrieve the cane for Mistress. 
 
    
 
   “Knickers to knees Karen, skirt up, and bend over…”
 
    
 
   Mistress took up Her position without a moment’s dalliance and delivered the strokes in silence, and without moving to inspect Her handiwork throughout the punishment as She mostly did. The strokes were punctuated with “head down,” or “bottom up,” or “remain in position,” or “next stroke,” and “SILENCE,” until finally I was ordered to pull knickers up over the burning flesh of my buttocks. At least this time She left my thighs alone.
 
    
 
   “5 minutes break and then back here quick smart Karen. You may visit the toilet and have a glass of water only. As promised you have another 3 hour segment in which to continue with your assignment.” I slunk off to the toilet dejected and almost broken in spirit. The thought of starting the assignment again was almost incomprehensible. My mind was numb and I couldn’t even gather my thoughts, let alone contemplate enduring another 3 hours. 
 
    
 
   When I returned from the bathroom, Mistress was waiting in the study for me. 
 
    
 
   “Right, for the next 3 hours you will work solidly while I leave the house for a dinner engagement with Sandra. I will have my laptop with me so I advise you to be on your best behaviour Karen. I have set the alarm clock to sound at the end of the next 3-hour segment. When it sounds, you will be allowed pens down and you may have a 30-minute break in which to visit the toilet and eat your dinner, which I will leave for you in the kitchen, by the way. I will return before you finish your dinner and I will inspect your work. You will continue writing for another 3 hours after dinner.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I replied in disbelief. 
 
    
 
   “Oh and one more thing Karen, if you have not completed the assignment by the end of this evening’s second 3 hour segment you will continue in your spare time throughout the week until the assignment is finished. 
 
    
 
   I was aghast! This was only supposed to be a 6-hour assignment!        
 
    
 
   “But, I warn you,” She continued, “if that is the case, you will be up an hour earlier each morning to complete an hour before you begin your chores, and will do so on all fours. No desk. No chair.” 
 
    
 
   WHAT???? My mind screamed… how could She even think that was possible?? I was struck speechless as the vision of me on my hands and knees for hours trying to finish the assignment flashed through my mind. 
 
    
 
   “As well as one hour each morning, you will use your leisure hour each night to work on it plus an hour after if necessary till it’s done!” I was mute, but She went on…
 
    
 
   “Don’t look so stunned Karen, there’s plenty of incentive there for you to get it done tonight. And seeing as it’s an assignment that should easily be completed within 6 hours, by the end of today you will have had double the time needed to complete it. More than ample opportunity! So I suggest you stop your whingeing and get to it!”  
 
    
 
   With that Mistress left me to my assignment, and my misery. 
 
    
 
   This time I couldn’t seem to put pen to paper without making a mistake. Page after page was ripped out along with piece after piece of my will to go on. By the time the alarm sounded I was shattered. I put my head down on my forearms and sobbed. 
 
    
 
   True to Her word, Mistress returned before I had finished my dinner. Although I’m not sure it could be called dinner. What confronted me when I entered the kitchen was a bowl of recently thawed, disgusting looking mush, with odd-looking lumps. The watery mass was mainly pale brown in colour, and had no redeeming features whatsoever. It looked positively evil and was totally unrecognisable. If I didn’t know what made up this mass of vomit like mush I could never have contemplated eating it. In fact I only knew what was in it, because I had been ordered by Mistress to make up batches of it, several weeks back. At the time, I did not know what it was for. Until today… It had started out as a variety of vegetables, fresh and full of vibrant colour, now sitting lifeless in the bowl, after having been boiled to death, drained and mashed roughly, before being stored in the freezer to be brought to life on Detention days.  
 
    
 
   As I peeled back the plastic wrap I dry wretched at the sight of it. Oh my God, I thought as I ferried the first spoonful toward my quivering mouth…
 
    
 
   Halfway through my ‘meal’ I heard the car arrive in the driveway. Any opportunity I had to discard the meal was now gone. Lord knows I toyed with the idea of flushing it down the toilet but fear of not knowing whether there were more webcam cameras beaming furtive images of me to Mistress’s laptop kept me from carrying out that idea. As I heard Mistress enter the house and go straight to the study my heart sank like the food in my stomach as I saw in my mind’s eye, the image of Mistress perusing my discarded pages.
 
    
 
   Shortly after She entered the kitchen. 
 
    
 
   “Well Karen, that’s a pathetic performance. Looks like its 6 more cuts for you before you begin your next 3-hour writing period after your dinner…. And it looks like you are up early tomorrow and up late not only tomorrow but also for some days to come! I will also add that there will be no mercy for you throughout, and a big punishment if you even dare to ask Karen! If you are still going next Sunday you will forfeit your day of leisure once more. You will be working on this until it is done correctly and with NO mistakes.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress…” I was crestfallen. 
 
    
 
   “And you needn’t look like that Karen, you deserve a severe lesson. I have given you ample opportunity to shape up and start focussing on your training properly, but clearly you need more motivation to do so. You will repeat the exercise until it is perfect.” 
 
    
 
   There was nothing for it; it was going to continue until it was done. 
 
    
 
   “Right, now get yourself off to the toilet, you have exactly 3 minutes to get yourself back into the study ready to begin again. I am off to bed. When the alarm sounds again you may finish for the evening and get to bed.” She turned and walked out of the kitchen, leaving me in stunned silence. I hurried to the toilet and almost ran back into the study in fear of risking more cuts being applied to my bottom. 
 
    
 
   Later that night after completing my 12th crushing hour of solitary Detention I collapsed into bed exhausted feeling the most frustrated I ever have felt both from this damned assignment and not knowing what Miss Sandra had decided about my release. I was sore, I was cramped all over, and my mind was numb. I lay in bed praying for merciful sleep, knowing that the thing preventing it was the knowledge that the last thing on my mind when sleep finally overcame me was going to be the first thing on my mind when I awoke, and for several days to come. 
 
    
 
   It was not until 11pm on the following Friday night after beginning my Detention, that is five days later, that I finally completed the wretched assignment to Mistress’s satisfaction. For the last three days I had been writing it on the floor, kneeling on all fours as a punishment for daydreaming. I had stopped for no more than 15 seconds to rest my hand but Mistress saw it on her webcam. I was in such a state! 
 
    
 
   If I closed my eyes all I would see were Latin words. I was even having nightmares about it. If I never see another word of Latin it will not be too soon! After telling me I had finally completed the assignment to Her satisfaction Mistress made an announcement.
 
    
 
   “Tomorrow I am going away for the weekend, returning Monday evening. I spoke to Sandra and she has been kind enough to agree to sissy sit you. Sandra mentioned that your performance over the weekend will determine whether she grants you release or not so there is a big incentive for you Karen. Now she will be in regular contact with me and I do so hope for your sake that she is happy with you and has nothing negative to report! If she has to punish you at all, you can expect a repeat dose from me on my return! You will treat her every order with the same authority as if it was coming directly from me. After serving me breakfast tomorrow, you will pack your things and then drive me to the airport. We will have to leave at 8:00am. After that you will report directly to Sandra at her place. Understand Karen?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress.” The immense relief I had felt at finishing the assignment quickly evaporated and was replaced by fear and real concern at the thought of being at Sandra’s mercy for an entire weekend. It was another restless night for me…
 
    
 
   
Sissy Karen’s Saga continues in Surf’s Up…
 
   


 
   
  
 



Surf’s Up
 
 
   By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch
 
    
 
   A sense of gloom washed over me as I waved my Mistress off at the airport. I would miss Her terribly, more so as I was off to spend the weekend being sissy sat by Miss Sandra, which in itself was a daunting prospect at best. I was fearful of what Miss Sandra could concoct without the steadying influence of Mistress around. I knew that Mistress’s presence kept a lid on her behaviour, mostly. While Mistress was strict with me I knew that discipline was an integral part of my training and every punishment I incurred was for my own good, and for the purpose of helping me progress towards becoming the perfect sissy maid. The same could not be said of Miss Sandra, who delighted in my discomfort and pain. She actually enjoyed teasing me and seeing me get into trouble. As far as she was concerned I was simply an endless source of entertainment and ridicule. 
 
    
 
   Mistress allowed me to take Her to the airport in my male clothes this morning but instructed that I change immediately I arrived at Miss Sandra’s. I was expected at 10am sharp so had no time to dally. God forbid if I arrived late! As I drove I thought of nothing other than being at the mercy of Miss Sandra, and her wickedly sadistic nature. I allowed my imagination to run wild, thinking up all sorts of dreadful things that could possibly happen to me over the weekend. By the time I arrived in her driveway I felt a real resistance to go in. I sat in the car for a few minutes, steeling myself for the weekend. I thought about Mistress saying that I had to treat every command from Miss Sandra as coming from Mistress Herself. My heart was racing as I sat there considering this, and my palms grew sweaty. I had to fight hard the urge to speed well away from Miss Sandra’s, but of course that would also mean bringing Mistress’s wrath down upon me for what could only be described as gross disobedience. Finally I took a deep breath and got out of the car, and walked like a condemned man heading for the gallows. When I reached her door I knocked. And waited…Miss Sandra finally opened the door some several minutes later, the delay adding further to my tension. Unfortunately this was a sign of things to come. 
 
