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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 Comeuppance
 
   


  
 


Chapter 2
 
    
 
   
  
 

By Scotia
 
    
 
   Brady could scarcely believe what was happening to him. Aunt Elizabeth had made an appointment to visit him earlier that day in his office. She had a small accounting matter to resolve concerning an endowment for Tina. And who better to use than her lodger Derek Brady, rapidly rising through the ranks of his firm, and more than adequately qualified for the role. And besides, Brady wouldn't be charging his landlady, not that it really mattered since his salary went straight into her account anyway. 
 
    
 
   Now he stood dressed in short grey pants, girls' blouse style shirt, school tie and the long stockings of a junior school uniform. He had changed into this dress within five minutes of returning home. And he had scurried to do so. Now his professional aplomb was gone. He had been like a frightened monkey as he changed as quickly as he could, whilst ensuring everything was neat and tidy, with his stocking ribs razor straight. He knew that Auntie Elizabeth, as he addressed his landlady, was not in a good mood. The advice he had had to give was not the best from her viewpoint, but beyond that he knew something else had angered his 'Auntie'. What it was he would soon find out. 
 
    
 
   He had quickly reported to his Aunt Margaret on his return home and promptly set to his assigned chores, without a word of complaint. He knew enough to be thorough and courteous at all times. Miss Tina had strolled in from University shortly after he, but she had no chores to worry about, though two years his junior she lorded over the lodger who more than earned his keep. 
 
    
 
   After dinner had been cleared away, and Brady had washed up alone whilst the three ladies of the household relaxed together in front of the television, he heard the doorbell ring. Answering the door always caused him to blush, attired as he was. Tonight's visitors were an especially unpleasant sight for the man though. At the door was Grandma McCabe, a sprightly lady of 62 years, with her friend Sister Emily, who ran the local Health Centre. 
 
    
 
   If Grandma McCabe was a tartare, which she was by anybody's standards, then Sister Emily was a dragon of a woman. In her late fifties she looked much older. Standing about five feet ten inches she seemed taller for she was a large lady with broad shoulders and arms like leg hams. Her stout, severe face with its pursed lips was always set in a frown. A spinster she had more of an attitude to men than even the other ladies of the female dominated household. That was perhaps why she ran a female health clinic, helping pregnant women and troubled girls. 
 
    
 
   It should also be said that Grandma McCabe is not his real grandmother, she is Miss Tina's Grandma, Aunt Elizabeth and Aunt Margaret's mother. "Well Brady what are you waiting for?" screeched Grandma McCabe, "help us off with our coats, then get back to your chores. This isn't an excuse to loaf about!”
 
    
 
   "Yes, Mizz, sorry, Mizz,” replied the young man who did as he was bid before returning to the ironing he had commenced shortly before. He still had another two hours of such to complete. For his was a hard life. In addition to his exacting job at the accountancy firm, he had the task of most of the household chores, certainly all the harder tasks, which made for long days and nights. It was as well one might rue that he was well disciplined by the ladies or he would never have completed all his tasks. 
 
    
 
   He did not finish the household chores before eleven most weekday evenings, having arrived home at six, (he fortunately lived just around the corner from his office). He would need to rise at five and complete another three hours or so of housework before rushing to his office for a nine o'clock start each day. And then weekends were totally dedicated to hard house and yard work. And it wasn't just Aunt Elizabeth and Aunt Margaret whom he laboured for, he also had to clean Grandma McCabe's house around the corner from her daughters' place. It seemed at times that his only reprieve from hard work was when he was set for punishment, and that was a dreadful affair, far better the hard work than a punishment from the ladies. And even if they visited friends Brady could expect to be occupied with further domestic chores, for who doesn't have jobs to be done? 
 
    
 
   On arrival at friends Aunt Elizabeth or Grandma McCabe would always ask "Any jobs for Brady? I don't want him to become a loafer. And he is certainly not here to socialise. That is not for the likes of he! Good hard labour is what he needs to keep him on the straight and narrow, a waster he was before he lodged with us!" 
 
    
 
   But this evening was to bring further dread to Brady's miserly existence. He could hear the ladies talking in the lounge room whilst he toiled alone in the kitchen, his only company a mound of ladies clothes lay on the floor besides him - to be ironed with precision. He had heard the television lowered and feared what they might be plotting for his future. 
 
    
 
   Tina came out to greet him after a half hour. Miss Tina was wearing her denim jeans and looked relaxed and carefree, a big grin creasing her face at the lodger's predicament. She was bare-footed and comfortable, in contrast to Brady's rigid uniform, a stiff collar and tie, long stockings and heavy black shoes. He envied Miss Tina. He was also, truth be known, very attracted to her, for she was a beautiful young lady. Though she treated Brady with total contempt. She had the most gorgeous figure and legs that would turn any young man's thoughts to lust, though Brady was forbidden to look at girls and obtain such thoughts, let alone any relief! 
 
    
 
   "Mother wants a word with you!" she addressed him coldly, "get yourself in the lounge room now!" When he entered the room it was like a council of war. The ladies were seated in a semi-circle and Brady was directed to stand at a point before them all, by the silent finger of Auntie Elizabeth, as he was required to address his landlady. Tina slipped back onto the sofa with her legs tucked comfortably beneath her, Brady was not even allowed to sit on the hard wooden stool without permission, and never was he allowed to sit on a comfy chair. 
 
    
 
   "Hands on head!!!!" snapped Aunt Elizabeth coldly. Brady knew he was in trouble, but what for. He also knew it was big trouble. Aunt Elizabeth was icy cold in her manner, her voice dripping venom, "Stand to attention, feet together, eyes, forward. NOW!!!!! I am ashamed of you boy! Clearly my discipline is lacking!" Brady cringed, for discipline was austere in this household. 
 
    
 
   Brady tried to keep his gaze from Miss Tina, dressed in T-shirt and jeans he could still see her ankles and imagine her supple body, the enticing smile on her face masking the coldness of her feelings for Brady and the pleasure she finds in his turmoil. But eyeing a female, especially Miss Tina, is a serious offence in this household of female tyrants. Eying any female is an offence. And that is why Brady will shortly find himself in the utmost strife. Aunt Margaret, of the adults in the lounge, is the only one not in favour of corporal punishment but even she has a sour look on her face. 
 
    
 
   "What are the rules concerning your behaviour towards members of the female sex, Brady?" 
 
    
 
   "The man stammers, "I I I ... must not look at attractive women. I must always advert my eyes from members of the superior sex and ensure that I do not admire their bodies. I must avoid temptation by ensuring that I do not enter premises or rooms where young ladies might be present, and if I do enter I must leave quickly whilst averting my eyes. If travelling in the car or public transport I must always look down at the floor and never look out of the window. I must avoid all lustful thoughts.... I must not look at pictures in magazines..." 
 
    
 
   "And what about that useless, pathetic organ between your legs?" 
 
    
 
   "I must not touch my Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle under any circumstances. I must ask you or Auntie Margaret or Grandma McCabe to clean My Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle for me and I must sit when using the toilet so I do not handle My Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle." He squirmed in further embarrassment, as he always did when referring to his penis in such a childish fashion. But he knew he must always do so, he must never refer to it as anything but My Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle, not even the word 'it' could be used. For these ladies wanted to humiliate him and keep him in his lowly position. And a man's penis gave him his sense of power, a power Brady would never hold. 
 
    
 
   "And why is that?" her voice was frigid. 
 
    
 
   He was having difficulty answering her questions in his fear and humiliation. "I, ehm it is because...." 
 
    
 
   "Speak up!" snapped Grandma McCabe as Tina giggled at his embarrassment. 
 
    
 
   "Because my... I must try and stop My Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle from going hard."
 
    
 
   "And why is that?" Aunt Elizabeth grinned coldly. 
 
    
 
   "Because if My Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle does go hard, My Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle might shoot yuckie, sticky white goo everywhere" The ladies enjoyed his total humiliation, "And that is very naughty and very bad for me; so I have to make sure My Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle doesn't do that.”
 
    
 
   "Now describe your new secretary to the ladies for me Brady?" 
 
    
 
   Brady was left speechless as it dawned on him the problem. For his firm had just appointed him a new secretary. He had had no choice in the appointment, but she was indeed young and most attractive and no matter what Brady said now, he knew he was in serious trouble, for he had not even told them of her appointment. 
 
    
 
   "Her name is Jane Milson, Auntie Elizabeth, she is twenty two years old and she has long, auburn hair. She is slim and quite attra..." he cut himself short. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Brady, she is quite attractive isn't she? And you seem to have a good knowledge of her looks for someone instructed not to look at young girls!!!" she snapped coldly back at him, "what does your Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle think of her Brady?" 
 
    
 
   He squirmed in total embarrassment. He was careful to keep a professional approach in his office, and the likes of Jane Milson would clearly have no time for someone in his position. But she was indeed most attractive and it was hard to not look at your secretary, and yes it did stir feelings in his loins! But for now he said nothing in his fear and humiliation. 
 
    
 
   "Well Brady?" snarled Grandma McCabe 'or do you need me to tickle your palms with my tawse to loosen your tongue?" Grandma McCabe's tawse did not tickle one bit, and Brady knew he was in a terrible situation, whatever he did he knew it would bring retribution. But answer he must. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Auntie Elizabeth she is very attractive." 
 
    
 
   "And does your Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle agree Brady?" 
 
    
 
   "No Auntie," he lied, more fearful of telling the truth than being caught telling a lie. 
 
    
 
   "Right, Brady, upstairs and into punishment knickers SMARTLY!" The order shouted in Grandma McCabe's high screechy voice. 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Mizz, please may I leave the room, Ma'am?” a question addressed to Aunt Elizabeth. 
 
    
 
   "You may, Brady,” concedes Aunt Elizabeth and her lodger makes for the door. The strain of the moment evident on his features, the dread of what is to come next palpable. 
 
    
 
   He makes for his bedroom shaking. There he undresses completely and puts on a pair of thin white transparent nylon knickers. Punishment knickers, they are usually only worn for the sake of female modesty and propriety. Clothes divested are neatly folded. 
 
   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 books placed at eye level on the wall facing the outside door and beneath the ‘spanking chair’. Hands on head of course, feet pressed firmly together and stiff to attention. In this fashion he has his back to the door and so any caller will see him standing ready for correction. But tonight will be different! 
 
    
 
   After about five minutes he hears the doorbell ring. But no response is made by the man for he is not permitted to move or talk whilst awaiting correction. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Margaret attends to the door and Brady cringes in abject shame when he hears her greeting "Hello Jane, please come in." Behind him Brady can hear his secretary escorted into the lounge. He is mortified, she must have seen him, seen his attire, how could he face her again? But worse was to come, of that he was sure, for she would surely witness his spanking too! 
 
    
 
   There is another wait, well over an hour before the lounge door opens and Jane comes out. She is most amused as he blushes profusely. "I think you had better come in now Brady," she smirks, "and you can refer to me as Miss Jane from now on, and that goes in the office too. I wonder what the other girls will think when they hear all about your Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle?" she laughed aloud.
 
    
 
   He was beet red as he stood once more in the centre of the room wishing it would open up and swallow him whole. 
 
    
 
   "Now tell us again what your Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle thinks of Jane Milson," enquires Auntie Elizabeth. Tina and Jane burst into paroxysms of laughter, much to the annoyance of Aunt Margaret, while Sister Emily looked on as grim as ever. 
 
   How a young man can stand before four attractive ladies, for both Aunt Margaret and Aunt Elizabeth are attractive ladies, as of course were Tina and Miss Jane; and describe an attractive lady and not be affected is beyond comprehension. But that is not the concern of these womenfolk; he is simply expected to ‘behave’. But the strain of not appearing too excited is almost unbearable. As it's MEANT TO BE! He should know better, or so Aunt Elizabeth and Grandma state. Be able to control himself. In theory, at least. 
 
    
 
   He looks straight ahead. Unfortunately for him, the presence of the young ladies is enough to make him very ‘excited’ in the knickers. For Jane is showing her long, nylon clad legs under her mini-skirt. Being tight his panties 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. In the past this reaction to punishment situations has not attracted comment or censure. Tonight is different. 
 
    
 
   Miss Tina exclaims heartily, "Gee, I don't think his Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle is looking too squishy tonight!" 
 
    
 
   "Indeed it is not. Clearly Brady you are not capable of controlling your Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle yourself, which is why we have invited Nurse Emily around. Stern measures are required. What is your advice Emily?" asks Grandma McCabe. 
 
    
 
   "I think with men like this it is necessary to keep them in a taunted state so that they can learn some mental control, but they can never be trusted alone. So I think a chastity device must be fitted." 
 
    
 
   "Sounds fun," smiled Jane, "I am sure I can taunt him in the office, especially if I know it is safe from exploding." A remark which started she and Tina giggling again. 
 
    
 
   Then the older lady ran a smoothing palm over both nates. Tina sat up straight as, when Gran is finished tightening and smoothing out the knickers, her Gran intimates, "Tight as a drum, Miss Elizabeth, ready for a caning I think." 
 
    
 
   And as might be expected, a good thrashing was about to begin very shortly indeed. 
 
    
 
   "Set out the horse, Brady!" This order came 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 sets out the horse in the centre of the large hallway then stands back until the order comes from Aunt Elizabeth, "Bend over, please." 
 
    
 
   The helpless man bends over whilst Aunt Margaret secures him to the vaulting horse. By the time all the leather bands are secured he is quite unable to move. His buttocks exposed totally to the fiery sting of Aunt Elizabeth's dragon cane, the most wicked of rattans. It's sting is unbelievable, but even worse is the after burn that courses through the victim's ravaged behind a few seconds after the stroke has landed with its initial fury. 
 
    
 
   "All ready," advises Aunt Margaret, "please not too hard though!" 
 
    
 
   "Thank you, Ma'am," says Aunt Elizabeth then loudly and sharply, "do not think this is the end of matters Brady, but first we need to remove your erection!" 
 
    
 
   Aunt Elizabeth will make it a good sound thrashing. She always does. Everything is ready for punishment to commence. "Ready then, Brady?" Master Brady answers smartly. "Yes, Auntie!" Aunt Elizabeth has recently advised him that he is to address her always as Auntie, even when being punished, as it is more befitting his position. Grandma McCabe still prefers "Mizz" when punishment is taking place. 
 
    
 
   "Make them STING, Elizabeth," encourages Mrs McCabe. 
 
    
 
   "I will. This is going to sting like fury and for a fair time afterwards. You won't sit for a week. I promise!" says Aunt Elizabeth swishing the cane through the air venomously. Taking up her position to commence caning the proffered bum cheeks, she raises the cane high above her shoulder and places some light taps to get her measure. She then rises up on her toes. 
 
    
 
   "Right then, Ladies, let's seek a remedy for this young man's problems for him!" She brings the cane down, hard and vicious on to the man's buttock cheeks, right where the crease of the buttock meets the tops of the thighs. The sound of the stroke reverberates around the hall and the struck cheek contracts as the sting bites in. Brady screams! The sheer velocity of the stroke is frightening to Jane who has never witnessed this before. "Good shot," smiles Tina to Jane. Brady is left contorting himself against his bonds screaming and shaking his body in sheer pain. 
 
    
 
   Quite a long pause to allow the effect to be fully felt occurs before "WHACK!" the second stroke lands, abutting the first. Again the bottom convulses and Brady squeals louder still! The marks of the cane are like two vivid red, angry tramlines, about an inch apart. 
 
    
 
   Again a seemingly long wait before "WHOOSH!" the third stroke brings a cacophony of pain from Brady, his erection long gone. The strokes continue to bring screams of agony, rending the air until finally after the eighteenth cut, Brady is released from his bonds. 
 
    
 
   "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 struggles to stay upright in his pain. His eyes grimaced and streaming tears. 
 
    
 
   "Well he certainly has a very squishy, Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle,” laughs Sister Emily, "let's see what can be done now." With one quick tug Brady finds his panties down around his ankles. 
 
    
 
   The livid bottom continues to contract of it's own accord, but Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle is limp as limp can be. Which is just as well with what is intended next. The full extent of the cane's actions can be seen now, both front and back! 
 
    
 
   "Wow, that's swollen!" exclaims Miss Jane incredulously as she sees the full effects of the first ever caning she has witnessed. 
 
    
 
   "The way it's meant to be, dear, LIVID!" says Aunt Elizabeth as she replaces the cane in the hall table drawer. The ladies then lead Brady back to the lounge, where Sister Emily has a further surprise in store. 
 
    
 
   Nurse Emily held a stainless steel tube in her large hands. It was approximately 1" long and 3.5" in diameter. The tube is secured around the penis by a small brass padlock. The lock is attached to the bracelet with a unique set of lock posts, which protect the lock's hasp and help to hold both bracelet and the lock securely. 
 
    
 
   When locked on a penis it prevents any sexual activity. Even partial erections are extremely painful. Sister Emily's device had a nasty bite to it, for the tube was lined with a severe array of razor sharp teeth. 
 
    
 
   Sister Emily read to the ladies from the patent application filed in 1906 for Kali's bracelet, "The object of the invention is in a simple yet thoroughly effective and positive manner, without interference with the functions of nature or under normal conditions causing discomfort or pain, to prevent and cure the habit of self-abuse in males. Once positioned, it will be impossible to remove the appliance without great physical pain and possible mutilation. If removed it cannot be replaced without the key, so that detection will be inevitable. If the male starts to erect then the razor sharp teeth bite home and he soon screws his face up in agony until he can rid his mind of the lustful thoughts and his erection subsides!" 
 
    
 
   Brady swallowed hard as without further ado sister Emily tied a piece of string around the end of his Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle and pulled it taut. She then slipped the device in place and snapped the lock closed. 
 
    
 
   "There safe and sound! Now there is only the one key so don't lose it or you'll never get the lock off! Who wants to be the keeper?" 
 
    
 
   "I think we can trust Tina to look after it and keep it well away from Brady," responded Aunt Elizabeth. Accordingly the key was passed to Tina who smiled sweetly at Brady as she took it. 
 
    
 
   Brady trembled fearfully, it was clear that those teeth would bite hard if he erected. And from the smiles on the faces of Miss Tina and Miss Jane, he knew they would try to provoke such a reaction. And as time was to tell it was clear when Brady's Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle was not so squishy as he would bend over in agony from the vice-like grip that tightened around his Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle! 
 
    
 
   "It will be important with a male of this age that he has his 'gooey stuff' milked,” Sister Emily intoned dryly, " it can't be left to build up, but that can be done at my clinic without any pleasure for the boy. You don't want him focusing on the thing do you? I assume he's only needed for household chores and extra income? Can't see any other use for him." 
 
    
 
   "You are sure he won't get any pleasure out of the experience?" asked Tina. 
 
    
 
   "None at all dear. I understand your concern. But it is a necessary chore if you are going to work them hard. But tease him all you like in between, it's good for their will power, it won't hurt at all. At least it won't hurt unless he is disobedient and tries to erect." 
 
    
 
   "I am glad he won't enjoy the trips to you. The last thing we need is a bit of pleasure distracting him from his work. How often will you need to remove the goo?" 
 
   "I promise he won't feel a skerrit of pleasure from the release, but I do have a few medicines that will make sure he doesn't look forward to his trips. I suggest you send him around once every six weeks or so, that should be fine." 
 
    
 
   And so, six weeks later, Brady found himself staring down at the floor of the car as Miss Tina drove him around to the clinic. She was wearing a skimpy mini-skirt and tights; Brady would once have stolen some forbidden glances at her luscious legs. But the pain of even the slightest erection was such that he didn't dare now. He truly had no pleasures left in life, not even the warmth of an erection that could not be used. 
 
    
 
   Upon arrival Sister Emily greeted Tina warmly whilst totally ignoring Brady. "What time will you be back at?" asked Sister Emily. "Oh I thought he might catch a bus home," smiled Tina. 
 
    
 
   Sister Emily came close to smiling, a smile that sent shivers through Brady, "I'm afraid he will not be in any state to catch a bus by the end. In fact it is most unlikely that he will make it to the car without assistance! I promised your mother that not only wouldn't he look forward to these visits, but he would in fact dread them. I intend to keep that promise." 
 
    
 
   "Now that sounds fun," grinned Tina, "that will make collecting him a pleasure. I can't get back for a couple of hours though, is that OK?" 
 
    
 
   The time for 'collection' agreed; Brady was ordered to wait in the Waiting Room. As he left he heard Tina offer the key to Sister Emily. "We won't be needing that, you take good care of it. We don't need an erection to milk him, in fact it's better if he's limp, it's purely for medical reasons that we do it, not his pleasure!" 
 
    
 
   He was made to stand with his arms in front of him holding two large folded towels. Though there were plenty of seats, he had been forbidden to sit down, though it left him feeling rather foolish when the young mothers kept staring at this strangely attired young man in a school uniform. 
 
    
 
   Brady looked like a boy from the 1950's with his hair close cropped and bryl-creamed in place with a sharp part to the right, like a girl's. 
 
    
 
   After an hour of such torment Sister Emily summoned him to the rear of the clinic. "Strip," was the curt order once he had entered the white tiled room that smelt of carbolic soap and antiseptic. Brady stripped neatly placing his clothes on the only chair available whilst Sister Emily ran the bath. Brady grimaced when he noted that only the cold tap was used. He had thought the experience could not be too bad, and there must be some pleasure in ejaculating, but with Sister's earlier words and now this he was starting to get rather concerned. 
 
    
 
   "Right Brady let me make a few things clear. This is a clinical milking. We'll remove the white goo that builds up in your scrotum without you feeling a thing. This will keep you healthy not relieved. Hands on head. When I come back we'll give you a quick bath and then get on with it." Brady was left alone in his morose state, imagining the 'fun' this tale would be for Tina and Jane, who had teased him mercilessly for six weeks now. His hormones were so unbalanced he could do nothing but cry at his plight and his feelings of pent up lust. 
 
    
 
   It must have been an hour before Sister returned. Her muscular frame repulsing Brady. She had a large bag of ice which she dumped in the bathtub before ordering Brady in. "In you go, let's get rid of any lustful emotions," she smiled grimly. 
 
    
 
   Brady shivered as he placed first one foot and then the other gingerly in the frigid water. Before he could react he found himself sitting in the freezing tub shivering as Sister used her immense size to upend him, and immediately started pouring jugs of the icy water over his head as he shivered, his teeth chattering. He was then hauled to his feet by his ears and a scrubbing brush and carbolic soap were applied before he was once more dunked in the icy waters of the bathtub. 
 
    
 
   "I'll be back for you in five minutes," advised Sister as she once more left the room leaving Brady chattering with cold and fear, for once in his life looking forward to the return of one of the dominant ladies in his life. 
 
    
 
   Upon her return he was dressed in a surgical gown and ordered up on the inspection bed. A device normally used for pregnant ladies, it would serve a new purpose today. Brady found himself on his back with his legs in the air in a pair of leg stirrups. Still shivering, a small flask attached to pieces of string was secured over his limp and shrivelled appendage. This now hung down between his legs with the end of his Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle just inside the tube positioned to capture his ejaculate. 
 
    
 
   It is quite possible to milk a male of his semen while totally denying him an orgasm or any sexual pleasure, as Brady was about to find out! The distraught look on Brady's face was a joy to behold for Sister, if only he realised how much pleasure he was giving to her and the other ladies through his suffering! 
 
    
 
   Sister snapped on a pair of surgical gloves before rubbing her gloved hands in a little lubrication. Brady was still not sure what to expect when he suddenly felt her slip her forefinger up his anus. She was feeling for the rounded lump of the prostate gland, about the size of a large marble. It is accessed via the rectum, where it can be felt as a rounded lump toward the front of the body and just about an index finger's length inside the rectum. Just in back of (up from) the prostate she felt a smaller and triangular wedge shaped nodule that was the seminal vesicles, which is where most of his 'goo' was accumulated. Underneath the seminal vesicles she felt his ampulla. 
 
    
 
   The seminal vesicles, ampulla and prostate would be emptied by massaging them. Having located them she withdrew her finger and packed a plastic bag full of crushed ice around his penis and testicles. She then left him shivering for a further ten minutes before commencing the massage. 
 
    
 
   Reinserting her finger she firmly, slowly massaged over the glands to empty the prostate without creating an orgasm. Brady could not feel much at all through all the cold. His Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle did not even erect! Indeed the look on his face was priceless when she removed her finger and lifted up the flask containing the white sticky goo which had dribbled into it. He had not even gotten to enjoy the pleasure of an erection! He had truly felt nothing. Indeed he would never again know the pleasure of even an erection! 
 
    
 
   "About 50 mL," smiled Sister Emily, as she placed a label on the container before putting it in the fridge, "when we've collected a pint (450mL) we'll defrost it and you can have a big drink. We can't have all that protein wasted! Now Tina will be here soon so let's put some warmth back into Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle." Sister placed his clothes in a brown paper bag before returning with a tube of ointment, this she smeared over the exposed parts of his Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle and testicles. Brady could feel her gentle ministrations, a quizzical look on his face that soon turned to one of total terror. It was a fiery heat embrocation and within minutes it was burning deep within his Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle; and Brady was literally screaming like a stuck pig in a fiery hell of total pain. He simply screamed and screamed until he had to be gagged. 
 
    
 
   Miss Tina arrived with Jane from Brady's office with whom she had struck up a good friendship and, as promised by Sister, it took the two of them to steer Brady into the back of the car where he lay screaming in agony for the trip home. 
 
    
 
   Along the way Tina pulled up alongside a sedan towing a trailer obviously off to the local rubbish tip. She called over to Brady in the back seat. "Brady, stop your bleating a moment and pay attention," with a wink to Jane she continued, "Look what I have here. Through his tear stained eyes as he continued to contort on the back seat Brady noticed she was holding up the key to his penis bracelet. 
 
    
 
   "Since we don't need to remove your bracelet to milk you, and you can urinate quite OK, I guess there's no need to ever remove your little bracelet, so we won't be needing this will we?" Brady was mortified. "No No please don't... " He started to scream despite his agony. But it was too late. Miss Tina gently tossed the key into the pile of rubbish on the trailer just as the lights changed and the car drove off. 
 
    
 
   Brady writhed on the back seat, encased in the agony of the fiery entrails of the heat embrocation he was now locked into total despair too. The two girls giggled uproariously as Tina gunned the car away from the lights. "Nooo, noooo... my god... noooo…" he screamed as he writhed. There could be no hope of release now from this infernal contraption now. The girls sniggered all the more at his desperation. 
 
    
 
   Tears trickled down his cheeks as Jane looked back over her shoulder at him, "Oh didums," she cooed, "is your Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle locked away for good? You poor little pettie." 
 
    
 
   When they finally arrived home it took the two of them to take Brady up to his room where he lay in agony for several more hours. In fact, even when he did start his chores, much later that night, he was still in extreme pain. 
 
    
 
   And so a shamed and deprived Brady must be one of the few males who looks forward with abject dread and terror to spilling his seed! Though fortunately for him Tina had not thrown away the only key to his device and Auntie Margaret had removed it a week later. But the warning was there not to play with his Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle! Truth be known, his Aunties and Grandma liked the idea of seeing his tumescence when due for punishment. Knowing how it frustrated him to be a grown man treated to the restrictive rules of a schoolboy in the 1930's, though his punishments were designed for a man! The promiscuous sixties do not exist for this young man who looks rather out of sorts with his contemporaries!  
 
    
 
   You can follow Brady’s tale in A Warm Afternoon, in this Volume 
 
   


 
   
  
 



Caned in front of the Girls
 
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   By Zeitgeist
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

A Promise Eventually Delivered
 
    
 
   The night following my School Punishment was a fraught and painful one. In fact I slept for several nights lying on my front with only a thin sheet covering my swollen and bruised bottom. I was too pre-occupied with my present situation to reflect on the threat given by my stepmother that I would be in for a 'right walloping' once my buttocks had recovered. After 48 hours or so the swelling reduced and I could once again put on my underpants with great care. Looking in the mirror at my bottom became a regular pastime which was an education in how a boy's behind recovers from the sort of flogging that must have been almost judicial in it's severity. The buttocks remained one huge black bruise for about a week and I noticed that the general bruising seemed to spread down the backs of my thighs where the markings of the gym shoe and the odd cane weal could easily be seen on top of the bruising. Only as the buttock bruising began to change from black to blue then green and yellow in the second week did the actual weals from the cane stand out in purple double lines. The scabs of blood which marked the cane-end lash marks on the side of my hip had healed and showed as purple blotches. Walking was carried out only with great difficulty and indeed I remained off school for over ten days.
 
    
 
   Julia, my stepsister, who was waiting to return to university, watched me like a hawk and took every opportunity to try and encourage my stepmother to carry out her threat. However, fortunately for my bottom, adult common sense triumphed over youthful enthusiasm and twice in the first week my bottom and thighs were examined closely by both women. I was taking salt baths every night on the instructions of my stepmother and it was after bathing that these examinations took place. With great embarrassment I was told to dry myself off and get ready for bed, putting only my pyjama jacket on and to await their arrival. The first time it was only mom who came briskly into the room and told me to bend over the wicker bedroom chair. I was nude from the waist down and in spite of all the humiliations I had gone through, felt awful. She closely examined my bottom, feeling the hard bruises and welts with her fingers. She commented that I would get there in the end but it might take some time. Playfully giving me a gentle slap (which hurt!) she told me to put my pyjama pants on and get to bed. Thankful that I was still exempt from punishment I retired to bed still being careful how I lay on the mattress.
 
    
 
   The second examination was a much more prolonged and humiliating affair. Julia was staying in and I hoped that mom would not be checking my bottom. My stepsister was a terrible tease, and attractive to boot. Throughout the evening she would keep giving me sly smiles as we sat watching television. She was as thick as thieves as they say with mom and would have been aware that my behind was being checked. Once when mom left the room she unfurled her legs from the sofa and stretched out looking me directly in the eye and said, "I hope you are looking forward to bed time, because I hear that tonight it's time for looking at your botty! You disgusting creature!"
 
    
 
   I just coloured up but she kept looking at me, trying to provoke me as usual. She was aware of the reason for my downfall at school and would often tease me and taunt me about it. If mom was not around then it was not beyond her to physically tease me as well and tonight was no exception.  
 
    
 
   She had been playing tennis with her friends before tea and was wearing her little pink outfit and had those white frilly knickers that women seemed to wear for tennis. Julia tossed her head back, throwing her pony tail down the back of the sofa and stretched her legs out as if they had gone stiff but was aware that she was giving me a leg show as the little pleated skirt rode up to the tops of her legs but stopped short of showing me her knickers. She smirked as she saw me looking and said unkindly, “I am sure we have some bamboo canes in the greenhouse, it’s only right that a boy like you should be getting the cane – I know your frightened of how much it hurts."
 
    
 
   I glowered at her but continued to look at her dress, which was several inches above the knee, and quite daring I suppose for the time. She saw me looking and I quickly looked away as she said, "I hope you are not trying to look at my knickers dirty boy."
 
    
 
   The meal passed without further mention of me or my bottom thankfully. Just before ten o'clock mom said it was time for my bath. I got up and left quickly without argument. It was now ten days since the school incident and as I carefully undressed in the bathroom I turned and looked over my shoulder at my bottom. The area of greatest bruising had now started to change colour from black and blue to a green and yellow colour with purple 'hot spots', however the cane weals were still very visible as twin tracked blue lines. They no longer gave my buttocks that 'washboard' texture and had allowed the flesh to flatten out. 
 
    
 
   The contusions on the side of the buttocks and hip areas where the cane end had struck were still however very sore and it was these areas that stung again as I lowered myself into the salt bath. Incidentally I thought that the salt bath idea was just my mom and stepsister being cruel but I have since found out that ladies who are sore after childbirth take these baths, so at least they must have done something right! I dried myself gingerly and put on my pyjamas and went into my bedroom to find Julia sat on my bed with her long legs crossed and that supercilious smirk of hers. 
 
    
 
   "As I promised, dirty boy it's time to look at your bottom." She uncrossed her legs with that knowing look and went to the door saying, "We think it's a little cool tonight so come downstairs as soon as you are ready - oh and by the way I gather it's pants off for this!"
 
    
 
   She then disappeared downstairs. This was hideously embarrassing. They were obviously intent on making me show everything. I bared myself for my step-mom without demure but with Julia present, I was terrified. I slowly removed my pyjama pants and went to the top of the stairs. I could hear them talking in the lounge. Julia as I said earlier was known to be keen on mom keeping her word and giving me the hiding she had promised. It seemed that Julia was afraid that she would have to return to university before my bottom became fit for punishment. My mom was heard to say that there was no point in doing half a job and that anyway 'it is much better to plough a clean field'. They both giggled at this and I was confused. I now understand that saying perfectly well. 
 
    
 
   I entered the lounge and saw that the fire had been stoked up well. Both ladies looked dressed to impress. My step-mom was wearing a short blue A line dress and heels and stood in front of the fire. Julia was sitting on the sofa grinning with her legs crossed displaying white thigh that seemed to go on forever. They were both holding a glass of wine.  I covered my vitals with my hands and stood just inside the doorway. My step-mom seemed to change tack immediately and firmly told me to stand in front of her and put my hands on my head. The heat from the fire and the blush that crept down my neck mingled and I started to sweat. Mom moved away and left me to the full heat from the fire. The room went quiet and they were both staring at my rear. After a few moments mom suddenly told me to come over to the sofa and face them. This was hideous, I was afraid of any reaction from down below, especially considering the leg and thigh on view from Julia, but I think that the presence of my stepmother stemmed any erection that might have been present otherwise. This I now wonder about as my stepmother was very attractive in her own right, but I suppose that to a teenage boy anybody over thirty is ancient!
 
    
 
   I was told to turn around and to keep my hands tight on my head. Mom then started to roll up the hem of my pyjama top until it stuck across my shoulder blades, and told me to lean over with my hands on my knees. She kicked my ankles prompting me to part my feet until they were spread by about 2 feet. The stretch pulled on my bruises and stung the cane marks on my hips but I was more concerned by the fact that my private parts were dangling so between my legs. My heart was pumping with humiliation when I opened my eyes and looked back between my knees and saw Julia on the sofa, knees together but leaning forward, chin in her hand, elbow on knee, looking intently at my bottom and thighs. Fate strikes again - there I am looking straight between her thighs at the triangle of white knicker material. This time without the immediate threat of being struck with the cane I felt my penis start to thicken as I gazed at Julia's white 'vee', her eye-line was higher up, examining my behind, so she couldn't see me looking.  Mom again fingered my bottom - pulling the bruised flesh and squeezing the welts, but neither of them made any comment. I made the occasional gasp as some of this hurt. I was just starting to get a little worried about my thickening member when my step-mom suddenly slapped my behind and told me to scoot quickly up to bed. They clearly didn't want me to hear their discussions about me. 
 
    
 
   I ran up the stairs and then stopped and listened to their conversation as I had done before. The wine had clearly made them a little giggly, as Julia pleaded to be able to watch mom's promised punishment, whining that she had to go back soon. Mom still stuck to her guns and said that for any punishment to be worth it's salt she didn't want to feel in anyway limited by the state of my flesh. They then started to discuss the options about what was the most suitable implement to use. All this was very unnerving for me as they were talking in such a matter of fact way, of course they would, such things had never happened to them or were ever likely to. I heard mom explain to Julia that she had chosen and acquired the tawse because it could be used more extensively, there were limits when using the cane as they had seen, whereas the tawse hurt nearly as much if it was used properly and was able to be used almost anywhere on a boys body without risk of serious harm. Julia said that she thought the cane was best for boys because they always seemed more frightened of it than other implements (obviously remembering her own schooldays). Mom said not to worry, she was sure that the tawse she kept in her bottom bedroom drawer would give a good account of itself when the time came.
 
    
 
   With that I had heard enough and went to find my pyjama bottoms and my bed. Before I went to sleep though I heard the front door close and the car start up, mom must have decided to go out to one of her friends even though it was late, this was something that she often did.
 
    
 
   A few minutes later I heard the pad of Julia's feet come up the stairs. With all the things I was finding out about her intentions I had a right to be concerned, but she did not come to my room straight away. A few minutes later my door opened and silhouetted in the doorway was the outline of Julia.
 
    
 
   I could see that she had something in her hand but in the darkness of my room couldn't make out what. The light went on and she slowly walked toward the bed and then I could see what she was holding well enough. With her usual teasing smile she held between her hands the tawse from mom's bedroom. She stood legs akimbo stretching the length of pliable leather. It was my first good look at this particular tawse, of course I had seen them before but I think mom got this one from one of her friends. It was in fact a genuine Lochgelly XH two tail. Later when I examined it I saw the makers mark on the handle and the stamp 'XH' which stood for 'extra heavy'. It was just about two feet in length and the two 'fingers' were more than a quarter of an inch thick. As Julia moved it about and swished it through the air in front of me the leather seemed stiffer than I expected, perhaps because of it's thickness. 
 
    
 
   Julia moved around my bedroom snapping and swooshing the leather strap. If she wanted to frighten me she was doing a good job, although I knew she wouldn't use it without mom being there. She started to clear the top of my dressing table and I thought oh no she is going to use it, but she merely stepped to one side and said, "Watch carefully boy, this is coming to a bottom near you, and soon!"
 
    
 
   She then carefully placed her legs apart, stretching the fabric of her pinafore dress tightly showing the outline of her pants beautifully. Putting the strap behind her back she then twisted and rose on tiptoe before swinging and twisting at the same time, smashing the strap onto the top of dressing table. The noise was terrific and dust flew everywhere, at the same time the heavy mahogany dresser seemed to rock slightly on the floorboards. The power and violence of the stroke was shocking but she just turned and smiled and walked out of my bedroom without saying another word. I just curled up in bed and tried to put it all out of my mind. 
 
    
 
   The next morning when I put my things back on the dresser top, the mark made by the tawse on the polished top showed very clearly, easily showing the two fingers and a stronger mark at the finger ends. When I rubbed the marks not all of them came out of the wood, which showed the power of the strap. Although I didn't realise it at the time, the manner with which Julia handled the tawse in that demonstration showed that she had been shown how to do it by an expert and had indeed practised albeit in private and on a bed or pillow! 
 
    
 
   The following week Julia returned to university and I breathed a sigh of relief, as perhaps my step-mom would now just punish me herself. She examined me at bedtime twice a week for the next three weeks or so but there was no threat of any imminent punishment. I thought that she had forgotten all about it. 
 
    
 
   Just before the next set of holidays, one evening I heard mom on the phone talking to Julia, at first I took no notice as she had these phone conversations a couple of times a week. 
 
    
 
   Then something made my ears prick up as I listened out of view.
 
    
 
   "So you can come home Friday morning…for a long week-end?…oh I see you are breaking up early eh…right…His father will be away all week-end yes…no, I've not said anymore to him…if you want to go out with your friends on Saturday evening I suppose we could arrange things for the afternoon, what do you think?…we shall take our time, oh yes…take things by easy stages…we can make some use of that gymshoe out of his father's cupboard…oh yes remember that time when he ran off after being grounded and father walloped him?…well if you remember he had tears running down his face…yes the slipper can hurt a lot given hard…at least it will give time for things to clear a bit before he goes back to school…yes it must have been eight weeks or so…"
 
    
 
   I went to my room without staying to hear the rest. It was bad enough listening to one side of the conversation; I dreaded to think what that she-devil Julia was saying on the other end. However if I was not mistaken the promised walloping from Mom, with Julia watching and helping, looked like happening soon. Later that day I went to the bathroom and examined my bottom. Mom had not examined it for a while, I twisted round to look in the mirror and saw that most of the buttock cheeks were completely clear. There were still blue lines and blemishes on the sides of the buttocks and hips and one particularly nasty one that was lingering on the side of my right thigh, but I guess mom thought I was clear enough for her to carry out her threat. 
 
    
 
   The next night when she went out I stole into her bedroom and searched for that tawse. I found it nestling in the bottom drawer of one of her dressing tables amongst her underwear. I took it out and examined it closely. It seemed much heavier than I expected and it's thickness caused it to handle a little stiffly, if you put it down sideways on the dresser it was stiff enough to stand and not flop down. I tried slapping it against my leg gently and it had a keen bite even when done like that.
 
    
 
   I suddenly got brave and decided to go into Julia's room and look to see what she had in her underwear drawer.  Hers was not as tidy as mom's but the first thing I noticed was the smell of her particular perfume, she always seemed to wear a lot of it. I took the opportunity to examine her knickers and found they were very cute and prim, not at all jazzy or exotic in any way. I put one of her white pairs on the bed and wondered what it would be like to give her a thrashing, I swished the tawse against her knickers as hard as I could and the bed bounced and pants flew into the air. I put them back into the drawer quickly, though I could now see how effective the strap was in my own hands.
 
    
 
   I waited with dread for the weekend to arrive, to await the execution of sentence as it were from both of the women in my family who were clearly conspiring against the colour of my behind and my future comfort!
 