    
 
   “Oh Karen, whatever have you been doing! I saw your car pull up 7 minutes ago. That is very lazy of you and you have earned a punishment straight away! Jennifer will not pleased when she turns her phone on after the flight and reads this text message I am about to send telling her you have earned a punishment before you even walked in the door now will she?”
 
    
 
   “No Miss Sandra.” I was incredulous she was going to punish me for sitting in the car before entering. It was 2 minutes to 10! 
 
    
 
   Miss Sandra did indeed proceed to send the text message right there in front of me, leaving me standing on the porch gaping as she thumbed the message. She had a smug look on her face and when she was done she looked me straight in the eye as she held up her mobile phone and pressed ‘send’. I couldn’t believe it; I was in deep trouble already. The nervous tension immediately went to another level. She must have been standing at the window awaiting my arrival!
 
    
 
   “Ok, that’s done. First we must get you out of those ugly male clothes. Come now, pick up your bag and follow me.”  Not waiting for me to follow she grabbed my ear and viciously dug her fingernail into my ear lobe forcing me to follow her down the hall and out the backdoor, onto the rear veranda. We were headed for the laundry, which was at the end of the veranda, but still attached to the house. I struggled to keep up but the smarting pain in my ear and the pace she was walking forced me to do anything but. 
 
    
 
   “This is your bedroom for the weekend Karen! How do you like it?”
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what to say. It was a messy outdoor laundry with a concrete floor, and quite obviously hadn’t been cleaned for a long while. There was perhaps 2m x 1m floor space, a tub that was filthy and a washing machine and a cupboard. There were a couple of overflowing baskets of washing and the cupboard door was open and full of assorted paraphernalia. There was certainly no sign of any bedding, and the only place to lie down was the cold hard floor. I was aghast.
 
    
 
   “It’s a lovely laundry Miss Sandra,” I managed to say, nearly choking on my words. Miss Sandra had a good laugh. “Now strip off and wait for me on all fours with nose to the floor,” she ordered, her voice suddenly turning icy. She turned and headed back into the house leaving me in stunned silence to prepare for her return. 
 
    
 
   She made me wait for what seemed like half an hour. Kneeling on that floor played havoc with my knees, which had begun to ache dreadfully. The dust and dirt on the floor began to irritate my nose and I was snuffling and sneezing. Miss Sandra returned making a grand entrance brandishing a shopping bag in one hand, and a cane handled feather duster in the other.
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, I have your outfit for today here but first there is some business to deal with. She stepped behind me holding the feather end of her feather duster.
 
    
 
   Whackkk! She laid the stroke hard across my buttocks without warning. It took me by surprise and I yelped and writhed in pain.
 
    
 
   “Keep your nose to the ground Karen.” Her words were short and sharp and I’d never experienced this side of her before. I quickly put my nose back down to the floor on her command.
 
    
 
   “Now we have that matter of your slovenliness in taking so long to get out of the car to report to me to deal with! Anyone would think you did not want to take up my hospitality and were ungrateful for my generous offer to sissy sit you. I hate to think what Jennifer will think when she reads my text message. I thought you would be eager to impress seeing I am now the sole decider of your next release! Hmm…speaking of which, this sort of behaviour makes me think in terms of weeks rather than days. So, if there are any more shenanigans I could be thinking in terms of months Karen!” She laughed heartily adding much to my chagrin.
 
    
 
   In my mind’s eye I could see that wicked smile on her face. I could tell she was very pleased indeed to be able to have this power over me. It was already 5 weeks without release and my frustration level was truly peaking. Talk of months more of frustration had me really concerned.
 
    
 
   “Stand up and bend over the washing machine.”
 
    
 
   Still naked I got up and leaned over the washing machine, presenting my behind. 
 
    
 
   “Bottom up Karen, quickly now, lets have it right out for punishment! I am going to start with 24 strokes, 12 for your slovenliness and 12 for the ingratitude that was implied by your slovenliness. After each stroke you will say in your best sissy lisp, ‘Thank you Miss Sandra for teaching me to be a more grateful and efficient sissy maid’, now let me hear it Karen.” 
 
    
 
   24 strokes! She had caned me before but always in Mistress’s presence and never applied more than 12 strokes. I was mortified but dare not protest, especially after her little reminder about her being the one responsible for the decision of my next release! 
 
    
 
   “Thankth you Mith Thandra for teathing me to be a more grathful and effithent thithhy maid,” I lisped as best I could in a high-pitched voice. Miss Sandra burst into a cruel laugh. She was humiliating me deliberately and I felt powerless to do anything but obey. 
 
    
 
   “Oh I am going to have some fun this weekend. That was absolutely dreadful Karen! Now bottom up! Let’s see if we can’t have you lisping perfectly before the weekends over!”
 
    
 
   She proceeded to thrash me with the feather duster, causing me to leap and yelp and lisp my way through 24 agonising strokes. The deafening cacophony produced by the sound of each stroke along with my yelping echoed around that enclosed laundry continuously throughout the walloping and somehow added to the entertainment value for Miss Sandra apparently.  She laughed loud at every humiliating lisp and yelp, and especially after a number of strokes got me on the upper thigh sending spears of agony through me causing louder yells. It was by far the hardest caning I had received from her and considerably more painful than a normal caning.  I must say it was far different from a caning from Mistress. She would not have laughed Her way through my demise or allowed me to leap around like I was under Miss Sandra’s onslaught. Clearly she was enjoying this immensely and found it highly amusing. When the 24th stroke fell and the last faint echo of my final yelp died down, there was silence apart from the sound of my laboured breathing. By the end of it my bottom was on fire, but worse, the weekend with Miss Sandra was less than an hour old.
 
    
 
   “Kneel before me Karen.”
 
    
 
   Still trembling from the thrashing, I knelt at her feet.
 
    
 
   “I have a pretty summer dress for you to wear. We are off to the beach today!” Miss Sandra reached into the shopping bag and brought out a yellow, floral dress for me to look at. It was quite old fashioned with puffy shoulders and three quarter sleeves and went midway between knees and ankles. It had a peter pan collar made of lace, cut in a classical way. She spoke as if the past 10 minutes had never occurred. My buttocks were smarting dreadfully from the thrashing and I was still breathing hard trying to recover my composure. It took me a moment to comprehend a day at the beach with Miss Sandra, and I couldn’t help but wonder about the endless possibilities that could involve, none good, I was sure of that. On the bright side a day at the beach might be a welcome change from being cooped up in closed quarters, carrying out chores under Miss Sandra’s supervision. I determined that a day at the beach might not be too bad afterall. Although, I couldn’t help that sneaky feeling of dread creeping through my veins. What could she possibly do to make that a difficult experience? I asked myself.
 
    
 
   “…but first put your cossie on,” she went on, breaking me out of my thoughts. She was handing me a baby blue one-piece women’s swimming costume. It was a tight fit but I managed to get it on, dragging it gingerly over my thrashed buttocks. I then put the dress on and straightened it tidily. 
 
    
 
   “Now you can wear your red bob wig today with this large floppy white sun hat with string underneath. It might pay to tie this string up tight Karen!” and with that she had a good chuckle. Mistress must have shared the story of my flattened Fedora hat with Miss Sandra and I winced at the thought of the punishment I had received for allowing it to blow off. I was allowed to wear my pink jogging shoes.
 
    
 
   “We will be picking up Katerina on the way and you’ll be able to watch me do some surfing later today! Aren’t I nice to you Karen?
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra,” I said, although I hardly agreed with her last statement. My spirits lifted a little, a day at the beach couldn’t be too hard for me and the thought of a swim in the surf was appealing.
 
    
 
   “Now off you go to the kitchen. I want you to make two smoked salmon and Philadelphia cheese sandwiches with dill and alfalfa sprouts, and you’ll find an assortment of fruit that I want you to pack as well. Put it all in the esky with 2 bottles of filtered water and the bottle of juice that’s sitting in the fridge. There is also some Brie cheese and pate in the fridge; you can put that in as well. Leave out some water crackers to pack in the backpack. Now, Jennifer tells me you like Pecks Paste and it’s your favourite, so I got some in for you. You can make a sandwich out of that for yourself; and in fact you can have that every lunch while you here, seeing as it’s your favourite. I am so kind to you Karen, aren’t I? Now hop to it! Make sure you wash your hands first.”
 
    
 
   I quickly got stuck into preparing the picnic. Mistress must have told Miss Sandra that I have to eat Pecks Paste sandwiches as punishment food when doing a written imposition and now Miss Sandra made out it was my favourite. I can’t stand it but of course complaining is out of the question. I was starting to wonder if there was anything Mistress hadn’t told Miss Sandra about last Sunday!
 
    
 
   After packing the loaded esky, backpack, towels, beach shelter and sunscreen in the car I was instructed to strap Miss Sandra’s surfboard to the roof racks. “In you go Karen, you’re driving today.”  The comment froze my blood in the veins. This was not good. The thought of driving these two made me very nervous so after steeling myself for the task we headed off to pick up Miss Katerina. 
 
    
 
   The drive to Miss Katerina’s was mercifully uneventful and when we arrived, Miss Sandra ordered me to park the car and run to fetch Miss Katerina. I sprinted up the driveway and knocked on her door. As I waited all I could think of was this was the vixen whose furtive trick had led me to suffer a most horrid written imposition that went on for a week and now I would be at her mercy for a whole day at the beach. To put it mildly I was terrified.
 
    
 
   Miss Katerina opened the door and was dressed for the beach. She looked stunning wearing a pair of very short pink shorts and a short length tight fitting white singlet top exposing her flat stomach. You could see the straps of her turquoise blue bikini over her shoulders. Her short blonde hair was gelled in a spiky haphazard way and she was wearing a pair of designer sunglasses and white sandshoes without socks. With her fit toned body and Nordic good looks she was sure to be turning heads at the beach.
 
    
 
   “Hello Karen, Oh you are a sight in that old fashioned dress, where on earth did you get it?” she remarked with amusement, looking me up and down with a pained expression.
 
    
 
   “Miss Sandra kindly allowed me to wear it,” I replied a little crestfallen. Her comment stung.
 
    
 
   “Oh she does have a sense of humour our Sandra,” she said suddenly smiling, “It’s absolutely frightful.” With that she had a good laugh, threw her bag at me, as she swept past, and led the way to the car with me in tow. She slid into the backseat beside Miss Sandra without a backward glance. 
 
    
 
   We were off to Burning Palms, a secluded beach in the Royal National Park. The drive was about an hour and was going to be a very tense one for me. As we headed off Miss Sandra said, “Now Karen, Jennifer has told me you recently had a speeding fine and she was not impressed to say the least. She has asked us to keep a close eye on your driving and report any driving infractions, even the slightest misdemeanour, so I am warning you now…”
 
    
 
   This certainly did not make me feel relaxed. Only 10 seconds into the drive I heard Miss Sandra exclaim rather dramatically, “Katerina, you haven’t buckled your seatbelt! Karen that is your first driving infraction, surely you know it is the driver’s responsibility to ensure all passengers are wearing a seatbelt before pulling away from the curb. Jennifer will be hearing about this!” I pulled over immediately and swivelled my head towards Miss Katerina. The vixen had her seatbelt over her shoulder but had not buckled it. My heart skipped a beat and my stomach churned. There was a serious consequence waiting for me in the event of the next driving infraction. 
 
    
 
   “Miss Katerina, may I have permission to speak?” I asked desperately.
 
    
 
   “Yes Karen, what is it?” said Miss Katerina, annoyed. 
 
    
 
   “May I humbly request you buckle up your seatbelt?” There was a frantic yet distant hope that the ladies may somehow take responsibility on this occasion and let me off.   
 
    
 
   “A bit late for that I’m afraid Karen,” laughed Miss Sandra haughtily as she sent another text message to Mistress. “But how dare you show such impertinence in asking anyway? You should have sat there waiting quietly and patiently for us to tell you when we were ready for you to drive off. NOT taken it upon yourself to zoom off of your own accord. So I’m afraid I’m going to have to let Jennifer know about that as well. Oh dear, you are not off to a good start to the weekend Karen are you?” she said laughing in that most tormenting way. 
 
    
 
   Miss Katerina made a great show of buckling her seatbelt and had a good laugh too. This was not a good start to the trip. It looked like there would be more consequences from the actions of Miss Katerina for me to endure. The rest of the drive was fortunately free from mistakes; but only after a supreme effort on my part. I drove imagining I had a cargo of fresh loose eggs on board, and pretended I was promised 100 strokes of Mistress’s Black Beauty for each egg broken at the end of the journey. Thankfully the ladies generally ignored me throughout the drive, lost in their world of conversation. The only time they acknowledged me was to occasionally order me to change the radio station if a song came on they didn’t like.
 
    
 
   We finally arrived at the car park for Burning Palms. From the car park, it is a 3km hike to the beach down a very steep hill. The first kilometre is through beautiful bushland and shaded by the forest canopy. Then there is another kilometre on the open headland before a final descent through some more bushland to the beach. I had to carry Miss Sandra’s surfboard under one arm, the backpack strapped to my back, and balance the towels on top of the esky, which was strapped onto a lightweight luggage trolley, similar to what people use in airports. I was expected to drag this over the 3km stretch of loose dirt path to the beach. Miss Katerina put her towel and other things in Miss Sandra’s backpack so the ladies didn’t have to carry a thing. I felt like a pack mule. All the way down the ladies strode ahead of me at an easy pace and would periodically turn to yell for me to hurry up. “Hurry up Karen! Catch up girl! What’s taking you? Chop, chop!” They would have a giggle each time they called out. One group of bushwalkers coming toward us couldn’t help having a chuckle at my expense. God only knew what they were thinking. Dragging that trolley over the rough terrain while balancing a heavy backpack on my back and surfboard under my wing soon took away any sense of enjoyment for the day. 
 
    
 
   It was a tough walk, trying to maintain balance with all that I was carrying. My arms and shoulders were aching and I had to watch my footing at all times. I was not looking forward to the climb back up later in the day. One saving grace was that at least the esky would be lighter. We finally got to the beach and the ladies decided we would set up at the far end of the beach on the fringe were the bush met the sand. The prospect of lugging the gear through the sand for a reasonable distance was not one that I looked forward to and certainly turned out an added bit of torture for me. It was indeed a great relief when I finally got to put everything down.
 
    
 
   “OK Karen, we are going to have a sunbake first, so lay our towels out over there,” said Miss Sandra pointing at a spot close by. I dutifully laid the towels out while the ladies stripped down to bikinis. 
 
    
 
   “Fetch my sunscreen Karen,” said Miss Katerina. I rummaged through the bag but couldn’t see it. “I can’t find it Miss Katerina; would you like to use some of mine?”
 
    
 
   “What brand is it Karen?”
 
    
 
   “Just the home brand from the supermarket, it is factor 30+ though,” I offered. 
 
    
 
   “I don’t do Home Brand Karen! My sunscreen is Shiseido, which has an antioxidant that keeps my skin soft and healthy and I would never use a sunscreen that contains PABA! So you better keep looking. I am sure I put in the backpack Karen.” Her tone was imperious and made me feel bad for offering my apparently inferior quality sunscreen. I continued my search of the backpack for her sunscreen, this time emptying the contents out in front of her.
 
    
 
   “Sorry Miss Katerina it doesn’t seem to be here,” I said finally. It simply was not in that backpack. 
 
    
 
   “Oh well, I must have left it in the car, you will have to run back and get it,” she snapped arrogantly. I was stunned, I was still getting over the climb down, and now she was telling me I would have to climb back up that mountain and back down again, just because she wouldn’t use home brand sunscreen! Miss Sandra must have sensed the look in my face.
 
    
 
   “Don’t look so sorry for yourself Karen, you should have checked we had everything before we set out, after all, you were responsible for carrying it all, now off you go and hurry, you should be able to jog all the way!” She knew Mistress’s policy on fitness and that I was required to undertake a daily jog, but I wasn’t looking forward to jogging up that hill in the heat of the day! 
 
    
 
   I made the trek back up the mountain, but I was already feeling tired from carrying the gear down. It was hard going and I was puffing and panting and bathed in sweat long before I reached the car. By the time I entered the car park my lungs were burning and my legs felt like spaghetti. I would have been truly grateful to be able to sit and rest before heading back down straight away. But I dared not dally and set about finding Miss Katerina’s sunscreen. I did indeed find Miss Katrina’s sunscreen, still in her bag! She had obviously neglected to transfer it to the other bag, but of course, Miss Sandra had already determined that it was my fault somehow. That really made me annoyed. She was so unfair at times. I grabbed the sunscreen and spotted Miss Katerina’s Ipod in her bag. The horrible thought of making the trip down, and then being ordered back up the mountain to retrieve it flashed through my mind, so I decided to take it back too, just in case I was ordered to take another return journey. I came back down the mountain at a trot this time and was grateful the load was a lot lighter than the first trip.
 
    
 
   On returning to the beach I was hot, sweaty and exhausted. How I would have loved to plunge into the surf and cool down. I handed Miss Katerina her sunscreen and told her I fetched her Ipod as well, thinking she would be pleased at my thoughtfulness.
 
    
 
   “Karen, I didn’t ask you to get my Ipod you silly girl! I deliberately didn’t bring it to the beach, as I do not want to get sand in it! You will have to take it back immediately!” she said snatching the sunscreen from me. I stood open-mouthed in dread of the inevitable. “Actually Karen, come to think of it, that Ipod was in my bag, so you must have gone rummaging through my bag to get it, is that correct?” she asked, still not even looking at me as she spoke. 
 
    
 
   I nervously addressed the side of her head. “Well, y-e-s,” I stammered, immediately aware of what was coming. “I-I-I, ah, I couldn’t find your sunscreen anywhere in the car, so I eventually thought I should look in your bag in case it was there Miss…” I blurted out before she cut me off mid sentence.
 