    
 
   All seemed quiet when Julia arrived home on the Friday, but for me there was the underlying tension that the fear of corporal pain brings, especially when one has been kept waiting so long. On Saturday morning I was both watching and at the same time being watched by mom and my stepsister. Both were casually dressed - mom in a print dress, low cut, knee length, together with her usual heels, as though she were ready to go shopping rather than stay in the house. Julia came down the stairs and into the dining room swishing past me, all short skirt and perfume. She too looked like she was going somewhere with her make-up and lipstick but we all knew that something different was about to take place, though they perhaps didn't know what I had suspected by listening secretly to their conversations. 
 
    
 
   Mom quite casually looked up from the newspaper she was reading and looking me in the eye announced, "Today we are going to dispense with a little delayed justice. After breakfast we shall retire upstairs and have a lengthy discussion with a certain piece of leather! You do remember my promise do you?"
 
    
 
   I immediately became embarrassed at this announcement, Julia was smiling at me from behind her bowl of cornflakes, trying to make eye contact with me, but I just looked down and mumbled that yes I did remember. Mom then stood up and came and sat down at the meal table then very quietly and calmly asked when I had last bathed. I said that I had showered at school after sport at lunchtime on Friday but had not been in the bath at home since Thursday evening.
 
    
 
    Mom paused and then requested that upon finishing my breakfast I was to return upstairs and take 'a very hot bath' and then to immediately change into the clothes that she would leave for me. Needless to say I was not really feeling like breakfast in the first place and I certainly didn't feel like anything at all now. Mom then got up and left the room, going upstairs. In the awful silence that followed, Julia still tried to make eye contact with me, which I tried my hardest to avoid. I heard the water running upstairs. It seemed that some things were to be done for me. Julia then slapped her hand down on the table and very calmly but sternly told me to look at her when she was talking to me. She then smiled again and told me to make the most of sitting comfortably as they were going to make the next few days very difficult on that score.  
 
    
 
   "Go on, upstairs now, and make sure that botty is nice and clean for the strap!"
 
    
 
   I left the dining room with a heavy heart and made my way upstairs. Steam was billowing out of the bathroom. From out of the mist my stepmother appeared with a bottle in her hand. I could see 'Dettol' in bright green on the label. I could smell the strong smell of disinfectant coming from the bath. I was told to hurry up and get in and not to put any cold water into the bath.
 
    
 
   I hurried to undress and attempted to get into the hot water. It was much, much hotter than any bath I had ever taken before. I had to take my time and let my body get used to the heat. After ten minutes soaking in the hot water I got out and dried myself, noticing how my skin was red and sensitive from the yellow substance that had been put into the water. Wrapped in a towel and carrying my clothes I returned to my bedroom. I could hear the sound of furniture being moved in one of the other bedrooms and wondered what they were doing. On my bed were the clothes, or should I say, the one item of clothing, that had been laid out by my stepmother for me to wear. 
 
    
 
   The only item on the bed was a plain pair of white pants. On closer inspection I saw that they were girls knickers, obviously Julia's, but from when she was a lot smaller. They were going to be murderously tight on me. A further turn of the humiliating screw was being turned. I lay back on the bed and struggled into the knickers, they were so tight I thought they might split open. Just as I was making them comfortable the door swung open and my mom stood there glaring at me, then crooked her finger for me to follow her, obviously my beating was to take place elsewhere. 
 
    
 
   Her heels clicked on the polished wood of the landing, I thought that she would be taking me to her room but no; we passed that door and went into Julia's room. The first thing to hit me was the perfume, which seemed stronger than ever. Also the furniture had been moved just as I thought. 
 
    
 
   A more spacious room than mine anyway, more space had been achieved by pushing the bed back to the wall which created a large area in front of her dressing table which had been cleared of it's usual apparel of make-up etc. The dressing table was of a type with a triple mirror - one large one in the centre and two smaller ones at an angle at the sides. Through one of these mirrors I saw Julia behind the door with that wicked look on her face. I was told to stand in the clear space in front of the dressing table. On my way I saw two items lying on the bed. The first was that dreadful two tongued strap that my step-mom had obtained specially for this purpose. The second was the size 12 gymshoe that dad had used on me at home for previous punishments. 
 
    
 
   My stepmother came around to the front of me to start her pre-punishment lecture. Although she had been present once when dad had slippered me, she had not actually done it herself and I guess had thought about this moment quite a lot. A tirade began about how much I had embarrassed the family by my perverted escapades at school, how any school punishment should in her opinion be met by firm action at home etc etc. During this lecture I stood still, dressed in the tight white pants that had been provided.
 
    
 
   I saw that the dressing table mirrors provided a strange triple view of things behind me. I saw that Julia was sat on her bed looking smug. She was sat with her knees gathered up under chin. The sharp angle of her thighs left the undersides exposed all the way up to her black knickers, the vee of which poked out at me. She was watching and listening intently to the lecture mom was giving me. When the lecture came to an end Mom went behind me and picked up the slipper from the bed in front of Julia and came back in front of me, bending the shoe and slapping it gently onto the palm of her left hand. It was in fact a yachting shoe rather than a gym shoe, cream in colour and with a much heavier sole than a normal gym shoe. It's size and weight I had felt before from dad and knew just how much it hurt. 
 
    
 
   My stepmother then said, "I know they did a very effective job on you at school but you can be assured that we intend to make an impression on you today. How many strokes did you get from this slipper the last time it was used on you?"
 
    
 
   I replied that it had been twelve, but it had been over trousers and the knickers I was wearing would not give any protection at all. They both laughed at this. Mom said, "Lets get something straight here. You are going to be severely punished today, not just a 'daddy’s spanking'. There are going to be say… twenty four strokes with this slipper just as a warm-up - and who said anything about you having any protection for your naughty bottom?"
 
    
 
   I was trying to take in the prospect of so many strokes with the heavy piece of rubber when Julia chirped in with, "By rights a boy like him should be getting the cane - it's the only thing there frightened of you know."
 
    
 
   I glowered at her through the mirror and saw her taunting me with her comments. She was still displaying the upside down vee of her pants and I wondered if her mother had noticed. The taunting chat continued. Mom said that she wondered where to get one, perhaps she should see what sticks were available in the garden shed. 
 
   
Julia quickly replied that they were no good and suggested that a better idea would be to approach his most excellent headmaster and that she was sure that he would furnish them with a 'proper cane'.
 
    
 
   I was horrified that this would happen. Mom agreed that it was worthy of future consideration but in the meantime she was sure that they could command my attention. My stepmother then slammed the slipper down hard on the wooden top of the dresser. The noise was terrific, and seemed to reverberate off the walls of the bedroom even though there were many soft furnishings to soak up sound.
 
    
 
   I was then given instructions as to how she wished me to present my bottom for the slipper. Some thought had been given as to the particular presentation. I was told to place my hands shoulder width apart and to grip the back of the dresser top underneath the outer mirrors. The outer mirrors were adjustable for height and Julia had quickly slipped off the bed and was turning screws on the back of the mirrors, forcing them downwards, successfully trapping my wrists in the process. The edges of the mirrors were quite sharp and although it may have been possible to struggle out of their grip, doing so would have possibly cut the skin. 
 
    
 
   As Julia moved around to secure my other wrist in the same fashion I was treated to her swirling skirt and golden thighs and most of all her perfume, which today seemed stronger than ever. Though perhaps this could have been because we were in the room where she put the perfume on. Once secured by my wrists, I watched as mom stood close behind me and kicked my ankles apart until I was stretched quite wide. Julia had returned to sit on her bed where she had a grandstand view of my white pantied bottom. She was lying face down now so I couldn't see her undies as before, but she was giving me a view I wasn't used to, her breasts, the mirror view showed me right down the front of her top where I could see quite a bit of cleavage. Her breasts showed up white below where the suntan stopped. 
 
    
 
   Mom then said that it was time for the first dozen of the 'warm up' and there was no need to rush as they had all morning. My stepmother proceeded to roll the tight pants I was wearing down as far as my spread legs would allow, baring my now shivering bottom. Like the rest of the family I too had taken advantage of the hot sun and knew that unlike the rest of me my buttocks would be very white in colour.
 
    
 
   She moved over to my left and positioned herself by placing her heels well apart on the carpet and stretched her arm out to judge the distance to my buttocks with the slipper. She started to gently slap the sole on my bottom as she got her eye in. The mirror view showed me a restricted view of mom because my face was now so close to the mirror. But I had a full and disturbing view of Julia who was concentrating intently. 
 
    
 
   Mom paused and told me the rules. She said I could make as much noise as I wanted but was not to move my feet or hands at any time. Each time I moved my feet I would receive the stroke again and would have three added at the end. If I moved my hands and had to have them re-secured, they would tie them up and would start again from the first stroke - a considerable incentive! 
 
    
 
   I saw her skirt move as she pulled her arm back for the first stroke and then the slipper exploded onto my left buttock with a surprisingly loud slap. I had never had this slipper on the bare bottom before and the sting took me by surprise. She didn't rush and waited for my bottom to settle before giving the next stroke. After about 15 seconds or so she unleashed her arm and smashed in the second stroke. 
 
    
 
   Surprised again, the stroke was directly on top of the first and seemed to multiply the sting, making me hiss through my teeth. The first six were all applied like that, directly on top of each other on the left buttock only. 
 
    
 
   Mom asked what Julia thought about her accuracy. She said that she was impressed with the marks the slipper made, especially the embossed square pattern on the sole, which made darker squares amongst the crimson shapes of the slipper sole. With only six strokes gone and all on one cheek I was writhing in pain which I didn't expect having had more severe punishments in the past. Perhaps it was the hot bath with the yellow liquid, which made me seem so sensitive. Mom ran her fingers over the red prints on my bottom and remarked that the individual slaps could be made out and counted as they seemed to stand out on the flesh. 
 
    
 
   Then horror of horrors mom invited Julia to see if she could improve with the next six on my right buttock. Mom moved out of the way as Julia bounded off the bed and took up the heavy slipper. I hadn't expected Julia to be given the opportunity to actually do the punishing. It was humiliating enough just being thrashed in front of her. The limited view I had of her as she lined herself up ready to apply the slipper, consisted of seeing her body from waist to knees, with her short loose pleated skirt over her well sun-tanned thighs. She followed mom in that she took a similar stance with legs akimbo and at arms distance from my bottom. She was however much stronger and fitter than mom and clearly intended to capitalise on the opportunity given. When satisfied with her aim she twisted around from the waist and pulled her arm right back and then let fly with the momentum of her body and arm and as the sole struck my right cheek she followed through like a golfer. The difference was remarkable. I buckled against the edge of the dresser in agony, my feet and legs collapsing momentarily so I lost position. Mom was clearly impressed with Julia's stroke but unimpressed with me, clearly announcing that the stroke would be taken again and I would be receiving three extra ones later. 
 
    
 
   There was a pause whilst both women examined the result of that first stroke of Julia's. Mom was impressed with the way that the edges of the sole were outlined in blue, so much harder was the stroke given than the previous six. Mom said that she could see that she was going to have to give a better account of herself, but said that she wasn't worried as this was just a 'warm up' and she was sure that her style would have an effect. 
 
    
 
   Julia warmed to her role. "Come on boy, get back into position. I have only given you one. What are you, man or mouse?"
 
    
 
   She roughly re-positioned my feet and then spread her legs and lined up the vicious slipper on my right buttock for the second time. Again I saw her body twist. Where had she learned this? The second stroke cracked in loudly and I just held position this time but it was another absolute scorcher. Julia ran her fingers over the sole shaped welt again, clearly pleased with her efforts.
 
    
 
   As the rest of her allocated six whopped across my right buttock, the build up of sheer sting made my legs wobble and quiver as I fought to hold position. When she finished she leaned over me, putting her face to my ear and said, "You didn't like that, did you boy?"
 
    
 
   Her perfume and presence overwhelmed me and it temporarily helped ease the sting in my bottom. Both women again stood back and admired the visual effect. Mom noticed that some of the sole shaped welts had wrapped around the side of the buttock and these stood out in a darker colour, with black edges. The slipper was handed back to my stepmother who started to bend the shoe in her hands and practice her stroke in the air, no doubt trying to compete with her younger and stronger daughter. Julia meanwhile had seated herself on the bottom of her bed had crossed her legs enticingly, showing off her golden legs. A sharp tap to my left buttock brought me back to reality as my stepmother prepared to begin again.
 
    
 
   "Another six, let's see if we can improve on the first round."
 
    
 
   Changing her technique, mom took a step back and put herself more to my left side. I couldn't see her now but it did give me a better look at Julia. I tried to spy on her legs to see if I could spot her knickers again, but alas they just seemed to be out of sight. I then heard mom's heels on the floor as she stepped in and the loud whop as the shoe hit my left cheek. I sucked in my breath as I tried to cope with the sting. She certainly had succeeded in hitting me harder this time around. 
 
    
 
   I heard Julia say, "That's better mom, try and hit him with a slightly upwards motion and get the main part of the stroke where he sits."
 
    
 
   This was just the sort of advice I didn't need her getting. The remaining five were given with the same gusto and mom seemed pleased with the improvement in the power of her strokes. I was now squirming and hissing to ease the sting. Again they bent to examine the surface of my bottom flesh. The left buttock had now received a total of 12 sharp strokes from mom and although I couldn't see the effect, they were describing the over-patterning effect of the rubber sole as an 'interesting study of footprints in violet'.
 
    
 
   A sharp hand slap on my exposed lower back from Julia brought me to attention. "I'm going to try and put all of these six on top of each other," Julia announced to my stepmother, who questioned whether the bruising might not be too much.
 
    
 
   "It's only a slipper mom, you saw his bottom after the school had finished with it that time. No, I remember that we had one teacher who used to put chalk on the sole of his gym slipper and then to use the print of chalk on the boy's bottom to see where the strokes had gone!  His speciality was to try and get them all on the same spot. I remember the boys were nearly always in tears after a dozen strokes from him, even through trousers and pants."
 
    
 
   With a loud 'WHOP' which seemed to bounce even harder around the bedroom walls Julia launched into the first of her next six strokes, grunting with the effort, rather like today's tennis players do when they serve. Her extra efforts were met with a writhing of my bottom and a whistling through my teeth as the sting soaked in. 
 
    
 
   "I think he felt that one!"  remarked my stepmother.
 
    
 
   Julia kept to her word and rather quickly this time, thrashed stroke after stroke all on the same spot. By the sixth stroke my writhing had made me slump across the dressing table, hanging by my trapped wrists. I was now starting to cry, desperate to rub the burn in my bottom. Two faces then closely examined the punished flesh, looking so close I could feel their breath which given the state of my buttocks actually felt cool. Fingers were felt down the side of my right cheek and mom commented that those last six from Julia had wrapped around the side making purple coloured toe marks. 
 
    
 
   They finally released my wrists from under the swinging side mirrors and I was pulled upright and told to put my hands on my head. Mother warned me not to put my hands anywhere near my bottom or she would go to the garden shed and fetch a cane.
 
    
 
   "I don't know what you are crying for,” said Julia. "You will have something to cry for when you get the strap!”
 
    
 
   I was told to stand still whilst they made further preparations. Presumably they had decided that a different position was in order for the tawse. I actually found out later from Julia that they had been practising by placing pillows over chairs and the dressing table and trying to place strokes that were both accurate and hard but had found it difficult to control the tawse when swung hard horizontally.
 
    
 
   Watching in the mirror I could see the outcome of their investigations. Pillows were being piled up in the centre of my stepsister’s bed. They had discovered that hard strokes with a very flexible instrument were more accurately applied in a downward fashion from over the shoulder. The bed was a fairly low divan type so it gave plenty of scope for what they intended. It also had a wooden bed head and ends, which had vertical bars, which were about to assist them further.
 
    
 
   I was told to turn around and face them and to pull up the tight white pants good and tight and to cover up my genitals double quick. A further lecture was now about to commence from my stepmother. An unexpected tirade then began about my behaviour in general and more especially how the family had been humiliated by my actions at school previously. During the lecture my step-mom just walked backwards and forwards in front of me, occasionally turning sharply to look directly into my face showing her anger. She was clearly working herself up, perhaps to justify in her mind the punishment I was undergoing. Beyond her Julia had re-taken her seat on the bed in front of the raised pillows, carefully pulling up her legs and displaying to me the black knicker triangle again. I had some little time to stare at that triangle and whilst not really listening to mom, because she was a little closer this time, I found myself looking intently at that black triangle, noticing for the first time the distinct shape underneath the knickers and even the pretty stitching on the edge of the pants. 
 
    
 
   There was a sudden snapping noise which made me blink and when I looked up Julia was holding the tawse between her hands, stretching it and bending it, showing the thickness of it's vicious tails. Aware that her mother was concentrating on me, she continued with her sly teasing by placing the tawse underneath her bent knees, rubbing the strap against the underneath of her exposed upper thighs, grinning and looking at the bulge in the front of my pants. There was however no chance of me becoming erect as the heat and pain in my bottom from the slipper was just too hot. 
 
    
 
   At the conclusion of my stepmother’s lecture I was told how they wanted me positioned. Julia sprung off the bed to make way and I was told to lay face down with my hips over the pillows. I did this but was told to get up straight away, as the pillows seemed not to be in the right place. They were moved about a foot further towards the bottom of the bed. I was put back in position and then I knew why the pillows had to be in a certain place. My ankles were grabbed and pulled wide apart and pulled through the vertical gaps in the wooden bed end. It was a tight fit and the effect was that my legs were trapped in position. 
 
    
 
   The pillows were then readjusted slightly when I was told to raise my hips. At the same time my stepmother quickly grasped the white pants and eased them down my legs as far as they would go, leaving them stretched in a tight line across the middle of the thighs. I was told to stretch my arms forward toward the bed head, but it was a large bed and my hands couldn't reach the top. Seemingly perplexed by this there was a pause for thought after which Julia said that the only thing was to make me put my hands behind my neck, which I duly did causing my face to sink into the bed covers slightly. 
 
    
 
   Both women were stood on my left, Julia still holding the tawse. I was wondering which of them would use it first when my step-mother took the strap. Turning towards a blanket chest she hefted it into the air to feel it's weight and then swung it over her shoulder, raised herself up on her toes and then brought the strap downwards with a whoosh followed by the loud crack as the strap struck the velvet top of the chest. It looked most impressive and my whole body cringed. 
 
    
 
   "Look Julia, the tail marks show themselves individually on the material, I didn't realise they spread so much."
 
    
 
   "Mother why didn't we use this for practise earlier, its such a shame, here let me have a go."
 
    
 
   Julia took the strap and replicated what her mother had just done by getting her stance right, feet apart and shoulders wide set, swinging the strap lightly over her shoulder, landing it on her lower back with a soft crack, then up on to her toes leaning backwards, then driving the strap back over her shoulder, this time the tails flailing high in the air nearly touching the ceiling. It came down with an even louder crack as the stroke dug in to the top of the blanket chest. The women quickly checked the marks in the material and pronounced themselves satisfied.
 
    
 
   Turning to me my stepmother took hold of the tawse. Realising I had been watching all their recent activities she told me to turn and face the other way. However by looking slightly behind me I could see everything clearly in the triple mirror of the dressing table. What a sight I looked! White bare back, a dark red bottom with purpling splodges, with long white legs spread wide apart. It might have been more humiliating for me to look at but the view of my private parts was prevented by the tightly stretched white knickers around my thighs.
 
    
 
   I saw mom get herself ready for the first stroke, but she paused and said that she had just realised I had not been told how many strokes I had been awarded. Julia giggled and said that if she had her way it would be twice as many as she still considered that I deserved the cane. My stepmother announced that I would be getting 24 again, plus an extra stroke for every time I had to be repositioned on the pillows. 
 
    
 
   My stepmother positioned herself exactly as she had done when practising on the blanket chest, Julia watching intently from the other side now. I didn't know which side to look at first, but soon realised that Julia's pretty thighs on my right made what was about to happen perhaps that much more acceptable. I sensed that mom was now up on her toes ready to lash the strap down. I tried to clench my buttocks in readiness, but when it came I was shocked by the pain. She had over-stretched slightly and the ends of the strap lashed into my right hip. Whilst I was gasping in pain, getting my breath back, Julia ran her fingers over the burning lumps where the strap ends had landed. There was a brief discussion over this and mom re-positioned herself further away and hefted the heavy tawse back over her shoulder again. 
 