    
 
   “How dare you go to my bag without my permission you impertinent imp?” Her reaction was ferocious and she swivelled her head to face me.
 
    
 
   “B-u-t, I-I-I thought it would be all right…”  
 
    
 
   “Well it was not all right! When you realised it wasn’t in the car and perhaps in my bag, you should have run straight down that mountain and asked permission to rifle through my bag to search for it, do you understand?” The tone in her voice frightened me considerably, and I knew I was in for big trouble now. 
 
    
 
   “Jennifer told me you have a bad habit of making assumptions Karen, I will be reporting this to her, now off you go, jogging again!” interjected Miss Sandra. I thought better of opening my mouth again and turned dejectedly to face the mountain again. With a heavy heart and legs that were heavier still I left her typing another text message. 
 
    
 
   Oh these cruel bitches! It was such a hot day! I was exhausted, thirsty and sweating profusely, and now they were making me go up the mountain again! As if we couldn’t keep the Ipod in the bag away from the sand! I was sure they were just doing this to watch me suffer. I jogged away from them but must admit to slowing to a walk once out of sight of the vixens. This time I struggled up the mountain, legs aching and struggling for breath with each step of the climb. I was getting very thirsty but of course the water bottles were back with the ladies. Perhaps there was a tap in the car park. Finally when I reached the car again, I realised I was immediately faced with another dilemma. What should I do with the Ipod? Should I put the Ipod back in Miss Katerina’s bag and risk punishment for daring to go to her bag again without asking permission? Or should I risk punishment for NOT putting it back where I found it? Oh why didn’t I ask before I left them? I scolded myself for not asking, and started to feel myself becoming all a-twitter. Finally I placed it down on the car seat, and thrust her bag on top of it. I locked the car and set out once more to make that arduous trek back down the mountain. This was not what I imagined for today…
 
    
 
   The ladies were sitting in the shade of the beach shelter when I returned and had begun drinking the fruit juice and snacking on biscuits and pate. I was greeted with a rebuke.
 
    
 
   “That took far too long Karen! You were obviously not jogging all the way. This is another act of disobedience to report to Jennifer!” Sandra’s tone was angry in that mocking sarcastic way of hers and she began composing a text message on her phone immediately. Visions of standing before Sister Patrice on Mistress’s return with hands on my head awaiting punishment as She scrolled through all these messages from Miss Sandra flooded my mind’s eye as Miss Sandra thumbed her message. Oh, the thrashing I would get… Maybe I was in for 12 strokes for each text message? And possibly the sets would be dealt by a range of disciplinary implements! Would it be the cane or the strap or the more serious implements She named ‘Faith,’ ‘Hope,’ or even the dreaded ‘Charity’? A wave of anxiety swept over me. I was feeling very hot, sweaty and flustered and longed for a refreshing dip in the ocean. Before I knew it the words tumbled from my mouth. 
 
    
 
   “Permission to speak Miss Sandra?”
 
    
 
   “Go on, what is it?”
 
    
 
   “May I humbly ask for the privilege of a having a quick dip to cool down please Miss Sandra?” The moment I heard the sound of my own voice I was shocked, but I was desperate…  
 
    
 
   “Oh Karen, Jennifer was right, you are an impertinent imp!” she said in an exasperated tone. “Asking for privileges so soon after an act of defiance! For that there will be no swimming for you today and I will have to send another text message to Jennifer letting her know just how badly you are behaving.” Miss Sandra had an incredulous look on her face as spoke. “I am really getting fed up with your cheekiness already!” she went on. “How dare you?” 
 
    
 
   It was so unfair! I couldn’t do anything right around Miss Sandra. I thought I had asked respectfully but she found something else to catch me out on. It was 35 degrees, I had climbed the mountain twice and she wouldn’t let me have a quick dip to cool off! 
 
    
 
   “You may serve us our lunch though Karen. But before you do, run down to the water’s edge and wash your hands in the surf, then you can wear these disposable gloves to handle the food. Be quick now, we are ravenous!”
 
    
 
   Washing my hands in the cool fresh water was a terrible torment after being refused a quick dip. I had to fight hard the urge to throw myself in, risking an unspeakable punishment. Reluctantly I refrained and returned quickly to don the gloves and prepare lunch for the ladies. “After you serve our lunch Karen, you may also have yours,” said Miss Sandra, “I know you’ll be looking forward to your sandwich!” 
 
    
 
   Indeed! I thought…
 
    
 
   After they had finished a leisurely luncheon Katerina decided to have a sunbake and lay her superb, shapely form stomach down on her towel, and resting on her elbows. It was hard not to notice her long lean limbs, already golden brown from the sun. There was no doubt; she was a sight to behold.
 
    
 
   “Karen I want you to apply sunscreen to my back and legs.” My heart skipped a beat at the thought of smoothing lotion over that body. 
 
    
 
   “But if there is any sign of arousal from you Karen it will be dealt with by both of us as well as another text message to Jennifer!” warned Miss Sandra with a menacing tone to her voice. “No, Miss Sandra, there won’t be…” I responded hopelessly. How could I not? 
 
    
 
   I glanced furtively at Miss Katerina and tried to avert my gaze. She looked incredible in her bikini. Her body was toned and fit and after more than 35 days of chastity, the sensual nature of this task was going to make it quite difficult to control my arousal. I tried to think of seagulls and dolphins anything but the sight of this beautiful body. 
 
    
 
   I was kneeling beside Miss Katerina, rubbing the lotion into her thighs and thinking of punishments, and impositions, and anything that could distract my thoughts when Miss Sandra came up behind me, slid her hand up under my frock and grabbed my genitals. She began fondling them. I caught my breath and momentarily stopped rubbing. They had not had attention for so long and I was helpless. No matter what I thought about I couldn’t stop the inevitable arousal from the fondling and the sight of Miss Katerina and the feel of her body under my hands. Miss Sandra said not one word throughout. Just as I finished applying the lotion she lifted up my dress high and spoke.
 
    
 
   “Well, well, well Karen, what have we here? Definite arousal from where I stand! Katerina, Karen is obviously having lustful thoughts about you, don’t you feel violated?”
 
    
 
   Katerina rolled over on to her side to face me. “Oh yuck, Karen! I thought I could trust you, I thought you were not like real men, get your grubby hands off!” she spat contemptuously, quickly flicking the backs of her fingers over her body in a mock bid to rid herself of some horrid germ I’d contaminated her body with. Her outrage was obviously faked, as she giggled at the same time, and winked at Sandra.
 
    
 
   “Wait til Jennifer hears about this one Karen, ogling and lusting after a woman! This shows incredible disrespect and disobedience. Jennifer is not going to be happy!” With that Sandra made a great show of scooping up her phone, and began composing yet another text message to Mistress. I was getting really worried now. She had tricked me. How on earth could she be serious about reporting this? I stood pondering her sadistic nature while she thumbed her message. When she was done she ordered me to stand with hands on head facing a large rock nearby. I reluctantly stood facing the rock with hands on top of my floppy white hat, feeling very stupid and humiliated. I tried not to think about the other beachgoers, and what they could be possibly thinking about this spectacle. I thought about the reaction Mistress would have when she read that text message. Any thoughts of arousal were long gone. I could hear the ladies whispering and giggling but couldn’t make out what they were saying. Eventually I was called back.
 
    
 
   “Katerina and I have come up with a unique punishment Karen. The first step involves making a target.” The notion triggered a giggle from both ladies.  Their use of the word target made me nervous. “Now undress and get your cossie off, then put your dress back on and lie down in the sand face down.”
 
    
 
   I quickly obeyed. There was no time for modesty. When I was laying face down in the sand, they pulled my dress up to expose my buttocks. They covered my legs and arms with towels so only my bottom was exposed to the sun. Miss Katerina then began to trace a pattern of concentric circles on each cheek using my home brand sunscreen as her ‘pen’.
 
    
 
   “Now don’t move until we tell you Karen,” said Miss Sandra when they were done. The sound of their laughter was sure to attract attention and I cringed and hid under my large floppy white hat, finally thankful for its ridiculous size at last. “You just stay very still Karen, while we go cool off in the surf. And while you are lying there you need to think about the error of your ways and just how much trouble you’re going to be in when Jennifer gets back! 
 
    
 
   They left me with that cruel thought and bounded off toward the surf. 
 
    
 
   After a few minutes I became aware of the intense heat beaming down onto my buttocks. The effect of lying in hot sand under a mound of towels in the blistering mid afternoon sun was something akin to being in an incubator. The build up of heat under my hat was unbearable. I began to sweat profusely, and I could feel my buttocks burning. My genitals were encased in a hot sandy cocoon and I feared the worst, imagining sand in every conceivable opening. I did indeed think of punishments and Mistress’s return, along with her dreaded implements of correction. I thought of the ladies cavorting happily in the surf, and thoughts turned to ponder their sadistic natures. I wondered what on earth I must have looked like from a passer-by’s point of view. How many bikini clad beauties had trudged through the sand close by, wondering what on earth I was doing under this mound, twin targets painted on my striped rump? Oh my thoughts were running rampant as I lay there helplessly at the mercy of Miss Sandra and Miss Katerina. Burning Palms indeed! 
 