    
 
   The second lash was better aimed but for all that I yelled out as the ends of the tails this time landed heavily on outer edge of my right buttock. Julia suggested that it was nearly right and she only needed to step back a fraction. The third stroke was announced as perfect, but I was undone and moved from position attempting to rub away the hot lumps forming on my right buttock. Both women shouted their disapproval at once and announced that the stroke would not count, Julia threatened that when her turn came any movement from position would not only cause the stroke to be given again but that there would be two extra added on to the total. 
 
    
 
   The strokes steadily climbed through six and then to nine. 
 
    
 
   This tawse was a much more potent instrument than either the women or myself thought it would be, I was mewling like a wounded cat as mom now lashed in the heavy strap in a more confident manner. Stroke ten I had to take three times and stroke eleven no less than five times due to me twisting violently out of position with the upper part of my body and arms. With my ankles trapped by the foot of the bed my bottom was still in position enough to take the full force of the lashes, however my movement caused them to become angry and announce that strokes would be repeated until I held still. 
 
    
 
   After stroke ten had been repeated three times it was clear that I was unable to keep still to their satisfaction. Julia then jumped back on the bed and knelt in front of my head, grabbed hold of my arms and pulled them up behind my back painfully. I naturally moved my head and chin upright and looked forward to see even closer than before the black satin covered juncture of Julia’s thighs. Mom was berating me again but I only had eyes for that black triangle which seemed to be wrapped so tightly that the shape of her sex underneath was discernible, I also noticed a slightly darker area underneath but at that time paid it no attention as I was consumed by the smell of her perfume. I was later to realise that Julia had indeed become so aroused that her panties were becoming wet. It was then announced to me that although mom only had one more stroke of her allotted twelve to go, due to the fuss I had made I would have a total of five extra! Making another six in total.
 
    
 
   Mom gave them to me in a quick style one after the other making me writhe and scream into Julia’s crotch. Whilst I was calming down both women examined my flesh once more. 
 
    
 
   My stepmother said that she didn’t think my bottom could take much more as a good part of my right buttock had become so bruised the flesh had become almost grey in places with signs that bleeding wasn’t far away. Julia however was not to be denied her turn with the strap and assured mom that if I were re-positioned on the bed it would be possible to lash the strap from the other side of the bed thus ensuring that both buttocks received ‘equal treatment’. 
 
    
 
   I was pulled and tugged about until my behind was sloping slightly forwards rather than backwards. This was achieved by moving the pillows backwards under the tops of my thighs and my pelvic area. It was now mom’s turn to sit on the bed and hold my arms, however she behaved in a more ladylike manner and simply sat on the side of the bed and gripped my wrists. Turning my head to my right I now had two different views of Julia as she flexed the leather and got herself into position. One was direct as she was going to punish from the right hand side and the other was of her from the rear, as I could see in the triple mirrors of the dressing unit. 
 
    
 
   The tension built once again as Julia judged her position and stance. Just as she did when practising on the blanket chest, she stepped back, spread her legs flicked the leather over her shoulder and then leaned backwards. Julia then unleashed the hardest stroke of the punishment so far. Because my bottom had cooled very slightly I remember concentrating on her actions and they seemed to be replayed in slow motion in my head. I saw the tawse swing high up in the air, the tip just touching the bedroom ceiling, her legs raised up as she went up on her toes as though to gain more height, her skirt although short was a loose summery one and it seemed to swirl giving a brief flash of black pantie, her face was set in a grim line of concentration. 
 
    
 
   Then the almighty crack! It seemed to explode in a flash of pain, which shimmered up my spine and into my neck. There were lengthy pauses as I writhed and cried between strokes, fingers were constantly pulling and prodding at my left buttock, now the subject of the most violent assault since my dreaded school thrashing. By the sixth lash I was writhing so much that mom had put her knee in the small of my back making me almost totally immobile.
 
    
 
   There was an even longer pause after the eighth stroke as my buttocks were examined again. Julia was tawsing much harder it seemed than my stepmother. As they examined me I could just see through my tears another view of Julia in the triple mirror, that of the lower edge of her pantied bottom as her skirt rose as she bent over me. But it was gone before my eyes could clear sufficiently. It was decided that my bottom couldn’t take anymore. Again Julia was not to be denied her full quota and suggested that perhaps she could finish by strapping my legs. Mom agreed, almost relieved that no more was to be done to my bottom. Perhaps her maturity in realising this was fortunate given my stepsister’s youthful enthusiasm. 
 
    
 
   There was a further delay as they discussed which was the best way to strap the thighs. My stepmother agreed that my punishment should be completed, but was concerned that with my legs wide open my private parts could be struck with the leather. Julia argued that it was important to ‘get at’ the inside areas as this was a sensitive place and would make the punishment more effective. Eventually a compromise was reached and I was made to get up onto my knees, whilst my stepmother temporarily left the room to fetch something. Whilst she was gone I was made to put my hands on my head and be subject to Julia’s leering stare whilst she flexed the length of leather between her hands, and pulling apart the tails, determined to get good separation on impact. 
 
    
 
   Mom returned to the room carrying a white athletic support, which must have come from my father’s old sports clothes. I was made to get up and put on the support, which tightly cupped my genitals. I was repositioned over the pillows. My legs were pulled even further apart than they were previously. They slotted my ankles into the very end slots at the foot of the bed. A close inspection was then made of my position which they were happy to see had made the desired compromise. My genitals were lifted forwards and upwards inside the cloth support instead of flopping downwards as before. This meant that the thighs could be strapped fiercely without regard to injury of my privates. Mom grabbed my wrists as they prepared to continue with the punishment.
 
    
 
   Julia then asked her mother if the four strokes that remained were enough, as she alleged that I had been cheeking her whilst mother was out of the room. Little point in me protesting innocence given the circumstances, Julia’s mother always believed her daughter’s stories where I was concerned. My stepmother thought for a moment and then said that as the flesh on the thighs was almost untouched by previous efforts, twelve strokes should be given. Julia judged her distance and tapped the end of the tawse on my right thigh about three inches below my bottom, explaining to mom that her intention was to lash the strap down so as to give best effect to the sensitive flesh on the inside. She then asked mom to get a good grip and reared back raising the leather high in the air and behind. She stepped into the stroke with a grunt of effort. 
 
    
 
   There was not a lot of noise from the stroke but the ferocity of the sting on the inside of my thigh had my writhing and yelling for mercy. Mom had to hold on tight as Julia lashed a further five strokes of the split leather into my right thigh. As Julia moved around to the other side of the bed so as to attend to my left thigh, mom warned her to be careful as the tail ends of the tawse had slightly broken the skin during the last six strokes. Julia simply lined herself up with the strap; throwing caution to the wind flogged my left thigh as hard as she could. This time I could hear the swish of the tails and the crack of the impact. My throat had gone hoarse and there were no cry’s left in me, but my neck muscles still pulsed with the effort of disposing of the wicked pain.
 
    
 
   Both women then stared silently at my punished flesh whilst I continued to writhe over the pillows. I was told to stay in position until they returned. They left the room and probably went downstairs for a cup of tea.
 
    
 
   It was nearly an hour later when I heard the front door slam. At first I thought that they had gone out and left me but then I heard footfalls on the stairs. I heard the shower starting to run and then Julia came into the room and announced that I was to remain in her room and in position until mom returned later. In the meantime she was to get ready to go out with some of her friends. She examined my flesh and pronounced herself satisfied with the results claiming that it was nearly as ‘good’ as when I had been ‘flogged’ at school. As she looked she started to undress knowing that I could see her. Quickly she was down to her bikini panties and bra and then knelt close to my bottom running her fingers over the skin.
 
    
 
   “You might think that it hurt but I still say that what you really needed was the cane. I know how much you are frightened of it!  There are some lovely black marks on your bottom but it is lacking those deeper or should I say protruding twin black lines that only a cane can cause – Don’t worry yourself boy, given time I intend to rectify that situation.”
 
    
 
   She climbed off the bed and in a position near the door stripped off her bra and pants and went straight in for a shower. Julia’s figure was certainly exquisite but the only thing I remember from the brief show at the door was that although well sun tanned, there were two white strips across her bottom and her breasts. When she returned from the shower she was covered by a towel and took her clothes into the bathroom to get dressed.
 
    
 
   When mom returned later I was unceremoniously helped down from my exposed position across Julia’s bed and told to go to my room until the morning. When I visited the bathroom and looked in the full-length mirror, the view of my rear was almost as shocking as when I viewed the result of my school ‘flogging’ as Julia called it. From waist to knees I was just a sheet of crimson turning blue and this was overlaid by rounded shapes in black from the gymslipper and much darker and heavier strap marks which had turned black along the edges and made deep contusions where the tail ends had lashed my hips and inside of my thighs. I could hardly walk. The marks of the beating stayed for nearly a month. My stepmother examined my buttocks about once a week and said that I should remember that there was much more where that came from!
 
    
 
   To come in Part 3 – Whilst my parents travel abroad (1967), I am left in the charge of Julia. We visit one of her University friends who had taken a position as a teacher at a Prep School in Suffolk (This school was at the centre of a corporal punishment scandal during the 80’s). We were to stay at the empty school during the holidays to be entertained by Julia’s friend Nicola and another older girl called Vicky who was a housemistress. Whilst here I was to truly learn that at the hands of three girls, one dying to have me caned (Julia), one tickled pink at the thought (Nicola) and the other the most competent caner I had ever met to date (Vicky).
 
    
 
   Continued in Volume 3…
 
   


 
   
  
 



Ma’am ~ Sun Worshippers
 
 
   By Sonny Boy Jacobsen
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona looked at Denise. "The beach is only a few minutes walk, so how about you change into your swimsuit?" The trio went into their rooms to change. Sonny boy had not packed any swimming trunks and waited on the couch.
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona emerged. She wore a crimson red one-piece swimsuit. It accentuated her pert breasts and showed off her long legs. It was low at the back exposing an expanse of smooth skin. She noticed Sonny boy had not changed. For his part he was looking at her lovely body. "Sonny boy, why didn't you change?" she inquired.
 
    
 
   "Mistress I forgot to pack any swim trunks, so I'll just use these regular shorts instead" he replied. 
 
    
 
   The girl came outside. Denise wore a simple black bikini. Mistress Mona shook her head. "You can't swim in those darn shorts. That material is entirely too thick. When it gets wet, it will be much too heavy and cumbersome - you'd probably drown!" She smiled. "No problem though, you can swim in the nude!"
 
    
 
   Sonny boy was aghast. "Mistress?" The pretty nineteen-year-old girl grinned broadly. 
 
    
 
   "Hurry up" Mistress Mona said. 
 
    
 
   Sonny boy shook his head. "Mistress I can't go outside naked!" She watched the boy, his eyes wide.
 
    
 
   "Don't be silly. Lots of active boys go nude around here. This is summer vacation. Besides the particular bay area we are going to is quite deserted. We will be lucky to see anyone around. Nobody will see you." 
 
    
 
   He looked at Denise. "What about her?" She raised one eyebrow.
 
    
 
   "Denise? What's the problem? She’s seen plenty of boys before!" Sonny boy looked at her pleadingly. Although she was only one year his senior, Denise absolutely towered over the lad. She played center and was the captain of the freshman girl's volleyball team.
 
    
 
   "But Mistress, I'll be bare!" Mistress Mona tousled the dark hair of the naughty boy.
 
    
 
   "If you had to be punished, Denise would see everything anyway, so you might wish to reconsider." 
 
    
 
   Sonny boy just stood there. Mistress Mona grew impatient. "I brought along a cane just in case it was needed, and I will punish you if you continue being so obstinate. Your behavior is just plain silly. You would think you had never been naked before!" Sonny boy knew he had to comply. She would certainly whip him severely if he defied her. This was just awful. He had to go outside completely nude! All the people they met would see him bare! He took off his shirt then eased his shorts and underwear down and stepped out of them. He stood there completely bare, his hands covering his little dick.
 
    
 
   Denise was quite amused at his predicament. He was quite a handsome boy and looked even better in the buff she thought. She admired his dark tanned legs and midsection, and his starkly contrasting bare white butt, with cheeks so firm and round. Four faint stripes decorated the boy's rear.
 
    
 
   They left the house, Sonny boy still trying to cover up his front. Mistress Mona smacked him on the behind. "Don't be silly. You can't walk around holding your little dick." He reluctantly dropped his hands to his side. Denise now had an unimpeded view of his privates. His thick boy meat was erect. He was acutely aware of how his boy balls swung side to side as he walked.
 
    
 
   They soon reached the beach. The females laid out some towels and they sat down. He lay on his front, shielding his boyhood from their gaze. They could still admire his firm boy butt. The teenage girl began to rub sunscreen on her exposed limbs. Mistress Mona also applied the lotion. "Mistress," Denise interrupted,  "What about Sonny boy?" Mistress Mona took the bottle and turned to the boy. 
 
    
 
   "Sonny, come here please, we really can't risk having you get sun burnt." Sonny boy reluctantly stood by her side as she covered his back and chest with the lotion then his arms. She poured out some more from the bottle and rubbed his legs. She turned him in various directions as she applied the lotion, holding onto his boyish pestle as she began to rub the sunscreen onto his butt. 
 
    
 
   Denise simply giggled. She smiled at them. "Boys come with their own little handle for turning them about - very convenient!" She finished by applying the lotion to his smooth hairless scrotum, rolling the testicles in her fingers. Sonny boy stood there staring straight ahead, embarrassed as hell, his face turning scarlet.  Denise had eyes wide as saucers. She could see the faded marks left by the cane. "Mistress, has he gotten the stick?" Mistress Mona nodded.
 
    
 
   "Yes, last week I had to cane him for touching himself down there without permission!" Denise counted eight faded stripes. Yes, they were all there, four on each cheek. She wished she could have seen them being administered.
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona looked at Sonny boy's butt. Her hand gripped the bottom flesh as she continued to address the young girl. "Growing boys aren't harmed being striped like this. As a matter of fact, they need very firm discipline in order to keep them in line!" 
 
    
 
   Denise contemplated the scene. "The cane must really hurt though, to leave marks like that?" 
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona smiled grimly. "I suppose it does, but unlike girls, naughty boys require such painful discipline. And marks do fade so there is no lasting damage!"
 
    
 
   Denise gestured towards the boy's butt. "Mistress, were those on the bare?" 
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona smiled. "Yes they were. As a matter of principle, I always administer canings on the bare bottom. It makes the punishment hurt more and there is the additional embarrassment of the boys having to bare their bottoms. Seems like ol' Sonny boy here has gotten the stick on quite a few occasions now, have you not?”
 
    
 
   As Sonny boy sat down Denise noticed his erection and tight scrotum, all smooth and hairless. Mistress Mona's ministrations with the lotion before the young lady had caused him to become quite stiff. He tried not to notice all of the feminine charms that were all around him, the swelling bottoms encased in tight fabric, the smooth wide hips and full behinds. 
 
    
 
   "Mistress his thing is sticking out," Denise pointed.
 
    
 
   "Boys often get excited like that," Mistress Mona explained. "Once he gets accustomed to being bare around you it will eventually go down."
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona and the girl lay back on the towels, soaking up the sun and watching the waves break. The seaside view was very peaceful and relaxing. Sonny boy lay on his stomach; relieved the topic of conversation had moved away from his bare butt and balls. His gaze fell on Denise's lower body, admiring her slender legs and pretty feet. His eyes moved up. He could clearly see the outline of her pretty pussy, the thin material of her bikini clung to her plump, sexy pussy lips just like a second skin. 
 
    
 
   His mouth was dry as he continued to leer at the pretty young girl. One of her knees was bent and he gazed at the hard muscular sun-tanned thighs. His little dick was still erect and now, trapped between his body and the towel, was quite uncomfortable. He shifted his hips, trying to relieve the pressure on his boy meat, but to no avail. This was teasing and denial on a sublime level. A touch of S&M.
 
    
 
   He tried to imagine what her pussy must have looked like under the shiny black material of her swimsuit. He wished she too were nude. It was so unfair he thought, that the girl, who was only one year older, was completely decent while he had to walk around buck-naked. Denise was able to see every inch of his bare body. He didn't even know her before today yet she had seen his brightly striped bare butt and his exposed boy meat and balls.
 
    
 
   As Mistress Mona lie on her stomach, he had a good long view of her bare back and how her swimsuit clung lasciviously to her beautiful butt. The lower edge of her bottom cheeks were exposed as the material of her swimsuit rode up and he was treated to a delightful view of his Mistress's lovely lower butt.
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona got up. "Let's go in the water." They followed her in, enjoying themselves in the waves. Sonny boy felt his boyish pestle go flaccid in the cold water. This made his exposure a bit less humiliating. They didn't stay in for very long because the temperature was so cold and soon were back on the beach, toweling themselves dry.
 
    
 
   Denise giggled, her finger pointing at Sonny boy's midsection. "Mistress, look how small it is now!" 
 
    
 
   The pretty blonde smiled. "Yes, the water is very cold". Sonny boy looked down. His cock had really shrunken and his balls were drawn up against his body. 
 
    
 
   Denise looked down at the shivering boy's privates. "It's amazing how it changes size like that!”
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona turned towards the boy. "Sonny, did you clean out the sand from underneath your balls?" He was dumbstruck. The girl just giggled. Before he could do anything Mistress Mona had grabbed him by the dick. Holding it in the fingers of one hand, she used the other to reach behind him and brush off any stray grains of sand there. Denise simply watched in rapt fascination as Mistress Mona roughly handled the boy's cock. Finally she released it. They all sat back on the towels.
 
    
 
   "Right then – Sonny," she said, dismissing him with a loud smack to the bottom. She opened a book and lay back, feeling the sun on her skin. The women sunbathed while Sonny boy went to the water's edge. He started to construct a very elaborate sand castle.
 
    
 
   A half hour passed and Mistress Mona began to gather up the things. Sonny reluctantly left his creation. "Mistress, did you check what time the museum opens in the morning?" inquired Denise. The girl wanted to do some sight seeing after wards and they had decided to visit the naval history museum just as it opened. 
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona nodded. "Eight-thirty, so don't worry as we'll have plenty of time!"
 
    
 
   Sonny boy was looking forward to the museum. They would visit that followed by some of the other maritime landmarks such as the old fort and the old lighthouse. Denise had a history project on the maritime history of the region and Mistress Mona, who was familiar with the area, had volunteered to take them.
 
    
 
   They returned to the cottage for lunch. Sonny quickly put his clothes back on as the others changed. He was grateful to be back inside and fully clothed. As they ate, Mistress Mona explained to them the layout of the area. Afterwards, everyone pitched in to tidy up the place after the meal.
 
    
 
   When evening fell, Sonny boy started to make up the couch. Mistress Mona had taken one room and Denise the other, leaving him, the only male around, to use the living room. He lay there, recalling the day's events at the beach. He especially recalled Denise's plump, sexy pussy, her firmly developed sun kissed thighs and calves. He glanced up to ensure that both bedroom doors were closed. 
 
    
 
   Seeing it was safe, he pulled down the waistband of his girlish pink bikini panties (Sonny was not permitted to wear real boy's underwear) and whipped his boy meat out. He slowly began stroking it, all the while thinking of Denise's sexy legs and even sexier butt.
 
    
 
   He imagined pulling aside the material of her bikini bottoms, to see her bare butt and pussy! He gripped his stiff erection, rubbing the head up and down. The next few minutes passed most pleasurably as he masturbated to a mental image of Denise's firm young body. He thought of Mistress Mona as well, her long tanned legs and voluptuously full bottom.
 
    
 
   "Eeew!" exclaimed Denise. He tried to cover himself up as quickly as he could. He had not heard the door open or her enter the room. "You disgusting little pervert! Oh Mistress!" she called out, "Sonny boy is playing with himself out here!" Mistress Mona ran outside to see just what the hell was going on.
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona wore a jet-black tee shirt and matching panties leaving her midriff quite bare. Her pert breasts were unencumbered by any bra and her nipples could be seen through the thin material of her shirt. Denise wore the essentially he same outfit as Mistress Mona only looking very virginal in pure white.
 
    
 
   The two of them stood around the couch looking at Sonny boy, the visible tenting of his little dick encased in their young girl’s panties silently betraying him. He looked up at Mistress Mona, her blue eyes flashing angrily. "Have you no respect?" she asked icily. "What on earth is the matter with you? How can you lie down outside here and play with yourself like that?" Her stern gaze fell on the boy's privates. Sonny boy felt his heart beating fast. His stomach churned in fright. Mistress Mona looked at him. "Right - I will deal with you in the morning. In the meantime, there had better not be any more of these shenanigans over here tonight!" With that, she turned on her heel and slammed her bedroom door shut.  
 