    
 
   After what seemed like an hour baking on the hot sand under the weight of the heavy towels, I heard the ladies cavorting back up the beach to where I lay drenched in sweat, expiring with the heat. They were laughing and chattering and full of vim and vigour as they reached for their towels. “Well Karen, you can get up now,” said Miss Sandra breathlessly. “Oh that surf was wonderfully refreshing, was it not Katerina?” “Positively Sandra, gorgeous!” replied Miss Katerina. It was another cruel blow under the circumstances. 
 
    
 
   I was desperate to get up out of my incubator and needed no hurry along at all. I had been sweating so much that every inch of exposed skin was caked in sand when I stood at last. Miss Sandra was positively beaming as she stood towelling her hair, her body still dripping from her dip in the cool ocean. She cast me a look a surprise as if she hadn’t a clue why I should be in such a sorry state. “Here, put your cossie back on,” she said with a grin and flung the heavy wet swimming costume at me. I wasn’t quick enough to catch the costume and it dropped heavily to the sand.  “Because I am so kind to you Karen, I wet your cossie so you could cool off. Hurry up. Pick it up. We don’t want sand getting into it do we?”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Miss Sandra.” I tried to say it convincingly. The uncomfortable task of putting on a wet swimming costume just became far more difficult and irritating when it became sand encrusted, as well as wet!  I reluctantly picked it up and shook it out as best I could, but the sand clung tenaciously to the garment, adding to its weight, and of course, the unavoidable discomfort factor. The combination of sand clinging to my sweaty body, along with being encased in a wet, sand encrusted ladies one-piece swimming costume was going to wreak havoc on my skin, I knew. What was really worrying though was that the shaving rash around my pubic region was flaring dreadfully after being subjected to the burning sand treatment. God only knew what the end result would be from the aggravation of walking. I placed first one foot into a leg hole, then the other, and dragged the costume carefully up my sandy legs and over my scorched buttocks, only realising then how burnt my cheeks must be. 
 
    
 
   “What are you wincing at now Karen?” asked Miss Sandra, who had been standing watching me as a changed. It was humiliating to say the least to have her watching me go through this agonising process. And she knew it. “Good God, you’re precious aren’t you?” she said shaking her head in mock exasperation. 
 
    
 
   “The next part of this punishment will happen tonight Karen, so put it out of your mind for now. You can come down and watch me surf. Have you ever read ‘Puberty Blues’ Karen?” she said as she turned to head back toward the ocean.
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra,” I replied a little confused.
 
    
 
   “Remember how the surfer boys used to make their girlfriends sit and watch them surf and then expect them to describe back each and every wave? That is what you are going to do but in your case there will be punishments if I think you were not paying close enough attention. Here, carry my board down to the water.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra” I carried her board dutifully and handed it to her at the waters edge. Miss Sandra took to the water and paddled out past the breakers, leaving me to wallow in misery at the water’s edge. I was desperate for a swim and I watched disdainfully very much resenting her forcing me to watch her swim while I sat on the water’s edge. I didn’t dare take my eyes off her though. She caught one really excellent left-hander and I must say I was genuinely impressed. She really carved it up, flicking back off the face of the wave a number of times. There were a couple more good waves and few ordinary ones and one quite spectacular wipe out which gave me some secret pleasure to watch but I made sure my facial expression was one of concern. I wasn’t expecting her to demand a description of that wave! 
 
    
 
   As she came out I gave her a round of applause. She handed me her board and I greedily savoured the cold drops of salty water running off the surfboard and down my body. As we walked back to Miss Katerina she asked, “What did you think Karen?”
 
    
 
   “You are a very good surfer Miss Sandra, I was very impressed, especially that first left hander, that was something you would expect from a professional!” I tried to sound as obsequious as I could.
 
    
 
   “I did try to make the circuit once upon a time. I probably could have made it but was too busy having a good time. On the drive home you can give Katerina and I a blow by blow description.”
 
    
 
   After another hour or so I was ordered to pack everything up and we started the climb back up the mountain. At least the esky was lighter but all rubbish had to be taken back. It was a hard climb without carrying anything but quite tortuous carrying all this gear. Again the ladies were able to get ahead of me and constantly cajoled me to go faster. It was back breaking stuff and I was struggling at the half way point. I would have given anything for a little rest but dared not ask for fear of being impertinent. My swimmers had dried but the crust of sand remained making each step a complete nightmare. I could feel my skin chafing dreadfully as a trudged. The last part of the track was murder, every muscle was aching but I managed to stumble into the car park to be met by the two ladies, leaning casually on the car fanning themselves with their hats. 
 
    
 
   “Oh Karen, you are a slow coach, whatever took you so long? Katerina and I have been her for ages!” taunted Miss Sandra.
 
    
 
   “We must tell Jennifer to up the ante on your fitness regime I think,” said Miss Katerina which caused them both to have a good laugh. Why did they always have to punctuate everything they said to me with laughter? I thought with contempt. I was extremely hot and from wearing the wig all day I had sweated profusely, I was feeling very thirsty as well as exhausted. When I had divested myself of my load Miss Sandra threw me an unopened 1.5L bottle of water. My eyes lit up. I thanked Miss Sandra, and opened the bottle, instinctively putting it straight to my lips and taking a giant swig; yuck! I spat it out. The ladies went into hysterics; they had planned this all along. I realised it was the dreaded squash water.  That is the cooled down water from 2 hours of boiling squash and eggplants. It was foul! Miss Sandra had gone to the trouble of preparing it and was determined to make the most of it. 
 
    
 
   “Go on Karen, drink it all up now! It’s very good for you with all those nutrients in it,” tormented Miss Sandra. The two of them were looking at me like a pair of eager lionesses, waiting to pounce on their prey. I hesitated, but was so thirsty I drank it all. Miss Sandra and Miss Katerina were drinking their ‘Balance’ water, which I knew was a special mineral water with essences from native Australian flowers especially for women’s health. They drank quite conspicuously just rubbing my humiliation in further. Conversely the squash water wasn’t easy to keep down, and I gagged on more than one occasion but somehow I managed to control my gagging reflex. My body needed the hydration too much. As I drank it the ladies laughed and teased me chanting “scull, scull, scull Karen…”
 
    
 
   Just as I finished and the ladies settled down from their hysterical laughter, Miss Sandra said, “You look like the Wreck of the Hesperus Karen, tidy yourself up before you get in the car! Then you can come and brush the sand off our feet. The ladies were sitting side on in the passenger seats of the car with the doors open and their feet on the ground. They were acting like princesses. They had plenty of time to brush their feet off while they waited ‘ages’ for me to arrive, but couldn’t be bothered to do so themselves. I knelt before Miss Katerina and using my towel I managed to brush every grain of sand off her feet. I scoured between each toe thoroughly. After doing the same for Miss Sandra I received an ‘accidental’ kick in the genitals, causing me to double over and the ladies burst into laughter again. “Oh Karen, I am sorry! How silly of me!” she said ever so disingenuously between her spasms of laughter. “I do hope that you will be fine to drive home without making any mistakes now. I do so want you to tell us every minute detail of my surfing! And of course, we don’t want you making any driving errors now do we?” 
 
    
 
   On the drive home I had to describe Miss Sandra’s waves in as much detail as I could. She interrupted me many times in order to expand on certain points and quiz me on others. Incredibly she even blamed me for her wipe out. She claimed she only fell because she was checking if I was watching closely. There were 5 times she deemed I had missed an important part of her ride, each time causing my stress levels to rise considerably lest she decide to send another text message to Mistress. Miraculously we arrived home at 6pm, without any driving infractions or further punishment due on my part. A small miracle given the whole exercise of me having to recount every moment of Miss Sandra’s surfing in precise detail was designed to upset me and cause me to err!
 
    
 
   As expected, once inside the house, the ladies left me with instructions to unpack the car and tidy everything away while they retired to have their showers. I was allowed to have my shower only once I’d finished my chores. 
 
    
 
   Later, the relief I felt in peeling off that sand encrusted swimsuit was enormous. I stood in the shower letting the warm water cascade over my body but shrieked in pain as soon as the water hit my scorched bottom and chafed pubic area. The cheeks of my bottom burst into searing pain as soon as the water hit them and my thoughts returned to lying in the sand earlier that day. I dreaded to see what they looked like. After my shower I carefully dried myself off, not daring to rub my skin too hard. It seemed as though every part of my body was suffering in some way. One part was burnt; other parts chafed while limbs and back ached dreadfully. I turned to look at my bum in the mirror and was shocked at the sight. It was certainly burnt allright. It was bright red. In contrast there were bright white concentric circles on each cheek, which made clear targets. I shuddered to think what a caning would feel like on those poor cheeks… and then I wondered what was in store for me tonight! A target on each cheek did not fill my heart with confidence…
 
    
 
   But at least I knew the home brand sunscreen worked even though it lacked antioxidants, I mused! 
 
    
 
   Hmmm…time to present myself to the vixens…
 
    
 
   Karen’saga is continued in Volume 2, Miss Sandra’s Party
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Punishments for Masturbation throughout the Victorian Era

An Essay by Wanker Ian
 
    
 
    
 
   Indeed it was considered to be a simpler time and a more proper and moral time but for the Governess of the Victorian Era life was anything but simple and was not always so 'proper' either. The late 1800s and early 1900s are today considered the 'Victorian Era' and with it people fantasise about ornate fashions, homes and furnishings. It is considered a time when things were right in the world and individuals demonstrated etiquette, manners and dignity. Gentlemen were involved in politics and business while Ladies saw to the home and family - all conforming to the morals and behaviours of the day. In wealthier homes, families were fortunate enough to have the assistance of a ‘Governess' to help with the education and upbringing of the children so that the family could be proud and secure that their families' welfare was cared for in the most socially acceptable means of the day. For the Governess, it was an opportunity to advance herself in standing and social grace while living a more opulent life than she might otherwise be fortunate enough to experience. 
 
    
 
   It all sounds so perfect if it weren't for one troubling and annoying detail - too many of the families requiring the assistance of the guidance had male children! Of course on the rare occasion a Governess might find true happiness and bliss by being fortunate enough to happen upon a family that was blessed with all female offspring but those were few and far between. By far most of these wonderful ladies had to deal with at least one and usually more male hellions who made her life difficult and demanding. It would not have been so bad if the Governess had only to see to the child's education and possibly his social graces - but - more often than not she was also responsible to see to his moral and behavioural upbringing as well. What a cursed situation, to be sure! 
 
    
 
   Now this is not to say that training males is a tedious and laborious task but when complicated by having to do so regarding their moral and social behaviour it surely could easily become almost too much to bear. Fortunately, the lovely ladies of the time took on their responsibilities and duties with relish and firm conviction. Many even enjoyed the dominant role which they were allowed to display in a world otherwise surrounded by the concept that women were weak and frail things requiring rest and pampering so that they could be pleasing and fresh for their (considered) higher regarded spouse. Of course it is easy to sit here today and realise just how mistaken the current thinking of the day was but such is the plight of the female and so it was in this time of delightful fantasy. Contributing to the demands of the position was the ignorant but widely held concept that sensuality was something that had to be hidden and literally banished from one's thoughts and considerations. Naturally, since the view was espoused and spread by the more unenlightened sex - the male - it was widely accepted and like most things male really did not work at all. Subsequently such thoughts moved into the secret lives and were violated most often by the perpetrators themselves - the men of the times! 
 
    
 
   Women, of course, had virtually no say; so they were unable to bring any common sense or wisdom to the situation and dealt with it as women have throughout the centuries. They simply made believe that the men were right and that their will was being obeyed, when in fact, most relished the opportunity to establish a more intelligent and discerning generation of males for the future. This plan required support that would be seen as fitting the example of the day and even better if the male could use the symbol as a sign of his success and prowess, as though he could prove his status by having his offspring trained and tutored by a woman dedicated to their welfare. Oh what a cunning plan it was - to introduce the fox into the chicken coop to see that all those little baby cocks were cared for and nurtured and taught proper behaviour and attitude by a sophisticated lady of superior skill and intellect. 
 
    
 
   In examining the morals of the day it appears that males arranged it so that they were allowed feelings of sexuality and physical satisfaction. Women, on the other hand, were considered not to have any feelings of sensuality or physical desire. They were thought to simply be the focal point of home and family - to nurture the family free of physical satisfaction. Their spouses considered them a decoration - another symbol of their manliness and their success. They even were responsible for influencing the dress of the day attempting to restrain and control their superiors through dress and position. Females were made to wear tight, binding corsets making movement restrictive and often painful, in fact it was not uncommon for illnesses to be derived from this form of dress. Outerwear was made bulky and frilly and contributed to the male exertion of control over the female as well so that it became more difficult for her to gain her proper status and position. In all, this would ultimately be used against the male oppressor but it would take time and effort through the skilled knowledge and hand of the Governess. 
 
    
 
   Perhaps it has not yet become evident to the reader as to how this ultimate plan would unfold - perhaps the simplicity was so well executed that even the idea has not surfaced to this point before. The legacy of the Victorian Era male was his male child - the upbringing of that child was placed in the hands of a female. The development then, mentally, physically and emotionally belonged to the female and not the male. It was the Governess who would mould the male of the future, it was the Governess who would set the tone for how the child would think and behave and the best part was they were given this authority and control by their oppressors and by the wealthiest, most influential and successful male leaders of the times. Surely these fine young men would be the leaders of tomorrow and could bring about the change of female status on a continuing basis moving forward. 
 
    
 
   The plan becomes even more diabolical when one considers that it would be through the moral and philosophical thinking of the day that would open the doors for the Governess to most easily influence and imprint her will upon her charge or charges. How devious and how simple for a male child to be brought under the influence of the female forevermore! To do this it would be necessary to support the illusion that sexuality was bad and that it should be completely set aside if one is to be a proper and fitting member of society. And what father would not want his son to be just such an individual? So it was that idea that masturbating was extremely detrimental and disgraceful came into existence. While there are no records to show how this came about it is reasonable to suspect that it was much the way all ideas came into being - a wife or (as a true Victorian would shudder at the thought!) a lover whispered in the ear of her companion and planted the seed of her future freedom. 
 
    
 
   As luck would have it the Church promptly bought into this idea as well (of course that is also a male dominated hierarchy) and the rest is history. There now existed a way to shape the mind and attitude of the male and through what better physical property than the one where his inferior brain and emotions resided - his penis and testicles! It was almost a certainty that any male in puberty was naturally going to give in to his innate and natural weakness and begin to fondle, play and arouse himself. Now there was a reason to punish this boy for what happened to him naturally and therefore the Governess now had the opportunity to take control of the situation and punish such demeaning and vile behaviour. It should also be noted at this point that even where a Governess was not in place a female member of the household was given the authority to see to the punishment and correction of such bad behaviour - because, after all, the female was not encumbered by the urges of sexuality! 
 
    
 
   Having set the stage for how this plan could be brought to fruition the next step included means for correcting this atrocious and sinful behaviour. Naturally it would not take long to catch the culprit either through checking on him or inspecting the evidence later in the day for surely the vile contents of his lascivious ejaculation would surely point a telling finger. Once caught there was no denial and once caught it would be easy to accuse the miscreant again - even if it were not true. So it was that the boy was ensnared and now he could be dealt with in a way that would put him under the spell and the influence of a woman forever. 
 
    
 
   It is likely not by accident that most of the writing of the day featuring the dominant style of a Governess refers to a woman that is extremely attractive, stern and merciless. She needed each of these marvellous character traits to carry out her delectable plan. It was once again so simple for as she punished she also aroused and in constantly reinforcing the ritual the boy’s thoughts of pain, pleasure and submission to his authorised superior were constantly fortified. To promote his obedience and submission ever increasing levels of pain and humiliation would be brought to bear until he was merely a plaything for his Governess. Once this was imprinted on his psyche he would forever be under the influence of the female! 
 
    
 
   At the same time the plan was being carried out the female also had the added benefit of deriving some amusement and retribution from her poor unsuspecting charge - this was realised through administering the punishment for the abuse. And what a range of assorted cruelties and indignation's were established to treat such foul transgressions. Highlighting a few of these punishment follows, they are those that have been documented at the time - still, one can only surmise that given the imagination and creativity of the greater sex there are surely others that have been lost over time that some poor soul should have been made to bear for the misgivings of his grave offences - a rather delightful thought indeed! 
 
    
 
   Since it is considered that the male had the notion of forcing women into clothing that was cumbersome and awkward it seems only appropriate that in some way the female would be able to turn this around. Hence the advent of the concept of 'petticoat discipline or petticoat punishment.' In this method a boy is made effeminate through the clothing he is made to wear and it could (and still can) range from subtle to severe. Unlike cross-dressing the idea here is not to transform the individual into a believable looking female it is rather to make a perfectly obvious male dress like a female - long thought to be the weaker, simpler-minded and unimportant sex (inaccurate but sadly the thinking prevalent at the time). Obviously the punishment was underscored through embarrassment and humiliation. 
 
    
 
   The idea seems to have originated in Scotland where at first boys (even adolescent boys) were not permitted to wear their purse. Since underwear was not usually part of the outfit he was sure to watch his movements and actions lest he be exposed. Apparently, young girls were aware of this indicator and were encouraged to brush and rub against his torso further compounding his dire situation. Naturally, since those girls were surely pure in heart and thought, they certainly could not have done such a thing on purpose. As it became apparent that this treatment achieved some desired results its popularity and use grew and spread through much of Europe - particularly England and her colonies. 
 