    
 
   Denise shook their head. "I've never been so insulted - I hope she gives it to you good and hard!" The girl went quietly back to bed, her cute bottom bouncing encased as they were in their tight white panties.
 
    
 
   Sonny boy lay there in the dark. The cottage was very quiet. He could hear the waves in the distance, crashing against the sand. He anxiously contemplated what tomorrow morning would bring. It was more than an hour before he drifted off to a fitful night's sleep.
 
    
 
   He awoke to the sound and smell of breakfast cooking on the stove. He got up, went to the kitchen, and saw Denise setting out the table. Mistress Mona broke the silence. "Good morning, Sonny!" She said it with such good cheer he didn't really know what to make of it then.
 
    
 
   "Good morning Mistress Mona, good morning, Miss Denise," he replied cautiously. He wondered if last night's incident perhaps may have been forgotten, which meant by chance he might be spared a good whipping.
 
    
 
   His heart sank when he went to put away the sheets and pillow he had used. Mistress Mona sat on the couch, still looking lovely yet menacing in her jet-black tee shirt and panties, her hair wound up in a ponytail, and a long crook-handled senior cane in her hand.
 
    
 
   He stood there quietly. Denise joined them. She did not want to miss one second of this, and was especially excited. She had no brothers and did not often get to see a boy punished bare. This had always greatly intrigued her.
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona spoke up. "We are going to have breakfast and then dress for our visit to the museum" She bent the long cane. "However we have a little matter to deal with here first!"
 
    
 
   Sonny pleaded, "Mistress I'm really sorry, I'll never do it again!"
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona, who had been through this same routine a hundred times before, quipped "I KNOW you'll never do it again - and this punishment in which I am about to give you will make sure of it. Now then, Sonny boy, I want you to remove your clothing, every last stitch, at once!" Her voice was quiet and deliberate. She did not seem angry now. Sonny hoped maybe she would go easy on him. 
 
    
 
   He disrobed quickly, ending with his pink panties, which he folded neatly on the couch. She pointed to the overstuffed armchair. "Bend over the back of the chair with your arms gripping the front legs and don’t let go, or it will be all the worse for you if you do." He complied. He stood there bare butt, his early morning stiffy rubbing against the smooth leather upholstery material of the overstuffed armchair.
 
    
 
   He felt the two pairs of female eyes glued to his body. His boy meat stiffened. Mistress Mona got up. "Legs apart!" she ordered. "Lean forward - stick your bottom out!" She ran the tip of her cane up along the insides of his thighs and then as if to emphasize her point, she tickled the backs of his balls with the tip of her cane, and the Mistress was rewarded by an involuntary shudder that came from the boy's firm bent body.
 
    
 
   Denise watched the scene with baited breath. Her hand briefly squeezed her little pink pussy firmly encased in their tiny white panties, then she drew up her legs against her body, her arms wrapped around them. She was already quite wet, and her loins were positively quivering at the plight of this unfortunate boy awaiting punishment, his naughty bottom stuck out so it could be thoroughly whipped, his exposed boy balls dangling helplessly between his legs. 
 
    
 
   Even Mistress Mona, an experienced disciplinarian, found the scene exciting. She felt a familiar tingling between her legs, the material of her panties wet as she anticipated the severity of the bare bottomed chastisement she was about to administer.
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona placed the smooth rattan against his pale bottom cheeks. They were firm and well rounded, practically made to be whipped! The cane she had brought was brand new. It was a 'senior' and was longer and thicker than the one she normally used. Being heavier, it had some weight to it even though it was quite supple. It would sting atrociously - just the thing for a naughty boy's bare bottom.
 
    
 
   She addressed him. "This will teach you some respect. As you already know, your behavior last night was simply disgusting and completely unacceptable. You shall be punished for it!"
 
    
 
   She emphasized the point by whipping the cane through the air, its ominous hiss causing the boy to wince.
 
    
 
   She brought the cane back and upwards. It descended with a loud 'whoosh' that caught the boy off guard and took his breath away. It impacted midway on his bottom, with a loud crack. The firm bottom flesh indented by the cruel rattan quivered and shook while a livid red welt rose on the bare white bottom. Sonny thrust his hips forward, bottom cheeks clenched as the searing pain permeated into his butt. This caused his cock and balls to jingle most lewdly.
 
    
 
   His eyes were closed as he absorbed the pain. Denise watched in amazement as the welt formed a ridge and darkened. The end where the cane tip struck was already purple. The boy relaxed his cheeks and they twitched as he leaned forward again, hands gripping the front legs as ordered.
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona tapped the bottom cheeks again, causing the boy to flinch. She waited until he relaxed, then lashed down hard with the cane, the 'whip' of impact followed by a gasp from the boy as another red weal formed low down, right in the crease where bottom met thigh. The muscles in his calves and thighs stood out as he went on tip toe, tears welling up in his eyes as the terrible sting coursed through his tender rear.
 
    
 
   Denise looked down at his boy balls, encased in the smooth hairless scrotum. They dangled and they swung from side to side as he involuntary danced his dance of pain in response to each searing stroke.
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona lashed down again. The loud 'whip' was followed by an "Oww" from his lips. Denise watched in awe as the third welt formed, high up on the bare bottom cheeks, high on their upper sloping curves. The three raised welts were perfectly parallel. Mistress Mona was clearly an expert with the cane. The naughty boy again clenched his butt cheeks, trying in vain to ward off the burning pain.
 
    
 
   Tears ran down his face now. He turned to Mistress Mona. "Mistress, I'm sorry." 
 
    
 
   Mona nodded grimly. "I'm sure that you are, my dear boy, and this punishment will guarantee it!" 
 
    
 
   She tapped his bottom again with the cane then raised it high. It descended sharply. Another loud 'whip' then a squeal from the naked boy. He pressed his knees together, clenching his smarting bottoms. Sonny wailed, "Please Mistress, I've had enough!"
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona was well prepared for this little interchange. She shook her head slowly. "I will decide when you've had enough. That naughty bottom of yours needs to feel a few more strokes!"
 
    
 
   "But Mistress, it h-u-r-t-s too much!" he said in desperation.
 
    
 
   She studied his bent form impassively. "Think about what you were doing last night. Just think how much you offended Denise here by your lewd and lascivious behavior.” 
 
    
 
   She rested the cane low down on his rear, watching as the bottom cheeks clenched. She raised the cane and held it there, waiting for him to relax. There was a hiss as the cane came down and the 'whip' as the flesh danced under the lash. He stood up without permission and unceremoniously grabbed his swollen behind.
 
    
 
   "That will be two more strokes for moving,” said Mistress Mona. "Back in position for the extras." Almost a minute passed whilst the boy sobbed and gingerly rubbed his welted bottom. He reluctantly bent over back into position and stuck out his brightly striped posteriors for more stinging bare-bottom punishment.
 
    
 
   This was aimed for the upper leg, right below the crease. A bright red stripe rose immediately and he cried out in pain. He pressed his legs together, knees bent. Mistress was waiting for this, and let fly with another equally vicious cut, just below the previous one. The welt from this merged with the one above forming a crimson red band. The boy was in shock and gasping for breath after every stroke.
 
    
 
   He struggled to maintain the required position, and leaned forward again, this time determined not to move, biting his lip. Denise surreptitiously rubbed her tiny pussy, the thin material of her miniscule panties positively drenched, as she concentrated on the welted, dancing, twitching bare buttocks so obviously on display.
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona paused. The sixth and final stroke would be of course, have to be the hardest. The boy's chest heaved as he bent forward. The sting in his butt must be quite awful she thought. This 'senior' cane proved to be most effective, and made a wise investment that promised to ensure much better behavior in the future...
 
    
 
   She raised the cane and rose on tiptoe, forcefully bringing down the cane diagonally onto the upper slope of his red-welted butt. The crack resounded through the room. The boy's legs twined around each other, knees bent, as his head dropped. This last stroke was ruefully known by legions of schoolboys as 'closing the gate', and would guarantee the boy would not be sitting comfortably for at least a week afterwards. He remained bent, sobbing and gasping, trying to catch his breath.
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona let him remain there, giving him time to feel the burning stripes. She traced the welts with the tip of her fingers, running it along both of his bottom cheeks, then reached underneath him and ticked the tip of his semi-erect penis, which during the lad's considerable struggles, had become situated in such a way so that the penis was pointing downwards between the boy's widespread thighs.
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona then tossed the cane onto the sofa and reached back into her hair and removed her ponytail holder, which had been worn coiled up much like a thick rubber band. Shaking out her long tresses, she knelt quietly behind the boy, who had not yet been given official permission to rise, and menacingly held the now fully stretched length of the ponytail holder against the sensitive underside of his boyish penis.
 
    
 
   "Do you now understand that you are not to play with this?" she queried. The boy continued to sob, but made no remark. "Are you QUITE sure you understand?" she repeated, emphasizing the point by snapping the ponytail holder like a rubber band against his unprotected penis.
 
    
 
   "YEOW! Y-Yes Mistress!" he replied. 
 
    
 
   "Then let us all make COMPLETELY sure you understand, Mona barked. "Cover your boy balls with your hands,” she ordered. He quickly complied, his prick now sticking out downward most obscenely.
 
    
 
   She lowered the ponytail holder a few inches from the firm dick and snapped it upwards, stinging the boy's cock. She repeated this once-twice-thrice in rapid succession, causing the skin there to turn a nice shade of pink, during which the boy began to dance about most unabashedly. She wanted to make this last part of the punishment really memorable for the boy. 
 
    
 
   Mona clenched her teeth and pressed her lips together in firm resolve, then she slowly and deliberately lowered her hands to the floor while waiting for him to relax and catch his breath, and then suddenly, without warning brought it up with a quick, upwards flick causing the ponytail holder kiss the boy smartly on the very sensitive underside of the now cherry-red penis.
 
    
 
   "Y-Y-Y-E-E-E-O-O-O-W-W-W-!!!" The boy had never felt such pain in his life and his hands immediately flew to his penis, wringing and grasping the tender boy meat, trying vainly to massage away the pain.
 
    
 
   Smiling down upon him, observing that his hands could only go to his smarting glands, Mona reached down and roughly squeezed his welted bottom cheeks, admiring her handiwork, and feeling the hard swollen ridges with both hands, she looked over at Denise, who still stood transfixed, mesmerized by what she saw, still masturbating quite unashamedly at the erotic tableau that had unfolded so lasciviously before her.  
 
    
 
   Mona broke the girl's reverie. "Sonny boy, I want you to stand up, turn around, get down on both knees, and apologize properly now to Denise, after all - it was SHE that you offended last night by masturbating your naughty penis."
 
    
 
   Denise meanwhile just couldn't wait to get into the game. "Correction, Sonny boy, when you apologize to me you must first show me the proper respect by addressing me only as LADY Denise!" 
 
    
 
   With that, the young girl, now fully prepared to crossover from playing the role of mere spectator to that of being an active participant, stood up and turned her back to the still whimpering boy, who, once realizing what was actually going to be required of him, instantly obeyed by dropping to his knees, his tear soaked face now level with the athletic girl's panty-clad posteriors. 
 
    
 
   Reaching back, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slid them slowly, ever so slowly down her thighs to her knees. Without further ado, she reached back and pulled her bare butt cheeks apart and he saw for the first time in his life the tight little dimple of a girlish anus.
 
    
 
   Mistress Mona only too willing to assist in the training of the young couple gently grabbed the boy by the hair and nudged him forward. At first the young girl tensed and stiffed visibly at the novel sensation of male lips on her most nethermost regions. But in due time she was instinctively bucking her hips in time to the probing of Sonny boy's tongue as he warmed to his work.
 
    
 
   After five more minutes of ass-worshipping Mistress Mona called and end to the scene. Sonny boy showed his newfound respect for his promising young dominatrix LADY Denise via signaling that he was finished with his oral ministrations by placing a sweet little kiss to her pussy.
 
    
 
   It was, after all, his first taste of Lady Denise’s butt and pussy, but you may rest assured - if LADY Denise had anything to do with it - that it would by no means be his last. Sonny boy was going to spend the rest of the day with a brightly striped, hot red butt, a throbbing member, frustrated blue balls, and the taste of fresh young female dominant girl-butt on his lips.
 
    
 
   Later on, after all was forgiven (but not forgotten) they went to the kitchen, Sonny boy in tow. The two of them sat around the table, the boy still bare, his bottom hurting terribly against the hard wooden bench.
 
    
 
   Denise and Mona discussed her history project, irritating the boy with their chatting, his bottom smarting. He shifted his weight from one bottom cheek to another, trying to ease the pain. He hoped the worst of the pain would go away by the time he bathed and dressed for the naval historical museum.
 
    
 
   They were going to the museum expressly to examine one of the actual guns that cadets used to have to bend over in order to receive the traditional naval cadet corporal punishment of eighteen strokes of the rattan spanking cane across the bare bottom and thighs, and Mistress Mona would delight in taking special care in pointing out to Sonny that the glossy black enamel surface of the gun had been worn away almost down to the bare metal not by the harsh elements of the sea but rather by the endless parade of crisp erections that had rubbed the surface of the gun to a bright luster, as the young cadets tried in vain to alleviate at least some of the savage stinging in their ravaged behinds by masturbating to a full ejaculation during their painful and humiliating bare bottomed canings. 
 
    
 
   Sonny boy sub-consciously ran his fingers along the angry-looking wheals on his bottom. They were hard and painful; the bruised ends still dark. His penis was still sore and throbbing, but he dare not allow his fingers to wander there lest he leave himself open for another dose of painful, penis-punishment.
 
    
 
   Sonny couldn't quite decide out if the whole point of him having to visit the beach in the first place was for him to experience sun worshipping or ass-
 
   worshipping?    
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Discipline at Parame 
 
   Adapted by Richard Edwards
 
    
 
   Mrs Birch, I recently came across a book called Painful Pleasures, which contains a number of vintage disciplinary stories. It is published by Delectus Classics of Erotic Literature, which is a publishing company specialising in erotic literature.
 
    
 
   Included is, reputedly, one of the finest stories of vintage discipline called, Discipline at Parame. As far as I am aware, the author is unknown and the story in its original expression was rather long. I have adapted its length here (to 10 pages), as well as making some minor amendments to make it more accessible to the modern reader. Richard Edwards
 
    
 
   At the sudden death of my father when I was just over sixteen years old, I found myself in the unfortunate situation of having become an orphan.  Needless to say, at the time my pain was very deep.  I lost my only remaining parent, since my mother had died in giving birth to me, so that I was practically alone in life.  But a distant cousin, a Ms. Harriet Carew, whom I had seen only twice before while I was still very young, took upon herself the responsibilities of guardian and provider when she asked me if I would consent to come and live with her.  She was an English woman, formerly a Governess and Teacher, but had retired after having provided herself with a sufficient income.  She must have been about 35 years old at the time and lived in the immediate neighbourhood of Parame.
 
    
 
   I was, at this period, a troublesome pupil always dreaming which is a terrible fault to discover in a scholar.  However, I was certainly not averse to coming under the protection of some interested older person and I hastened to accept the invitation of my generous cousin.  Shortly after the papers of guardianship had been duly executed, she came in person for me in Paris where I was.
 
    
 
   My cousin was a tall and strong woman, with thick hair of deep auburn hue, parted in the centre and gathered in a Greek knot at the nape of her neck.  Her eyes of grayish-blue left on me from the first a strange impression: I felt myself weak before her.  Her nose was fleshy without being over-prominent and was well-designed, her nostrils very mobile and slightly elevated which indicated, I suspected, a sensual nature; her pink lips, boldly arched, joined themselves to make an indolently light shadow over her chin, and last but not least, she possessed a solid and well-shaped body.  Her breasts appeared to me imposing and her haunches and posterior were majestically fashioned.  She was a woman in the full expansion of her beauty.  Her costume was that of a Governess, at least such as one expects it to be: black from her head to her feet, with little collar and cuffs of white lace materials.
 
    
 
   Our first interview was most cordial, on her part especially.  She embraced me tenderly, assured me that she would be a good second mother to me and discussed with me at great length the question of my future.  She acquainted me with the fact that, as I had received only a paltry inheritance from my father, and that to evade the expense of sending me to school, she would take charge of my instruction; and since she was knowledgeable with the program ahead of me which I should have to go through in order that I might properly prepare myself for my baccalaureate, being herself a former teacher, she would look after the rest of my education.  She considered herself perfectly capable and it would not be any extraordinary sacrifice for her, since she had the same obligation toward the progress in the studies of her niece, Marguerite.
 
    
 
   At these words, I opened my ears and asked for some details on this young girl of whom 
 
    
 
   I had never before heard.  I learned that she too was an orphan, being nearly my own age, having just passed her sixteenth spring, and that she would be charming from all viewpoints, were it not for an incurable laziness and her extraordinary habit of dissipating her time that the severest punishment thus far did not seem capable of eradicating.  
 
 
   I asked myself in petto what these severe punishments could be, but the imposing appearance of my cousin greatly affected me, and I did not dare exhibit curiosity, telling myself that, after all, it would not be very long before I would find out all about it.
 
    
 
   At the chateau, where my cousin dwelt, we were received by a housekeeper who appeared to be past forty years or so.  She was a mature, tall, rather attractive, but formidable woman, of severe countenance who apparently fulfilled the dual roles of maid-of-all-work and woman-in-confidence to my cousin.  Next to her stood a delicious apparition, a very pretty young girl, distinctly French, who embraced me gently and with affection when my cousin had presented us.  She was dressed in tan and in spite of the promising contours of her breast and the magnificent development of her haunches, she wore very short skirts, permitting one to see her well-moulded legs and half thighs enclosed in beige-coloured stockings; and her pretty little feet were well arched.  We were then in the month of June, and the thin material of her dress with its short sleeves allowed full view of her pink arms which were developed like those of a full-grown woman.  Her hair was brown, knotted in a half-chignon on her neck, her eyes were blue, her lips had the colour of red roses and the fresh and velvety skin of her cheeks resembled that of a peach.
 
    
 
   The housekeeper, who introduced herself to me as Dorothea, conducted me to my room, which was situated on the first floor at the end of a little corridor.  In the centre of the corridor was the door to the room of my cousin Harriet and at the other end was the room of Marguerite.  Dorothea, after enquiring of me some details concerning my personal circumstances, informed me that dinner would be served at six o’clock precisely.
 
    
 
   At a few minutes to the hour, I left my room after a period of some rest, descended the staircase and entered the dinning room.  My cousin was seated at the head of the table and indicated the vacant chair for me to her left, while Marguerite sat to her right. I found the young girl still more pretty than when I first met her.  From time to time, her great big timid eyes posed themselves on mine and troubled me deliciously.  I soon noted, however, that Marguerite observed toward cousin Harriet a profound and fearful deference.  She blushed at the least remark, seemed anxious every time her aunt addressed a word to her, and appeared to be, in brief, in a state of complete subjection. I compared this attitude with the impression of authority that cousin Harriet had left on me from the start and I concluded that the latter was not particularly a tender person.
 
    
 
   In the course of our dinner, as Dorothea served us, her mistress inquired of her if everything had been all right during her absence and if Marguerite had been good.  The young girl blushed deeply and buried her nose in her plate.
 
    
 
   “The first day, yes, Madame, but the second not so well.  I had been obliged to ask Ms. Marguerite to do a little work in the kitchen, as you had suggested to me: but she showed no desire to obey and spent all her time in the garden…”
 
    
 
   Cousin Harriet straightened herself, arched her loins and put her chin down on her neck.  Her lips tightened and her eyes fixed themselves severely on the poor distracted girl.
 
    
 
   “Very well!” she said. “The blue cabinet before bedtime this evening”.
 
    
 
   At the announcement of this strange-sounding punishment, Marguerite burst into tears and concealed her face in her hands, but she did not utter a word of protest.  After a short period, my cousin bid us to rise from the table, and before wishing goodnight to cousin Harriet and to Marguerite, I ran hastily to my room, for what reason I really do not know.  I was there scarcely ten minutes, when I heard smothered cries, which seemed to come from the room situated below mine, cries that pounded in my ears and beat in my heart.  From the moment my cousin promised the poor girl with the punishment, I felt myself very much ill-at ease.  At any given moment, I should have been tempted to intervene and to ask forgiveness for Marguerite as a favour of welcome for myself.  Something stronger than my will, an invincible timidity, prevented me from uttering the words… and now the threatened punishment without doubt was being executed.
 