    
 
   In England the idea of such ‘petticoat punishment' progressed further. While early problems may have resulted in being made to wear an outfit of short legged pants or frilly socks - continued violations resulted in full female attire from petticoats, to frock, to bloomers and in extreme cases even wigs! The idea, one suggests, is that since the female was not sexually aroused it was better for the wayward lad to be brought to think of himself as a female rather than allow himself the self-indulgence of such a demeaning and immoral act. Furthermore, it announced to all who saw him that he practised such tawdry and lewd behaviour and should be appropriately chastised and frowned upon for his vile acts. The Governess, in the meantime could relish in his embarrassment and further instil her control, authority and supremacy over him while he was in such a weakened and emotional state. 
 
    
 
   While 'petticoat punishment' dealt with the emotional side a far more compelling area had yet to be dealt with - the physical side. One of the more diabolical measures taken was to punish the area that incurred the crime - the genitals. While women essentially had control of these throughout history it was in this period that she was actually allowed to punish them… and she did so with enthusiastic rapture. Among the more creative disciplines she established was the use of herbs and spices placed in a pouch surrounding his genitals so that they burned and ached for hours at a time - this was particularly effective at bedtime when it was dark and the culprit could think about his deeds and atone for them. If he was a particularly unwilling supplicant he could be bound to the bed so that his thrashings and deceitful activities could not stop his punishment from being fully carried out. In other cases his underpants were lined with horsehair or other course material to inflict a chaffing and irritating pressure upon his most sensitive areas acting as a constant reminder of his misdeeds and the price he had pay for disobeying his superior - his Governess. 
 
    
 
   The ladies of the time were even successful in getting the adult males to produce and authorise the use of male chastity belts in the hopes of banishing this foul practise. The belts were generally leather with a metal insert or tube that forbid any direct contact with the offending organ. One can only imagine the joy a Governess took at seeing the poor lad in her charge being made to undress before her and put on such a cruel and hateful device. Then consider that most of these chastity belts had small locks attached which the fine, upstanding woman could put in place, secure and drop the key - made very visible to the young lad - in the recesses of her corseted bosom. One can almost envision the will of the subject being broken right there on the spot as the ultimate futility and frustration set in for as long as the Governess deemed necessary. In extreme cases it is even sited that a male might be threatened with castration for his future good if he did not remedy the situation and cease his continued habit of self-abasing himself! 
 
    
 
   It is rather a well known fact that most men have impure and improper thoughts - particularly in regard to women, so it is no surprise that when the unconscious takes over their thoughts wander into that very realm. This means that as a male dreams he will often end up imagining himself in a sexual situation and his organ will react accordingly. To combat this behaviour a thoughtful device was invented around 1888 by E. B. Foote, MD called the ‘Timely Warning’. This device was patented on December 12, 1905 and manufactured by Dr. Foote's Sanitary Bureau in New York City and was intended to be worn by the male while he slept. It had a metal band that was placed around the penis with another band outside. Once the penis became enlarged one metal band came in contact with the other and an electrical shock was sent to shock and therefore stop the penis from enlarging any further. While this was done in the belief that it was medically necessary and therapeutic it would not be surprising to learn that somewhere a female was giggling frantically with every sale that was made! 
 
    
 
   The last punishment that will be mentioned was perhaps the most widely employed and most effective method to treat chronic masturbation. It was a heavy-handed thrashing administered by the same strict, unforgiving yet very sensual and beautiful Governess. In most instances it was placed upon a bared bottom to add a fair amount of humiliation to the process and very often delivered while the lad lay over the lady's lap. In this further humiliating manner the poor subject would be made to rub his offending organ against the very thing he most likely craved more than anything in the world. The stimulation probably brought about an even worse dose of punishment and the on-going reinforcement of pain and punishment was forged in the simple mind of the boy. The implements used for this punishment were not insignificant… in fact they were quite dreadful. They included the use of a strap, a martinet, a birch rod or a cane and they were delivered to send a strong and lasting reminder that disobedience by a boy to the superior will not be tolerated, or overlooked and that pain will result in such offences. So it was that the charge learned his place below the guidance of his tutor and disciplinarian. So it was that his lust and his weaknesses were used against him to promote the status and authority of a superior woman. 
 
    
 
   So it is that this tribute comes to an end - praising and elevating the ingenuity, resourcefulness and cunning of the superior woman! It is recognition to the vast contributions of the Victorian Era Female Emancipator - the Governess that it is dedicated. A forebear of today's woman - the Dominatrix or Mistress of her time who contributed so much in changing the attitudes, behaviours and mindsets of earlier males making the elevation of the female status and ever improving state. So much is owed to those women who worked in obscurity and who made an indelible mark upon society then and now. Personally, this writer is thankful to have found a woman and Lady who upholds the traditions and practices of the Governess' of the past - the inimitable and demanding Mrs Birch! I long to honour Her by recognising Her earlier counterparts and submit this humble essay in Her praise and in the praise of all past, present and future Governesses. These remarkable Ladies all seek the betterment of the female status and the control and authority over the inferior, weaker sex - the male! 
 
   Thank You! 
 
   Wanker Ian
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Victorian Governess’s Views 
on the Rearing of Young Gentlemen
 
 
   
  
 

A fascinating article written by a Victorian Governess
 
 
   The raising of young gentlemen requires a devotion to duty and discipline. Discipline is dependent upon the authority to compel and restrain. This authority, may at times, have to be enforced by corrective measures, but the surest method to command total compliance is to maintain consistency that allows for no exceptions or excuses, that varies only to provide mild rewards for exceptionally good behaviour or to provide dire punishment for the slightest intimation of disobedience. 
 
    
 
   The rule for correct dress is that the boy must suffer the merciless constriction of corsets, the oppression of the mandatory underwear, and the constant attention to every detail of outer dress. This can be endured only under strictly imposed discipline. This is the more so when the boy is surrounded by the enticement and carefree activities of the modern world. The temptation to change into something cool and loose, even to let out the corset laces a tiny bit, will need the implacable authority of the governess if it is to be resisted by a creature in whom strength of character is traditionally lacking. 
 
    
 
   Escape will usually come at bedtime, when only a long nightdress and modesty knickers may be worn. Though I personally prefer the severest discipline for my charges. This requires them to wear night bonnets tied tightly under the chin with a large ribbon, woollen night stockings, heavy bloomers, and extra items of sleepwear, usually an outer heavy woollen nightdress, a cotton nightdress and under that a silk slip. Bedtime will still bring its respite though, so that a refreshed and demure subject emerges corseted and cosseted in the morning. Though one reads of young girls obliged by strict mothers and governesses to remain laced or girdled for sleep, this practice is not recommended; reserve this practice for the ultimate punishment. A plain garter belt will suffice for night stockings. 
 
    
 
   A strict regimen is based on daily lacing-in, and a shorter traditional corset would normally be worn. The longer discipline corset is worn for a day or two at regular intervals. Underwear will make no concessions for weather and outerwear will consist of full-length dresses and skirts of a Victorian or Edwardian style, with their full compliment of petticoats. 
 
    
 
   Further discipline for the male may include adding one petticoat on top of the other for each infraction, thus inhibiting walking movement to the point of entanglement. Alternatively, a very wide hoop skirt will prevent the subject from wandering too far, especially with doorway restrictions and the higher heel shoes or boots. The opposite manoeuvre is an extremely tight petticoat that effectively hobbles the wearer; such a garment might also be so tight as to prevent sitting. Of course, all three could be used at once, as well for extreme punishment and/or discipline training. And indeed are in my household. 
 
    
 
   In the strict regimen, comportment would be restricted to the most demure. Sleepwear will include night stockings (at times attached to the corset, at others with a garter (suspender) belt, modesty knickers, nightdress and night bonnet. In instances when the corset is worn at night, it must either be with the laces knotted or the back lacing area somehow secured, perhaps with a lock. The weaker sex often dreams of freedom! 
 
    
 
   Once a routine has become established, governesses will seldom be faced with any serious problems of discipline. However, while being trained to a suitable standard of decorum, the weaker sex will attempt to avoid conforming. Where strict standards are the goal, there may, now and then, be the temptation to begin training on a lighter, more liberal regimen; but this can be a mistake. 
 
    
 
   While there may have to be some concessions to allow for the unfamiliar harshness of a traditional corset, it is best to begin as you intend to continue. It would be more reasonable to allow some relaxation after an acceptable standard has been achieved, but by this time the weaker sex are generally reluctant or afraid to abandon the protective restrictions of dress and conduct. 
 
    
 
   The problems that arise in the earlier stages of decorum training, resentment of corsetry and underclothing are most frequent. Hot weather, in particular, brings pleas to change into lighter garments, and even to leave essential items off. Concessions for hot weather should be made only with great caution and only if medically required. Foundations are never reduced to allow for hot weather; only petticoat, vest and knickers may be changed from heavy wool to light wool, or from light wool to silk or cotton. Do not reduce underwear. The weaker sex can be both stubborn and cunning, and stricter supervision may be called for if there has been the opportunity to slip off a vest or roll a stocking down. 
 
    
 
   Of course, a favourite occasion for rebellion is tight lacing, and all but the least spirited will attempt to loosen their stays if discovery can be avoided. There will be pleas to moderate lacing-in, or even to postpone a tight lacing day. Here, too, concessions are a grave mistake. 
 