    
 
   I decided to stretch myself out on my stomach upon the parquet, pressed my ear to the flooring and listened avidly.  What I heard was without question the supplications of a person being chastised, then a grumbling voice, or from time to time the piercing sounds of a person in considerable pain and distress, then, what seemed to cadence itself to the rest, the characteristic noise of a slapping applied on live flesh. A profound troubling seized upon me. Oh! Was cousin Harriet cruel enough to slap those beautiful cheeks on which but a while ago I saw warm tears?  For a moment, a mad urge to descend took hold of me, then once again, this bizarre timidity which the demeanor of my cousin had injected in me made me pause.  Down below, the noise of the slapping had ceased.  I only heard the murmurings of a voice, which seemed to be lecturing and which was being responded to from time to time by little words choked with weeping.  Then I heard a door being shut and that was all.
 
    
 
   I was still flat on the parquet, my ear to the wood, when the door opened brusquely and my cousin suddenly appeared.  She witnessed my vain struggle to free myself from my compromising position and to stand up.  She narrowed her eyebrows in a deep frown and came toward me.  I was red with confusion.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing there, Peter?” she demanded, while I with my head low stood motionless before her.  “Come! Answer me!” she insisted. “I am waiting!”
 
    
 
   “I…. I wasn’t doing anything, cousin,” I stammered… “I was looking… I was searching for a button that fell somewhere on the floor…”
 
    
 
   “Truly!” she said in an ironic tone. “Go on! Let us hope you will find it!  Your friend has gone to bed and I believe it is well that you do the same.  Good night!  Ah!  A propos.  Tomorrow morning I am going to leave you entirely free until noon, that is to say until lunch.  As soon as we shall have finished eating, we shall go together to the blue cabinet where I shall have a very serious talk with you!”
 
    
 
   She extended her hand to me and I kissed it, very much disturbed by the announcement of this intimate interview in a spot, which I had good reason to think of with suspicion.  A sort of oppression weighed on me all night and prevented me from sleeping peacefully, for it was all I could do to convince myself that it was impossible that my cousin Harriet should entertain the notion of inflicting corporal chastisement on me.  But I was not one bit tranquil.  The blue cabinet filled me with fear!
 
    
 
   The next day, after breakfasting alone – Marguerite having been confined to her room for the morning and cousin Harriet having left for the nearby town – I went to the study room where I applied myself to a series of scholastic tasks which my cousin had set for me and which were given to me by Dorothea.  My work took up most of the morning, except for a short break in the garden, when I had hoped that I might meet up with Marguerite to enquire of her the terrible punishment, which I suspected she had had to endure the previous evening.  But to no avail; I returned to my lessons with a deep sense of sorrow for not seeing Marguerite and of foreboding as to what might unfold for me upon my cousin’s return for lunch.  
 
    
 
   At the dining table, Marguerite maintained a lowly pose, with her head kept downwards, staring into her food of which she barely partook.  Harriet, for her part, said very little during the meal, merely asking after my progress regarding the lessons she has set out for me.  She promised to examine my work later on in the afternoon and to report back to me on the following day.  This was a prospect which, under the circumstances, filled me with some unease, particularly, as due to my distracted state of mind in the morning, my progress was not what it should have been and, without doubt, what my stern cousin would have expected.
 
    
 
   The meal finished, cousin Harriet carefully folded her napkin, rose, shook her skirts and took me by the hand.
 
    
 
   “Come, Peter, we have something to talk about, you and I!” she said as she led me forward.  
 
    
 
   I was deeply disturbed by this development for two reasons: the first, because my cousin’s hand was so soft and warm, and its warmth penetrated and burned into me; the second, because I was proceeding toward a threatening unknown.  I found myself intensely humiliated in being conducted thus by the hand, to what end I did not know!  
 
    
 
   At heightened moments like these, it is truly strange the variety of things that can affect us.  In this case, cousin Harriet wore a dress the skirt of which clung very tightly to her loins and hips and thighs.  Not withstanding the fact that I had observed other women wear similar dresses, how was it that the apparel of my cousin excited my fascination to such an extent?  Her skirt, raised by her free hand from the ground to reveal the white of her laced petticoat, did, in my imagination, give her a very severe air, and at the same time augmenting my trouble and the shame I experienced in being led by the hand.  This feeling was accentuated further for me by the sense that, as she walked slightly ahead of me in ascending the staircase, her slow but deliberate gait seemed to emphasise the tight fit of her skirt across the contours of her attractive, protruding and perfectly formed posterior which was the sole object of my rapturous attention as I was being led along by her.  To this day, I cannot quite explain this bizarre sentiment on my part.
 
    
 
   Now then, in the corridor along which we proceeded, my cousin led me to a little door and guided me through before her.  We found ourselves in a little room all done in blue, the furniture of which was quite simple: a day-bed, a sofa, two armchairs and several plain chairs, and on the walls some landscape pictures.  Across the inner side of the door hung a heavy tapestry, and on the floor my feet sank into a thick, deep blue, oriental carpet.  The light of day could penetrate only sparingly through a little Gothic window placed very close to the ceiling.  The window looked out onto the park.
 
    
 
   The moment we entered, cousin Harriet closed the door firmly, arranged her skirt which so carefully moulded her majestic posterior, sat herself on one of the straight, open-back chairs in the middle of the room and drew me forward.  I was standing up.  Her thin lips closed tight, her cold glance, the palpitation of her nostrils and her chin perched forward - all these congealed my heart, and although I could not explain why, over-whelmed my senses.  The warm hands of my cousin now held both of mine and she spoke.
 
    
 
   “Peter,” she commenced in so calm and cold a voice that I sensed in it at once an inexorable severity – “you told a lie last night!”
 
    
 
   “Oh, no, cousin!” I stammered.
 
    
 
   “I beg your pardon!”  You told a lie!  I know very well that you were not searching for a button on the floor.  You were listening!  You are curious and you are a liar.  Answer me frankly: what did you hear?”
 
    
 
   I could not command that situation very long!  Any more than I could evade her imperious eyes or the grip of her warm hands transmitting the heat of her energetic nature!  I attempted another feeble denial and then, lost in confusion, red as a peony, 
 
   I abandoned myself in confession….
 
    
 
   “Then you did hear the noise of slaps,” my beautiful cousin was saying.  “And did you know who was receiving those slaps?”
 
    
 
   “I believe it was Marguerite,” I continued to splutter.
 
    
 
   “Yes, indeed it was Marguerite!  And where did she receive them?  I should like to have your impression…”
 
    
 
   Her eyes sparkled while she interrogated me.  Her mouth was close to mine and her burning breath troubled and invaded my being.  I had but enough strength to respond.
 
    
 
   “Why…. on her cheeks, cousin...”
 
    
 
   Yes, Peter, on her cheeks, but not on the ones you think!” she replied and her voice was full of tremolos.  “She received them on the cheeks of her bare bottom, here...”
 
    
 
   She then gave me two or three taps on the bottom of my breeches.  Red with shame, 
 
   I wanted to tear my hands from her grip, but she tightened them still more.
 
    
 
   “Now, Peter, I want you to be very good for me and to be submissive, especially!  You know now, surely, Peter, that when Marguerite is naughty, she is punished.  If I made you come here, it is for the purpose of acquainting you with my exact standards and, to warn you, that since I have charged myself with your education, I must employ the means which seem proper to me, so that I may lead you to a good end.  I brought you here to reveal but one of these means, but there exist many others in my armory, all of them based on pain and humiliations of one kind or another.  And in your case, because you are a youth, you must be brought to a respectful fear of the authority of certain ladies who may have charge over you during your life.  After this day, you will cease calling me ‘cousin’.  I find in this appellation a certain familiarity, which must not be permitted to exist in the interest of good discipline between the Mistress and the pupil.  Henceforth, you shall refer to me as either ‘Governess’ or ‘Ms. Carew’.  These are terms of respect that one would not know how to find in the word ‘cousin’.  That is well understood, is it not, Peter?”
 
    
 
   Her magnetic eyes pierced me with their intensity and I felt my will being ground to the dust.  “Yes, Governess,” I obediently replied.
 
    
 
   “Good.  And now that we have come to an understanding, now that you know I shall no more spare your bottom than that of Marguerite, you will kneel down on one leg before me and tell me why you lied to me last night!”
 
    
 
   How, could I possibly even stand up?  My legs folded themselves in under me, I trembled in all my body and I could hear in my fevered brain the detonations of my heartbeat like the noises of a hammer.  I attempted one last resistance.
 
    
 
   “Dear Governess,” I sobbed, “at my age, forgive me…  I really could not…”
 
    
 
   “Really!” she cried in a sarcastic tone, which accentuated the severity of her manner.  “Well then, Peter, if you cannot, we shall aid you.  At sixteen, one believes himself a man.  I shall bring you to a just appreciation of your true status!  Put yourself on both of your knees this instant, you naught, naughty boy.”
 
    
 
   Defeated, and because my humiliation was so great, I let myself fall on my knees before her, my head lowered in shame, and my tears running now without interruption.  She rose and passed behind me.
 
    
 
   “Give me your hands,” she instructed.
 
    
 
   She took them herself and joined them on my loins, where, in the twinkle of an eye, she attached them together with a bind at my wrists.  She returned at once and sat down opposite me, very beautiful, very imposing, very severe, in the attitude of a headmistress proceeding ruthlessly with her duty.
 
    
 
   “Why did you lie to me, Peter?” she said in oh so calm a voice.
 
    
 
   “Governess…I…I…do not know...” I answered, my voice choking with sobs.
 
    
 
   “I am going to make you know, I will you wicked boy.” Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!  Four slaps crashed rudely over my cheeks, sending my head at each shot from one shoulder to the other.
 
    
 
   “Oh! Oh! Governess!  Pardon…”
 
    
 
   “Are you going to answer me?  Why did you lie to me last night?”
 
    
 
   “Be…because…I was…I was afraid, Governess.”
 
    
 
   “Afraid of what?  Tell me, Peter!”
 
    
 
   “Afraid that you… afraid that you would scold me… for my curiosity,”
 
    
 
   “Well, you have only half guessed it.  Instead of merely scolding you, you are going to be punished in a first-class manner for your curiosity and for your lying.  This will be a punishment, you will long remember, young man!”
 
    
 
   I was more dead than alive during this discourse, but when it became evident to me that my bottom was going to be violated, I started to revolt and I endeavored, red with rage, to free my wrists.  Alas!  The knot was solid and the reward for my pains was to draw the cord still tighter against my wrists.  Understanding the futility of my effort, I rolled over on the carpet, thrusting my feet out in empty space to the right and to the left of me, frothing with the helplessness of my fury.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile, without a word and without being in the least disturbed, cousin Harriet rose and, carefully evading my kicking, directed herself toward a small closet where she selected two implements: a wide-rimmed, soft, black paddle and a short leather strap of one foot length, commonly referred to as a ‘spanker’.
 
    
 
   She placed the spanking strap near one of the plain chairs, and armed with her lethal-looking paddle, she came toward me.  Exhausted by the terrible efforts my rage had excited me to make, and sagging down in a type of nervous depression, I lay extended on my back, panting, breathless, but always following with my eyes the movement of my Governess.
 
    
 
   “You have augmented the gravity of our offence by adding rebellion to it,” she said to me.  “Hence, you will be doubly punished!  Put yourself on your knees now, Peter!”
 
    
 
   She talked in a calm and grave voice, which vibrated with the sonorous severity of her words, and I felt so low before this strong and beautiful woman, that it awakened in me a vague sensual stirring which only grew in force and keenness with the events that followed.
 
    
 
   However, I did not want to obey the order she gave me and I remained motionless.  Having slowly turned up her right sleeve on her beautiful white arm, she raised the paddle and before I could turn around, she lashed me twice across the thighs.  The smarting was atrocious and I shrieked like a wounded beast.  Still very calm, cousin Harriet reiterated her injunction, which, this time, I obeyed with a suddenly amazing alacrity.
 
    
 
   “You have compelled me to use violence to make you obey, Peter,” she remarked, “consequently, you shall be triply punished!”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Governess…Pity...I shall obey you…  Oh, please do not be so severe with me.”
 
    
 
   “If you do not submit without a murmur, I shall summon Dorothea.  This is my last ultimatum…”  As she seated herself again in the up-right chair, flexing the paddle with menace, I remained motionless before her on my knees, weeping quietly.  Then she slowly lifted up her skirt, pushed it back on her lap, but not before she had taken good care to see that her petticoat was decently lowered.  Then on this petticoat, hollowed between the knees, she drew my face down and gripped my head solidly between her powerful thighs.  After a moment, I felt her skirt descending on my back, completely covering the upper half of my body and I found myself, so to speak, isolated from the world in a warm obscurity saturated with the seductive perfumes she knew so well how to use.
 
    
 
   You cannot imagine the mad thoughts; the senseless desires that burned in my mind!  No!  That is impossible!  Never in my life had I been submitted to such a humiliation... And it was to get still worse when I felt the hands of my strict Governess groping around my loins, searching for and expertly undoing the buttons of my trousers, unhooking my belt, lowering my ties on my garters and, performing the same operation for my drawers, and turning back my shirt on my loins to leave my naked bottom totally exposed to her.
 
    
 
   Across the thin material of her skirt, I could hear the voice of cousin Harriet lecturing me and advising me to receive in humility and contrition the severe punishment she was going to inflict.  Then suddenly, a hard burning stroke fell on my right hemisphere, then another on the left, then another, and still another!  The blows of her paddle fell in a methodical regularity, while from under the skirt of my Disciplinarian rose the plaintive concert of my lamentations… I shall not relate to you the moral discourse my Governess delivered during this first part of her correction of me, no more than the others, for truth to say, the precise phraseology escaped me; besides, the profound knowledge of my humiliation troubled my faculties.  It is sufficient to know that I was in the hands of a Disciplinarian par excellence, one in love with her art and one who knew how to mix with the smarting pain she inflicted, the seasoning of an indisputably convincing sermon.  When she had administered forty strokes of the paddle on my bottom and I was no longer able to endure the punishment, she ceased, uncovered my head and took my face, which was bathed in tears between her hands.
 
    
 
   Then, rising from the chair and standing up erect, this time, she pulled up both her skirt and petticoat, revealing two superb legs, gloved in clear silk stockings held up with garters on her upper thighs.  Once again, my head was firmly encased between the knees of my Governess, but not before she had pulled from a concealed pocket under the back of her skirt a little martinet made of cord, finished off with knots, like a monastic discipline in miniature.  She placed her hand under my stomach so that she might have a better grip and commenced to fustigate that part of my body which nature had designed for this purpose.  Locked into this position, with my head buried in the perfumed skirts of my Governess, a series of lashes rained over the surface of my bottom leaving me in sheer agony.  As she continued her second phase punishment with unremitting ardor, vibrations radiated from my reddened posterior out to every part of my body.The remembrance of that whipping will remain with me forever.
 
    
 
   At long last, when I thought I would fall unconscious with the pain of her whip, Harriet stood up and looked into my eyes, from which tears were almost absent.  I fell back on my lacerated haunches, a figure of abject pity and total disgrace.  In my shame, I managed to pull up my drawers from my ankles to where they had fallen and lowered my shirt from my upper back.
 
    
 
   “Now, Peter,” she resumed in the same calm and grave tone which brought a shiver into my very marrow, “I am going to fulfill the third and final part of your punishment.  That will be more severe, but also still more profitable.  If you submit docilely, I shall absolve you and give you the kiss of forgiveness.  Otherwise, I shall call Dorothea who will come with birch-rods and both of us shall use them on your bottom and I shall put you in a cell.  It is up to you to choose!  Are you going to receive what is due to you submissively?”
 
    
 
   My head on fire, I mumbled, “Yes, Governess,” which she rather read on my lips than heard.
 
    
 
   “Very well then, Peter,” as she sat herself down on the chair, carefully adjusting her skirts under her as she did so.  “Stand up at once and come here in front of me.”  I hesitated for a moment.  “This very instant, or you know what will befall you!”
 
    
 
   I stood before my Governess totally broken and submissive to her iron will.
 
    
 
   “Stand by my right side, close to the chair, and place yourself fully over my knees like the naughty young man you are.”  As I moved to do so, she raised her skirt and petticoat to the top of her garters, revealing her superb stockinged-legs to invite me across.  Then, she picked up the spanking strap, which she had left beside the chair for this precise purpose.  I approached and let myself down across her long and fleshy thighs, and then having firmly gripped my waist with her left hand, she slowly let down my drawers to my knees, a sight of great shame and embarrassment that I was able to peculiarly observe under her legs from my demeaning bent-over position.  
 
    
 
   Without further ado, my Governess applied to me, with the help of the leather strap, one of the most formidable spankings that I ever received in my life, however well administered the preceding two punishments had been.  It was atrocious!  To have kept silent during this terrible ordeal would have been impossible, and I cried from the beginning, but in relatively low tones, for it was very important to keep before my eyes the image of the terrible correction promised in case of resistance.  Indeed that sufficed to prevent me from kicking out and rolling all over the place.  The spanking seemed to me in my distressed and disheveled state to last an eternity; my Governess stopping briefly twice to survey the targeted effect of the strap on my tormented bottom.  In total, I must have received over one hundred strokes from my unrelenting cousin who was certainly true to her word in applying the severest part of her unforgettable punishment session with me that fateful afternoon. After one final fierce blow, more severely applied than all the others and which landed solidly across one of the most tender spots, cousin Harriet stood me up and, tapping me lightly on my swollen behind, told me to adjust my clothing.  This I did in tears, while she made shame of me and recalled in detail all the phases of the extended chastisement inflicted by her.
 
    
 
   Then, she had me kneel again, fold my hands, make me kiss the implement of my punishment and her hand which had applied it, and thank her humbly - for that was the ritual she was to impose after each punishment.  Thanks had to be rendered in a tone which left no doubt of its sincerity.  After this, she took me in her arms and kissed me warmly on the lips.  She announced that she was pardoning me and that I had her authority to take a walk for one hour in the park.  
 
    
 
   I left the blue room and the chateau, happy to find myself alone and to put a little order, 
 
   if such was at all possible, on my confused thoughts.  I glided along the walls like a thief, disturbed at everything, for I imagined that the entire universe could read on my face the utter shame and humiliation I had been submitted to by Ms. Harriet Carew.  I realized then, with the fullest clarity, and to my deep sorrow, mixed it must be said with a strange feeling of excited anticipation, that the future parameters of my young life would henceforth be under the total direction, control and destiny of my strict Disciplinarian Governess.
 
    
 
   The End 


 
   
  
 

The Soft Touch
 
 
   


  
 

Chapter 2
 
    
 
   By Jummbuck
 
    
 
    
 
   I was shocked; complete embarrassment and shame filled me.  To think I just did THAT in front of these two women.  My humiliation was all consuming.  
 
    
 
   “Bit salty and clingy at the back of the throat is it, Chrissie?  Well sweetie, now you know what the girls who’ve had to taste you over the years have gone through.  My goodness, you do look rather mortified!  Awww, be reassured little one, the first time is always the hardest.  And then it’s really just a matter of getting use to it.”  
 
    
 
   “And you’ll soon get use to it!” exclaimed Miss Lamb.  She continued,  “Listen up Chrissie.  Your life now consists of doing exactly what I want, when I want, full stop, end of story. In the event that you renege on your side of the deal then two actions will occur.  Firstly, Elaine and I will tell the police you stole my jewellery case.  Secondly, the film you now star in will feature in a web site we’ll design just for you.”
 
    
 
   “We could call it The Wild and Woolly World of Sissy-Chrissie Wilkes!” Elaine chimed in.
 
    
 
   “Is everything clear then?”
 
    
 
   What else could I do but ‘agree’?   “Yes Patricia…arr…Miss Lamb.” 
 
    
 
   “Good, I’m very glad you could be so adult about matters.  What a shame for you Mr. Adult Christopher won’t be making too many appearances from now on,” she said mockingly. “I’ve certainly been rather indulgent letting you play for the last hour with fluffy cardigans and jumpers.  Why I’ve even let you get intimate with your new girlfriend!”   
 
    
 
   My face lit up like a beetroot; Miss Lamb simply continued on. “But don’t get the wrong idea Chrissie, thinking I’m really just a softie.  Heaven forbid no.  I still intend to punish you for sneaking into my room and filthying my clothes.  Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   I dreaded to think what the punishment would be.  “Yes ma’am,”  I answered wearily.      
 
    
 
   “Good.  Now thank Miss Thomas for paying you so much attention this afternoon.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Miss Thomas for paying me so much attention this afternoon,” I replied tearily.
 
    
 
   “The pleasure really has been all mine Chrissie.  I can hardly wait to see you back at the office very soon.  But please, do remember to gargle before coming to work!”  They both doubled over in hoots of laughter.  It took Miss Lamb a good minute or two to find her composure…
 
    
 
   “And what about Miss Thomas’s kindness in arranging to introduce you to your girlfriend?”
 
    
 
   I answered quietly, “Thank you Miss Thomas for introducing me to…um…my new…um…girlfriend.”  
 
    
 
   “It was nothing dear.  I’m sure we can arrange plenty of other introductions for you.  Would you like that?”   
 
    
 
   “Arrr...” I swallowed nervously, “...if…arrr..” I was lost for words….Once more they both cracked up in fits of laughter.  The two of them went into the bedroom and I heard Elaine speak.
 
    
 
   “My dear, I’m sure you have some very appropriate means of dealing with her.  But would you mind if I suggest something?”
 
    
 
   “Of course not!  You know your wickedness always delights me.”  
 
    
 
   “Well…I have some old equipment that springs to mind…” her voice became faint as they moved through the bedroom door. From the hallway I heard Miss Lamb exclaim “Excellent!” followed by the sounds of their laughter. Miss Lamb came back in to the room.  The beaming smile she wore faded instantly.  I couldn’t face her and looked away.  She stood leaning against the doorframe of the wardrobe, her arms folded, looking me up and down for what seemed like an age.  I simply stood there dumbly, hunched, not moving an inch, barely breathing.
 
    
 
   She finally told me to get on all fours and follow her.  We made our way through the hallway to the locked door of the room just behind the shop front.  She opened it up. “Inside.”  I crawled in.  “Stand up and remain exactly where you are.”  
 
    
 
   In the corner opposite me sat a desk with phone, computers and office equipment on it.  It was the rest of the room that I couldn’t quite comprehend.   Along one wall were arrayed straps, crops, canes, paddles, restraints, rubber phalluses and the like.  And on another, lay racks of woollen clothing: full-body catsuits, pants, shorts, jumpers, cardigans in a huge range of colours, shapes and sizes.  Arranged along shelves were a huge selection of woollen masks, gloves, mittens, scarves, booties and the like.  Huh?     
 
    
 
   I didn’t get it.  What was she doing with all these ready made, odd pieces of woollen clothing?  And these ‘kinky’ things, the crops, canes, phalluses and the like?     Like a mind reader she said, “Time to reveal a little secret Chrissie.”  
 
    
 
   “What a truly fascinating tool the World Wide Web is.  Through it, I’ve gained a wonderful insight into the diversity of human sexuality.  You could say that what you’re now wearing is an extension to my normal knitwear business.  You see, people around the world who have, let’s say, ‘special needs’ for woollen garments, come my way for their specialist stock.  And as I can fully understand the feelings they derive from wool, I’m only too happy to oblige.” 
 
    
 
   I was dumbfounded.  A wool fetish, she had a wool fetish!  Take one lodger who doesn’t mind having his landlady telling him how to behave and what to do, just add wool and ‘Bingo!’  Her lucky numbers just got called.
 
    
 
   “As for the other objects, I also have another web-based line that caters for domestic disciplinary items.  It’s another area of great personal interest to me.  Of course you already have some idea of the pleasure it gives me.  Rest assured you’ll be experiencing more of those pleasures very soon.”  
 
    
 
   Miss Lamb now moved over to the shelving and removed several items then held a piece up for me to view.  “Mmmm, this looks simply perfect for your first day of punishment.” I could not believe it.  My mouth opened.  No, no, please let me wake up from this mad dream….
 
    
 
   And then she held up a couple of small pieces.  “And these will go so well with it!”
 
    
 
   “Please Miss Lamb...um, this is all going too far.  Can’t we …”
 
    
 
   “I don’t remember giving you permission to speak.”
 
    
 
   “But that’s…well…it’s…BIZARRE…and …”
 
    
 
   “Twice in a minute.  I am rapidly tiring of your behaviour Christopher.  I’m warning you, not another word unless asked.”
 
    
 
   “Look…arr…this is all a terrible mistake.  I know I’ve treated you badly but…”
 
    
 
   “Right, I’m calling the police.”  She turned, walked over to the phone and picked it up.  That shocked me, like I’d been hit across the head with a mallet.  “All right, all right, I’ll do it your way!  Please, I’m sorry!  I’m just so confused by what’s happened …and now this…” my voice trailed off.  She put the phone down and came over, standing barely two feet from me.  
 
    
 
   “Chrissie…” she said with emphasis, “why in God’s name don’t you just accept reality and embrace who and what you really are.”  I didn’t have a clue what she was talking about - I simply stood there dumbfounded.   
 
    
 
   “I’ve watched you closely enough over the last three months to know you’ve enjoyed living under my rules and control.  Face it; you have a strong submissive streak.  You love having me tell you what to do.”  I mulled over her words…
 
    
 
   “Well, guess what?  I just happen to love setting rules and controlling men!  So, surprise, surprise, it looks like we compliment each other. I have every intention of setting many more rules for you and controlling you in every way imaginable.  I’ll be revealing your submissiveness to you in all its full-blown glory.  And if you don’t obey me you will be severely punished.”  I already had more than an idea of what her punishments would entail.  Oh God…
 
    
 
   “You’ll soon learn that by pleasing me your life becomes much more stable, secure and reassuring.  So start focusing on satisfying my desires, cravings, wants and needs and ultimately both of us will be very content.  Is that understood?”
 
    
 
   I absorbed her words.  While I couldn’t deny that part of me derived a certain pleasure in doing what I was told to do, the idea of completely submerging my very being into whatever she demanded and wanted, frightened the hell out of me.  But I was ensnared.  “Yes ma’am,” I answered wearily.
 
    
 
   “Right, step forward, arms up above your head.” She put the first jumper over me, a thick crew neck.  Almost immediately its rough scratchy texture began to itch and irritate my skin intensely.  She then placed a tight fitting, thickly woven hand-knitted polo neck over it.  I didn’t want to think about how that one looked.  
 
    
 
   “Hands.”  She placed two pairs of gloves over them; a thin, soft pair under a heavier set then folded the bottom of the sleeves of the jumper over them.
 
    
 
   “Bend your head.” A finely spun, soft and tight, open face balaclava was pulled over my head.  After adjusting it she put a very thick one over it, the type with only small eye and mouth openings. The neck of the jumper was pulled up and outwards and the balaclava ends pushed behind it and flattened.  She then placed a wide leather collar around my neck, did it up, locked a small padlock on it then rolled the neck of the jumper down over it.  
 
    
 
   “Hands again.” Miss Lamb placed wide woollen-covered restraints around the jumper sleeves, just behind the ends of the gloves.  A similar restraint went around my waist.  She now clipped the ones around my wrists to the waist belt.  
 
    
 
   “Much, much better.  Mmmm…I’ll let you into a little secret.”  She lent in towards my ear, whispering, “I’m far from finished,” and she lent back.  “Now turn and face the mirror.” I did as told.  Even under the balaclavas I sensed my vivid blushing; I looked like a complete git.  There, embossed in large deep-pink letting across the bright pink jumper was the word ‘SISSY’.  And spelt out across the fingers of each glove was that crushing word again. 
 
    
 
   “Awww, you look so silly and ridiculous Christine.  Still, we know you have a liking for woolly feminine clothing so the label appears very, very suitable, wouldn’t you agree?”
 
    
 
   I wanted to scream at her that the wool ‘thing’ was merely a fantasy that went with the time I spent here in her house.  But I knew better.  “Yes Miss Lamb.”
 
    
 
   “Yes indeed.  And I’m here to make sure it eventually becomes much more firmly fixed in your thoughts and feelings.  But right now, and for the next month, there’ll be no soft and fluffy little girls cardigans or jumpers for you to dress in.  No, most definitely not.  For the present we’re here strictly for punishment purposes, not indulgences.  Understood Christ-ine?”
 
    
 
   Little girl’s cardigans and jumpers!  Punishments not indulgences!  This was numbing.  “Yes ma’am,” I stumbled out.   
 
    
 
   “Just remain standing there.  My goodness, your clitty has shrunk away hasn’t it?” She laid a thick pair of pink woollen leggings down on the floor beside me and removed some odd looking things from the shelves and wall, then put a pair of white angora gloves on.  In the mirror I watched her come towards me.  I was hungry and thirsty - I hadn’t had a thing to eat or drink since breakfast.  And I hadn’t been to the loo for hours - my bladder and bowels were busting for release.  “Please Miss Lamb, I’m thirsty and hungry and need to go to the toilet,” I implored.
 
    
 
   Her eyes twinkled and a playful grin emerged. “I’ll be back in a minute.  You had better not move an inch.  Or else.”  
 
    
 
   She returned with a glass and pitcher of water.  “You could get very sweaty under all those layers.  Mustn’t have you dehydrating.” I didn’t want to drink anything until I’d emptied my bladder.  “Please Miss Lamb, my stomach’s bloated, I need to go to the loo first.”   
 
    
 
   “Awww, there’s no need to fret Chrissie-sissy, you’ll be able to relieve yourself soon enough.”  She tilted my head back and brought the glass up to my mouth.  “A whole pint of wonderfully refreshing water just for you!  Open up.”  I silently screamed but did as she ordered, gulping down the contents of the glass.  Another full glass followed straight away.      
 
    
 
   “And I’ll be feeding you lots of yummy food soon enough too,” she said grinning.  I was quickly cottoning on to the fact that whenever her mischievous grin and teasing tones arrived it usually didn’t bode well for me.  “Oh God, where to next?” I wondered in dread. 
 
    
 
   “Time to start your clitty-stretching exercise regime Chrissie.”  Still wearing the angora gloves, she placed a half-inch steel ring around the upper shaft of my penis, just behind the head.  It had a small steel ring dangling from it.  She fixed the end of a thin steel chain to it and ran the other end to the ring on the collar around my neck.  “Mmmm, a bit loose.”  She adjusted its length and told me to lift my head backwards slowly.  Straight away I closed my eyes in pain and grimaced - it was so taut that the slightest movement of my head backwards caused discomfort.  “Yes, that’s a much more suitable fit.  You can lower your head.” 
 
    
 
   Miss Lamb now held up a small leather item with buckles on it.  “I’m a strong believer that for stretching exercises to be most effective, the body needs to be firmly balanced.”  She chuckled, taking hold of my balls.  She pulled them downwards and did the leather harness up tightly around the top of the ball sac.  Another thin chain was attached, this one running between the ball bag and up my back where it was attached to another ring on the rear of the collar.  
 
    
 
   My balls were pulled firmly downwards between my legs as she adjusted the chain.  “Tilt your head slowly forward.”  My grimace returned.  “Hoorah!  We have balance!  You can raise your head.”  
 
    
 
   “Now bend over and spread your legs.”  She separated my cheeks and inserted something large up my arse.  I screamed in pain and pleaded with her, “Please, Miss Lamb, no!”  I cried.  
 
    
 
   “Such an outburst!  You’re to be thrashed for that.”  She left the room and returned with the cane in her hand.  “Over!  And press the cheeks tightly together – I don’t want that botty-plug popping out.”   Twelve firm strokes followed, as did my tears.  
 
   “Now step into these.” I stepped gingerly into the tight-fitting leggings.  Of course I couldn’t help but shuffle around while she pulled them over my legs and waist; the pain around my balls and penis was searing. An eyeless, pink mohair hood next went over my head.  I could just make out her blurry shape close to me through the fabric as she told me to open my mouth.  Something was placed around my neck and then I heard buckles being done up – within seconds I felt something firm and round completely fill my mohair-covered mouth. 
 
    
 
   Miss Lamb ordered me to my knees and strapped my upper arms to my torso and my hands together.  Cuffs were then placed on each leg, connected by a few inches of chain.  I was then carefully lowered to the floor.  “You can meditate on your predicament until 5 o’clock when Miss Thomas will be by to brighten up my evening!”  I heard the door close behind her. 
 
    
 
   “Miss Thomas again!  5 o’clock!  What time is it now, maybe 3pm?  F-U-CK!” I thought in despair.   
 
    
 
   ************
 
    
 
   I heard voices in the hallway and then the door opening.  “Now where’s that naughty little Chrissie-sissy hiding?  Is that her under all those layers of pink, sissy clothes?”
 
    
 
   “It is my dear.”
 
    
 
   “Really!  I’d have never recognised her.  Such a change in appearance!  You do work fast my girl.  Why she looks positively newborn in fact!” The cackle of their laughter filled the room around me, pinning terrifying thoughts to the front of my already jangled emotions.
 
    
 
   “What do you say we set up the little newborn dearie’s room first?” said Miss Lamb. From across the hall I heard furniture being moved around and could make out the sounds of folding furniture pieces snapping into place.  Their voices were interspersed with bursts of loud laughter.  They were obviously having a ‘wow’ of a time…at my expense of course.       
 
    
 
   When they were done, they came back in and undid all the restraints, to my immense relief.  But then the blood started rushing back through my limbs and groin, hurting as it did so.  The outer hood was pulled off, revealing Miss Thomas standing over me with what looked like an oversized babies dummy in her hand.  Whatever was about to happen didn’t look promising.  I closed my eyes again.  
 
    
 
   “Awww, I think she’s still tired.  Had an exhausting day, little woolly sissy baby girlie-whirly?” I simply lay there speechless, swamped by inevitability, for now drained of any sense of resistance.  
 
    
 
   “Little sissy-babies sometimes have trouble coping with matters and they can get awfully confused trying to articulate thoughts and feelings.  I’ve found the surest way to stop them getting all bothered and tongue-tangled is to let them suck on something pacifying and full of reassurance.  Open up!” The dummy went in and the two long thin ties on the edge of its faceplate were tied off to the collar I still wore.  Miss Lamb stood over me with something pink in her hands.  
 
    
 
   “Open those eyes wide Chrissie,” she said, holding a pink towel-like thing to my face. “Baby Chrissie-sissie isn’t to put on a turn now.  Because if she does, I can assure her, those clitty-stretching aids and the botty-filler will be back in and on her for another few hours.  And she’ll have no toi-toi time either.  You’ll be a good Sissy Wool Baby, won’t you?”   
 
    
 
   I turned my face away and in the mirror saw my pathetic refection.  I nodded my head slowly.    
 
    
 
   “Legs up.”  Miss Lamb grabbed hold of the edge of the plug in my bottom and pulled it out in one movement.  The feeling of relief was enormous but virtually straight away, it felt like my insides were collapsing.    
 
    
 
   “Nappy-nap time!” chimed Miss Lamb.  
 
    
 
   “Oh no…!”   
 
    
 
   Without a doubt, the next month was the worst experience of my entire life.  It was a completely degrading time, replete with shameful acts on my behalf and unending punishments and humiliations from Miss Lamb.   
 
    
 
   I wore nappies and woolly baby outfits of one sort or another all day, every day.  I was only ever referred to as ‘Sissy Wool Baby’ and, except for meals, had a dummy in my mouth the entire time.  Miss Lamb forbade me from speaking whenever the dummy was removed, I wasn’t allowed to walk anywhere and every meal I had was either from a bottle or by spoon-feeding in a highchair.  Except for my head, every skerrick of hair was – painfully – waxed from my body.  I was placed in a playpen during the day, sometimes in restraints, at other times ‘free’ to loll about.  At night I was always placed in an oversized cot.  Bedtime was horrible.  Every evening I was placed in the cot and usually swathed in multiple woollen layers and blankets.  I was always ‘tucked up’ with restraints so that I could barely move an inch during the night. 
 
    
 
   I wasn’t permitted any distractions or intellectual stimulation – no radio, television, music, whatever.  Most days I just lay there in my pen or cot mutely, contemplating my new ‘lot in life’.  I wondered about escaping as soon as I could but in the end knew Miss Lamb had me over a barrel on that one. I spent a fair bit of time hoping that eventually Miss Lamb would tire of me, freeing me to go my way.  Eventually, I started to teach myself a form of meditation – it at least helped me to adjust to my predicament and cope with the inevitable boredom.  
 
    
 
   On the first Sunday after my punishment began, Miss Lamb had a couple of lady friends visit.  One was Elaine Thomas, the other a blond-headed, rubenesque woman who was introduced to me by Miss Lamb as Miss Jennifer Miles, ‘another lover of all things submissive in the male of the species.’  Both of them bought along their ‘partners’.
 
    
 
   I was in the pen when the three ladies walked in.  Oh yes, they had a right old time mocking and belittling me.  And then Miss Lamb turned around and said in a firm tone, “Here now!”
 
    
 
   In walked two males, both aged in their late 30’s, early 40’s.  Except they weren’t dressed as men of that age.  One was Tim Myers, the office ‘boy’ from work.  I couldn’t believe it.  He was done up to look like a six year old girl replete with a long-sleeved canary yellow petticoat dress, all ruffle-trimmed at the neck and sleeves and with a big satin bow in his curly blonde wig.  Below this he wore thick white tights and black patent leather girls buckled shoes.  It looked suspiciously like he too was in a nappy judging from the bulge around his waist.  The other man I didn’t recognise.  He wasn’t any taller than 5 foot 4” high and looked all of eight years old, what with his hair cut short and wearing a classic ‘Little Lord Fauntleroy’ satin outfit complete with tights and shiny black shoes.  
 
    
 
   Miss Lamb introduced them to me as ‘Miss Thomas’ Timmy-sissy and Miss Miles’ young charge, Edward.’  
 
    
 
   “Both of you go and stand in front of the mirror, side by side.  That’s right.  Now move over to the left six inches so the three of you can get a good view of the others.  Very good!” All three women hooted with laughter at the sight of us lined up like this.  Elaine Thomas dubbed us ‘The Three Sissy-teers!’ in between great belly laughs. Eventually Miss Lamb turned to the other women and said, “My dears, my stomach’s sore, I’ve got to get out of here quick smart!  Let’s have some tea and bikkies.”  The other two agreed they needed a break.  
 
    
 
   “The three of you are to remain stock still until told otherwise.” Timmy-sissy and Edward answered immediately with, “Yes Miss Lamb.”  I just nodded. For what must have been two hours, Timmy-sissy and Edward simply stood there, stiffly to attention.  I couldn’t move anyway what with the restraints on me.  The sound of laughter coming from the kitchen and later the lounge-room didn’t seem to abate the entire time.  I hoped to God I didn’t have to put up with the baby stuff for any longer than this punishment period…but was this to be the fate that would befall me, written in the clothes, expressions and behaviour of the other two ‘men’ beside me?  I didn’t want the Timmy-sissy stuff, not at all.  As for the Lord Fauntleroy look, well, at least it wouldn’t involve ‘little girlie’ clothing.  Choices?  I knew enough by now to know I’d be having no say in where Miss Lamb intended taking me.    
 
    
 
   ************
 
    
 
   On every occasion I was changed Miss Lamb donned a pair of soft angora gloves.  Invariably I got hard whenever she brushed, touched, rubbed or lifted my balls and penis.  This delighted her endless. She’d say things like “Ooooo, you do like soft cuddly wool!”  I wanted to scream out, “Not in this manner!!!” but knew my physical reaction was simply confirming matters for her.
 
    
 
   About a week into my punishment, I was being changed and within a minute or so of her touching and rubbing my penis, I exploded in orgasm.  “Look at the ickie mess you’ve made!  And all over my nice red gloves and the sleeve of my jumper!  You’re a very, very naughty Sissy Wool Baby.  And greedy and hungry for certain things.  But I think she’s forgotten her place,” she said menacingly.  
 
    
 
   “I don’t recall being asked by you for permission to make such a gooey puddle.  And since you aren’t able to talk, that means you couldn’t have asked for permission.  Which leads me to the conclusion that you are simply being indulgent again and forgetting who is in charge here.  Sissy Wool Baby is going to have to learn another lesson, a simple lesson: Miss Lamb will say when Sissy Wool Baby can make gooey sissy puddles.”  
 
    
 
   She then proceeded to thrash me, first with a hairbrush and then with a paddle, followed by the cane.  I was a sobbing mess.  Needless to say, from that moment on I was nervous whenever changing time and the angora gloves appeared.  
 
    
 
   The next day as Miss Lamb finished taking the nappy off, she produced ‘an old friend’. “You remember your girlfriend don’t you?”
 
    
 
   I shut my eyes and nodded. 
 