    
 
   Days for being laced into the traditional discipline corset must be adhered to without fail. Until they can be trusted to do it for themselves, the weaker sex must be laced in by the governess; the remainder of his dressing will also have to be supervised. With the corset lace tied in a double bow at the back, all the proper underwear, and garments that fit snugly at the waist and fasten at the back, disobedient relaxation of lacing will be too laborious to escape detection. Once compliance in these matters has been established, the subject might be left to lace himself in, though results will always be better if the lace is pulled in from the back by strong, determined hands. 
 
    
 
   They always resent being corseted; yet, eventually, under strict guidance, they seem to welcome the daily ordeal and day-long constriction so eagerly that one might even have to suggest they loosen their stays when the inevitable headache or faintness occurs. They loathe their corsets; yet fill their drawers with them. They are constantly in rebellion at the restraints of bones and busks and lacings, yet would not venture more than a few feet from their beds without them. 
 
    
 
   Long and relentless training will be needed before this inexplicable state is reached, and few of the weaker sex have the good fortune of a governess with the severity and determination to establish lacing-in as an everyday habit. For the majority, the period corset will be worn, under tearful protest, for a regulation day or week or month at a time, to be joyfully discarded in favour of a rigid foundation that is less strict on the waistline. The important feature in corset discipline is a regular, predetermined regimen, enforced with unbending ruthlessness by the governess. The weaker sex may not simply decide to wear a milder corset or fewer underclothes as they please. 
 
    
 
   The enforcement of corset discipline brings us, unhappily, to the matter of punishment: No governess enjoys chastising the weaker sex for their weakness. However, there will be rebellion and disobedience, as we have seen. There will be evasions over corsets and underwear and sleepwear, and excuses, which must not be accepted. 
 
    
 
   It is good policy to require the boy to write out the rules set down for dress, conduct and duties, and a list of the punishments that various offences will earn. The reference will ensure that chastisement is as implacable as the rules themselves, and the subject will not have the excuse that he did not know the rules or the penalties for disobeying them. Preparing these lists in a neat hand, so that he can display it in his room, will, in itself, be a suitable undertaking for an afternoon. 
 
    
 
   Wherever possible, the punishment should be made to fit the infraction. A loose hem or laddered stocking might earn some extra household duties. Shortcomings in dress could attract extra days of tight lacing or denial of lighter underwear in hotter weather. Routine concessions, such as a lighter girdle, can be withdrawn.
 
    
 
   Defiance, or voiced complaints or answering back are best dealt with by an exercise in subservience, in some cases attended by inconvenient bondage. For example, being made to wait on the table whilst the elbows are tied to the sides, or with the ankles hobbled, makes the task more difficult, but achievable. Many governesses keep a very severe maid's uniform in which the offender must carry out tedious and menial chores. The uniform might include a neck lacer to keep the head up or, perhaps, an excessive compliment of stiff crinolines to impend the expeditious completion of such chores. Such a uniform, used as a disgrace in the presence of friends or neighbours, is a most effective punishment. 
 
    
 
   The value of an old-fashioned spanking should not be ignored. With the offender held over one's knees, a good strong hand (or, preferably a hairbrush) on the buttocks is just painful enough to be remembered, and just humiliating enough to make bedtime an occasion for disgrace. Further import is given to such punishment if the elbows and/or wrists and ankles are tied together during the ordeal to reduce wriggling and flailing. However severe, it should be noted that hand spanking has an intimacy that keeps the door open for tears of contrition, and even pleasure. My practice is to always follow any punishment, however long, with a sound spanking. 
 
    
 
   Sterner punishment can be applied to the body, but the infliction of pain does carry its dangers. Even severe lacing-in could be harmful, and blows other than on the bottom or back of the thighs can cause injury. The use of whips of leather straps in unskilled or angry hands is equally hazardous. When the hand or hairbrush is not severe enough, a flexible school cane will start the day off on a very painful note and prevent sitting in comfort (if, indeed, sitting is even allowed!). 
 
    
 
   Although discipline is aimed at cultivating uniform and recognisable interests and preoccupations, each will have his or her special likes and dislikes, enabling suitably distasteful duties to be devised. As the goal of punishment is to correct faults, it should always lie in the direction of the training, and contribute to the routine discipline. A temporary intensification of discipline may often suffice to induce the dread, discomfort, humiliation, repentance and shame that are the essence of punishment. Once a punishment has been set, it must be carried out without fail, and in full, and at the time prescribed. 
 
    
 
   It is indelicate to discuss the subject of masturbation at the best of times, and it is certainly not one to be presented to the weaker sex either in conversation or reading matter. Suffice to say that one's duty here is NOT to allow pleasure! There can be no doubt of masturbation's injurious effect. 
 
    
 
   Playing in this manner must be met by the most severe measures. It may be necessary to make the genitals so sore by blistering fluids that pain results from attempts to rub the parts. Indeed I must stress, one cannot be too severe when dealing with this issue. If male hands are caught fondling this region then screams of agony must ensue to ensure against repetition. Medications that burn for many hours are very much to be favoured. 
 
    
 
   Seeking to gain pleasure, or expressing pleasure, should it intrude, is quite unseemly. Any pleasure granted to the subject is to be only at the whim of the governess. Indeed, the weaker sex should not even be tempted in this matter. Therefore, if there is any chance that the opportunity for pleasure might present itself (for instance, in your absence), measures must be taken to prevent this. For instance, self-access to the subject's penis can be discouraged by the use of a wire mesh covering over said area, attached, perhaps, to the corset. This will allow for functions of elimination, but not stroking for pleasure. 
 
    
 
   The whole way of life implicit in corset discipline is aimed at total compliance. Any pleasure must be in providing the satisfaction that is the right of the governess and his future wife. It will be unwise to reward this duty or console tears produced by this. 
 
    
 
   That each of us is born with the capacity for satisfying lusts is but a challenge to dampen those fires in the weaker sex, for whom such excitement is both unseemly and dangerous. The experienced will be able to avoid kindling these fires in the weaker sex by introducing tasks that test obedience and generosity. Pleasure is incomplete that is not accorded in the wake of some dread, in the experience of some disaster or discomfort, and with an aftermath of humility. 
 
    
 
   Each one will have special problems according to his baser needs and experiences. The discipline required in substituting dutiful compliance for baser lusts will provoke tears and pleas and lapses, and will give rise to the need for a skilful blend of patience and dire punishment. Establishing the acceptance of a corseted and demure lifestyle will be child's play compared to eradicating unseemly sexual demands and instincts. 
 
    
 
   A male mind and body make it especially difficult for the weaker sex to accept the discipline of dress and behaviour befitting them. The learning of new skills and the shedding of old prejudices will require all the more attention to the rules of training. For all those times when the subject's residual 'masculinity' makes it difficult to comply, every persuasion will be needed to keep 'her' on the right path. If discipline is abandoned, even for half a day, the spell will be broken and the progress toward perfection delayed. 
 
    
 
   Never relax the severity of dress, even for a short time. Never provide leniency. A weakness for pretty things, never far beneath the surface, may be exploited. The tight lacing corset, which is an absolute must from the outset, will meet with less resistance if the material is attractive and hems trimmed with a little lace. 
 
    
 
   A once-weekly extra tight lacing-in must never be abandoned, and for daily wear, a very well boned foundation must be established as soon as possible. The subject will achieve poise and bearing if occasionally laced into a long Edwardian-style corset that controls the carriage and step. The gait can also be controlled by a long, tight petticoat, which will prevent all but the tiniest, mincing steps. In my experience, one to ten weeks of daily tight lacing will be needed to establish the graces upon which later training is built. 
 
    
 
   Modesty will be all the more important where the weaker sex is encumbered with indecent features. Nakedness before others, or even before a mirror must be absolutely forbidden and a thin garment reaching from shoulders to knees should be worn when taking a bath. These features in the weaker sex are an inconvenience, and the sooner they are forgotten, the better. Until then, lust will remain a grave problem. Indiscretion will have to be watched for, and violation of rules punished severely and prevented. Caning must follow immediately on discovery, and 'feminisation' must be intensified. Constant supervision will be needed for a time, and the wrists may have to be taped to the bedposts at night. 
 
    
 
   What I call the male recruit will sometimes be under the discipline of younger women. Prejudice will make things difficult until the supremacy of the governess has been accepted. To understand that one is merely a member of the weaker sex, and that one's governess is exercising her rights as a member of the stronger sex is the basis of discipline. It is the stronger sex, not men, that are the stuff that heroes are made from, and it is the weaker sex, not by any means all of them women, that are the traditional slaves. 
 
    
 
   The wise governess will show compassion when it is called for, but will never ever allow it to be the occasion for relaxing the routine of strict discipline, or for moderating the punishments that the weaker sex constantly court. 
 
    
 
   The final result of the discipline program will be a charming, decoratively demure, and compliant creature who will be a credit to its owner. 
 
 
    The End 
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed these classic tales of discipline and corporal punishment and wish to continue reading more classic tales be sure to check out 
 
   Volume 2 of Mrs Birch’s Classic Literature
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