    
 
   “She’s here to see if you still like her.  You do still fancy her don’t you?”
 
    
 
   I hated these moments.  But what was I to do, shake my head from side to side indicating  ‘no'?  I knew that that was not what she wanted from me – anyway, the consequences of such an act would only lead to some further punishment.  So yet again I found myself giving ‘approval’ to my humiliations.  And her control over me.  Of course I nodded ‘yes’.
 
    
 
   “I’m so glad I can help you two get to know each other better,” she quipped with a wiry smile. The painful memory of that experience with her came rushing back; I cringed inside.
 
    
 
   “Now hop over on all fours.”  She placed the black cardigan under me and began to stroke my cock, her hands encased in angora gloves.  “Remember, no messy-wessy sissy puddles now unless I say so.  Otherwise….” She kept this up for several minutes.  I behaved myself largely through having a very strong idea of what my punishment would be if I did indeed ‘make a mess’ without her say so. She stopped rubbing and said approvingly, “Very good!  Such control!” It’s a pity you didn’t display such control earlier otherwise you’d have never ended up in this predicament in the first place.  But that’s all in the past, I’m now your future, here to ensure you display proper control and restraint from now…until whenever!”  She laughed again.  
 
    
 
   The next day and the next day and for another week, the same girlfriend time was repeated during the evening changing.  Each time it became harder for me to show ‘proper control and restraint’.  Being unable to cum after intense stimulation day after day meant I was metaphorically climbing the walls desperately seeking relief.  My balls were aching continuously and I frantically wanted sexual release.  And despite myself, I found I was still attracted to the wool-clad allure of Miss Lamb, now magnified by her angora-gloved hands.  
 
    
 
   One morning after ten or so minutes of her rubbing, Miss Lamb said to me, “You do realise that you’re only ever going to be allowed an orgasm when you’ve been a good little sissy?”  My dummy was, of course, still attached so all I could do was nod to show her I understood.  
 
    
 
   “Would you like to show your girlfriend how much she means to you?” I was desperate.  All I wanted was to cum.  Nothing else mattered right at this moment.  I nodded again, this time furiously.  If she didn’t give me permission I was afraid I was going to explode in orgasm anyway.  The tension inside me was enormous. She stopped rubbing. “How do I know you aren’t just being selfish and greedy, hmmm?  How can you prove to me right now that you’ll be a good sissy girl?  I wonder?”
 
    
 
   I muffled loudly into the dummy.  “I’ll do anything. Please!” I screamed.  
 
    
 
   “My my, you are keen.  But I can’t tell if it’s keenness to cum or keenness to show me you’ll be a good little sissy girl. If I let you cum, what does a good sissy girl do to show appreciation for my kindness?” she said as she removed the dummy from my mouth.
 
    
 
   “I’ll do anything Miss Lamb, anything!” I pleaded.
 
    
 
   “All right then but don’t disappoint me.” 
 
    
 
   “No Miss Lamb I promise I wont!”
 
    
 
   “You have permission to orgasm.”  
 
    
 
   “Oh thank you Miss Lamb, thank you!” Within seconds I came in huge spurts all over the cardigan.  
 
    
 
   “You know what you have to do…”
 
    
 
   I shut my mind off.  I knew what I had to do.  I leant down towards the cardigan….
 
    
 
   ************
 
    
 
   Finally, four weeks after the horrors had begun, Miss Lamb announced one morning that my punishment period has ended.  “It’s time for you to leave Woolly Sissy Baby behind.”  Relief swept over me – I’d made it through at last.  Surely nothing Miss Lamb decided to do with me could be as bad as this?
 
    
 
   “But don’t think I won’t put you back there again if you displease me.” She took my hand and led me to the bathroom. “You can have a nice relaxing bath for an hour, just soaking away.  After that, your formal training program begins.”
 
    
 
   An hour of bliss, floating in body and mind in a scent-soaked bath.  And then Miss Lamb came in, ordering me out.  She stood behind me as I dried off.  Once finished I was told to face the mirror. She was dressed in a ribbed, deep purple, mohair polo neck and straight cut black trousers.  Despite myself, I found her outfit and appearance attractive.  
 
    
 
   “Fundamentals first.  Rule No.1.  I expect total obedience from you at all times.  If you disobey that edict, I will not hesitate to punish you.”
 
    
 
   “Yes ma’am.” I replied, a little confused. Wasn’t my punishment over?   
 
    
 
   “Did I ask you a question?”
 
    
 
   “Um...no ma’am,” I replied even more confused.
 
    
 
   “Well then, why did you answer me?” she quizzed.
 
    
 
   “Um…I thought …arr…I should acknowledge that I understood you.”
 
    
 
   “Rule No.2.  You are no longer to speak without my permission.  The only time I want to hear you speak is when you are asked a question.”  She hesitated for a few seconds, waiting to see if I grasped what she’d just told me.  She went on.
 
    
 
    “Rule No.3.  You no longer have any rights, only privileges that I decide to give you.  You’d be wise to remember that privileges are gifts that can be withdrawn at any time.”
 
    
 
   “Rule No.4.  In my presence your eyes are to be kept lowered – they are never permitted to meet mine.”  Instantly I lowered my head and eyes lest she punish me for that! 
 
    
 
   “I haven’t finished explaining the rule.  Lift your head up.  Don’t ever lower your head again when I’m talking to you.  I expect correct posture and deportment at all times.  That includes keeping the head up and the eyes down.  The only time I expect your eyes to met mine is when I address you through a mirror.”  I cautiously raised my eyes to meet hers in the mirror.  “That’s right, good.  Follow me.” 
 
    
 
   She led me to my bedroom and there, laid out on the bed, were more humiliations awaiting me.  Again feelings of terror filled me and I wanted desperately to bolt out the room but I had no choice but to endure whatever Miss Lamb wanted of me. “Aww, you’ll look very sweet in this outfit.  It’s much nicer than those nappies you’ve been in for the last month isn’t it?” I couldn’t say anything.
 
    
 
   “Isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   “Sorry ma’am.  Yes ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “That’s better.  Display any more signs of hesitation and I’ll cane your bottom severely.”  She then began dressing me.  A pink, weaved, full sleeved, knitted spencer went on first followed by a long-sleeved white blouse trimmed at the collar and sleeves with lace.  She ordered me to button it to the top.  Next came a pair of frilly pink panties followed by a pleated, heavy woollen, red tartan skirt.  After this came a pair of thick long white socks that came up to my knees.  Lastly I was told to put on the black patent-leather shoes next to the bed. She walked over to the wardrobe and removed an item. “I think you’ll adore this,” she said chuckling.  
 
    
 
   I blushed when I saw the item in her hand.  To complete my embarrassment I was going to be wearing an extremely fluffy, hand-knitted, pale yellow cardigan.  
 
    
 
   “Oh Chrissie, it’s so soft!  And look at the buttons; they’re in little heart-shapes!  You do like it don’t you Christine?” Here we go again, taking ownership for my oppression once more.  “Yes ma’am.”
 
    
 
   As she put the cardigan on me I felt my penis harden.  It quickly became erect, pushing against the panties and tartan skirt.  I was completely surprised by my reaction.    
 
    
 
   “Well, well, well!  You certainly do love fluffy cardigans Christine, don’t you?”  
 
    
 
   She questions me, and she expects an answer.  I wanted to scream.  I didn’t know where the erection came from. My physical statement was contradicting any logical response I felt.  Feelings and thoughts were blurring, becoming indistinct.  My rational self wanted to stir into action but I knew I could only answer her in one way.  
 
    
 
   “Yes ma’am.”    
 
    
 
   “You needn’t ever worry my little sweet sissy girl, as long as you’re with me you’ll be dressed in lots of fluffy woolly cardigans and jumpers.” My face turned a vivid red. She moved next to me and did the buttons up then placed the lacy trim of the blouse over the edge of the cardigan’s collar.
 
    
 
   “But there is another rule I have that you’ll need to learn very quickly.” She sat on the edge of the bed.  “Here, over my knee.”
 
    
 
   I moved towards her and as I nervously placed myself over her hose-clad thighs and knees, my erection disappeared.  “Christine is not allowed to let her sissy-clitty swell without my permission.  Is that clear?”
 
    
 
   “Yes ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “Then I think a lesson is needed to help reinforce positive behaviour.  Do you think that will help you remember this rule?”
 
    
 
   “If you think so ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think so, I know so,” she said as she lifted my skirt up and pulled the panties down. She started spanking me very hard across my bottom.  After ten or so whacks I was crying but she simply ignored these and continued to bring her hand down on my increasingly hot and hurting bottom for another couple of minutes.  
 
    
 
   “Up you get.  What do you say Christine?” Between sobs I managed to say, “Sorry Miss Lamb…I don’t know where the erection came from.”  
 
    
 
   “Hmmm, well I believe I do.  Take your panties, skirt, socks and shoes off and then stand up straight in front of the mirror.  And stop sobbing!” She left the room.  I stared at my reflection, shame washing over me.  For the way I looked, for what I’d gotten myself into, and for the fact I’d just ‘proven’ to her and myself that wool was a turn-on for me. Miss Lamb returned some minutes late holding a couple of garments in her hand.  
 
    
 
   “I believe these will help keep your sissy-girl clitty in its proper place.” She held up one item.  “This is called a foundation garment.  Believe me, it’ll definitely help form a very firm foundation for you. Spread your legs and pull your clitty back between your balls.  Back further.  That’s right. With the other hand lift the cardigan and blouse up around your chest.”  She then had me step into the piece, moving it up over my legs, waist and groin.  “Lower the cardigan and blouse.”
 
    
 
   The garment ran from above my belly button down to the middle thighs.  Its restrictive effects were immediate.  My stomach, waist and thighs were suddenly incredibly constricted while my cock and balls felt like they’d disappeared, squashed firmly tight against the fabric.
 
    
 
   “That’s a much, much better look.  No unsightly bulges to get in the way.” 
 
    
 
   “Now these.”  I put the pair of thickly woven, creamy-yellow tights on. “Skirt and shoes.  Hurry up girl, sissy’s don’t have time to waste!”  She went over to the wardrobe where my clothes hung, removing my leather jacket. 
 
    
 
   “This is a gorgeous jacket.  I did enjoy perving at you when you wore it.  You certainly do display some style Christine.  And don’t you worry a teensy-weeny bit; I’ll be on hand to ensure you still maintain style.  My style that is.” Her laughter rang out across at me.  
 
    
 
   “I’m sure it must have cost a pretty penny.  Just how much Christine?”
 
    
 
   “Three hundred pounds ma’am.”  
 
    
 
   “Worth every bit of it.  I don’t suppose it would get past one of the clothes sorters at the Oxfam warehouse.  Mmmm, I know who I’ll give it to.” 
 
    
 
   My leather jacket!  She placed it back on its hanger.  She threw all my other clothes across the bed then handed me a pair of dressmakers scissors and a ruler. “Cut every piece up into three inch squares.  Then place each square into a pile of its own colour.  You have an hour.”
 
    
 
   I was devastated. My beautiful shirts and trousers, my well-worn and loved jeans and t-shirts, my male undies… every piece was reduced to little squares within the hour.  Surely I wasn’t going to be dressed as a seven-year old girl from now on….   
 
                                             
 
   When she returned an hour later true to her word Miss Lamb inspected and measured a few squares of my handiwork. “You’re so lucky Christine, now you can dress the way you’ve always dreamt of, in nice soft girl’s clothes.  All sorts of cardigans and jumpers in mohair, angora and lambswool, lots of panties, tights, skirts and dresses to match.  Aren’t you a lucky little girl having me to help you dress properly?”  
 
    
 
   “Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am,” I replied without thinking.  A little smile appeared across her face.  She then took my hand and led me into that weird office of hers behind the shopfront.  A small stool was positioned in front of a large mirror opposite her desk. “Sit,” she said pointing to the stool.
 
    
 
   “It’s rude for girls to sit with their legs spread wide open, Christine.  I won’t tell you again. Head up, chin down.  Sit up straight, legs at exact right angles to your body.  Put your hands side by side and flat on your thighs.’  She took a deep breath.  “Mmm, no, make fists with your hands.  Yes, that’s a better look.”  
 
    
 
   “Why your hair’s almost at your shoulders.  You look like a proper little girl with that long hair.” She went over to the desk and returned with a brush. “No fidgeting now.”  She began brushing my hair in long even strokes.  “You do like being a proper little girl don’t you Christine?”
 
    
 
   I hated this.  “No I don’t, I hate it!” I blurted out automatically.
 
    
 
   “You don’t!  Well, you can go back to Sissy Wool Baby if you’d prefer it.  Would you prefer that?”
 
    
 
   “No Miss Lamb!”
 
    
 
   “Well, it’s simple really.  Do you want to be Sissy Wool Baby or sweet little fluffy Christine?”
 
    
 
   “Please, Miss Lamb, please I don’t want either.”  
 
    
 
   “But I thought I was being very kind offering you soft little girls’ clothes to wear.  However, if you don’t want that I can easily put you back in nappies.”  With her voice rising, she said,  “At least with a dummy in your mouth I wouldn’t ever have to put up with such insolent answers again!”  Her strokes became firmer.  “For the very last time, do you want to be Sissy Wool Baby or fluffy little Christine?” 
 
    
 
   I didn’t want to answer…please no…oh…”Christine ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “And why do you want to be fluffy little Christine?”
 
    
 
   “Because I’m a sissy and Miss Lamb wants me to be fluffy little Christine ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “That’s right Christine, that’s right, you are a sissy and Miss Lamb wants ‘fluffy little Christine’.  Hoorah, we are finally getting somewhere at last!” She finished brushing my hair and went to her desk and sat down.   In the mirror’s reflection I saw her place a small mirror on the corner of the desk.  Her eyes met mine across the room. “Absolutely no moving.”  She turned away, the computer came to life and I heard the internet connection start up.  A minute later her hands began moving over the keyboard.  In the mirror I saw the clock above her desk showing 11.00 am.  Within fifteen minutes my body started to ache but I dared not move. 
 
    
 
   At ten to one Miss Lamb finally closed the computer down and walked across the room.  In the mirror my eyes followed hers.  As she reached the door she said, “Christine, while you are permitted to meet my eyes in a mirror, your gaze is not allowed to deviate from being straight ahead.  In future do not follow my eyes across a room.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Lamb, sorry Miss Lamb.”
 
    
 
   “Did I ask you to speak?”
 
    
 
   “No Miss Lamb, I’m sorry Miss Lamb, I really am.”  And I was.
 
    
 
   “I was going to give you permission to relieve yourself but your rudeness leaves me with no choice but to remove toilet privileges until after 5 pm.  What do you have to say for yourself?” I hadn’t taken any notice of my bladder until then.  Suddenly I could feel the pressure there, real or imagined.  “I’m sorry Miss Lamb for my rudeness.”
 
    
 
   “So you should be,” as she walked out the room.                                                         
 
    
 
   I sat there for another hour before Miss Lamb returned and let me move out of the chair.  The pins and needles in my legs were incredibly painful to deal with when I stood up.  She had me move my limbs gently from side to side for a few minutes before we set off for the kitchen and lunch.  
 
    
 
   “In future I suggest you wiggle your toes to help keep the blood flow up.  That little piece of advice will also be of use when I have you standing stock still for extended periods of time.  Just don’t let me see your feet wiggling about in their shoes.”  
 
    
 
   I was already cottoning on to the fact that small mercies such as this weren’t going to be commonplace with her.  I wanted to thank her from the bottom of my heart but now I was learning to keep my trap shut unless asked.
 
    
 
   My lunch consisted of two slices of fairy bread, a cupcake and a glass of milk.  “I can’t have you gorging on solids yet after you’ve been on a liquid diet for the past month,” she said with a grin as she handed me my food. After lunch I was taken back to the room and told to stand in front of the mirror. “Now in five minutes I have a guest coming by,” announced Miss Lamb. “She will be doing your hair. While she is doing your hair I expect you to be on your best behaviour Chrissie, so when I come back it’ll be big smacks for you if I hear stories of misbehaviour!” 
 
    
 
   I was left to ponder what Miss Lamb intended for my long locks.  “Not the Shirley Temple look, please no!” I screamed to myself…                                                                      
 
   I didn’t have to wait long. 5 or so minutes later in walked Miss Lamb with Jennifer Miles, who was wearing a bulky, burnt-orange mohair cowl neck sweater-dress that came down to meet a pair of knee-high black leather boots.  Her shortish blond hair was teased back in sweeps behind her ears and heavily moussed.  Her make-up was thickly applied and the large gold earrings she had on matched the chunky jewellery on her wrists and fingers.  I noticed she held a small suitcase.
 
    
 
   “Patricia, you’ve done a beautiful job!  She looks such a little sissy-sweet.  You’re right of course; all she needs is a nice hairstyle to set off those features and outfit.  Fancy finding yourself with a little sissy-girl who loves sweaters and cardigans as much as you do!  It’s marvellous, it must be a dream come true,” said Miss Miles, smiling at me.
 
    
 
   “Jennifer, I couldn’t have scripted it better,” said Miss Lamb laughed.
 
    
 
   “So little sissy-girl, tell me your name.” I swallowed.  “Christine ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “Christine…yes, it’s a perfect name for a perfect little sissy-girl.  And I believe you have a liking for women’s woollen clothes Christine?”
 
    
 
   “Um….yes, Miss Miles.”
 
    
 
   “And what about the outfit I’m wearing Christine, do you like it?” I felt so embarrassed as I answered, “Yes Miss Miles.”  But Miss Lamb wouldn’t have tolerated any other response.    
 
    
 
   “I wore this outfit just for you Christine.  And because I know how much you love looking at wool...” she lent towards me “…you can rest assured that whenever you’re in my charge, I’ll be wearing a woolly garment or two.”  She laughed raucously.  
 
    
 
   “Oh she’ll love that Jennifer.  Dressed in wool while under the control of a woman dressed in wool.  Just the perfect life for someone with a…” she hesitated for a second, “…wool fetish!” replied Miss Lamb laughing, and causing Miss Miles to burst into laughter also.  
 
    
 
   “So Patricia, I believe you have ideas on how you want her hair styled.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Jennifer, something that serves to remind Christine of what her role is now, something that sets off her fluffy girlie gear with what’s really inside her.”  
 
    
 
   “Mmmm, you don’t mean a look that brings out the man behind the little girl?” 
 
    
 
   “Exactly my dear!  A good old fashioned man’s haircut!” replied Miss Lamb with a twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   “Well then, there’s something to be said about a very short-back-and-sides look.  Then again I could use the clippers and shave his head.  Or just settle on a Number 1 or 2?”    
 
    
 
   ‘Clippers!  Ideal, my dear.  Lets make it a Number 1.” It was one thing being ‘Shirley Templed’ and quite another to wear this outfit with such a short haircut. As I listened to them discussing how short my hair would be clippered I wanted to crawl into a hole. Miss Lamb went and stood behind me, her hands pressed on my shoulders, her gaze firmly on mine in the mirror.  “I’m a woman who loves contradictions Christine.  And with you dressed in your little sissy girl outfits with a little boys haircut, won’t that be such a wonderful contradiction?” There was that twinkle again, even in her reflection it was visible.
 
    
 
   “Yes ma’am,” I meekly replied.
 
    
 
   “Besides Christine, I don’t ever want you to forget what’s really beneath all those fluffy clothes.  I don’t want to, let’s say confuse you, my little one.  You are, and always will be, a male, a sissified male at that.  Keeping your hair cut in a suitably short style should serve to effectively remind you of that at all times.  What do you think?”
 
    
 
   “If it pleases you Miss Lamb, ” I answered dejectedly and dreading the inevitable.   
 
    
 
   “Oh it does Christine, it certainly does,” she said, her eyes glinting.  I absolutely loathed having my hair cut at any time and had worn it long to the shoulders for at least twenty years.  I felt so miserable every time I looked in the mirror as Miss Miles progressively removed my hair with one graceful sweep after another until it all lay on the floor around me 15 minutes later. 
 
    
 
   I was reminded of a conversation Miss Lamb and I had had not long after I moved in.  She had asked me why I kept my hair styled long and I’d told her how I didn’t like short hair; “It reminds me of school, where I had to have it kept short.”  That statement was now back to haunt me; I knew Miss Lamb would be deriving a little extra ‘pleasure’ to add to her ‘reminder’ that I was now a sissified male. After the ordeal, Miss Lamb handed me a dustpan and broom and said with glee, “If only you’d kept your hair short in the first place you wouldn’t have so much to clean up, would you?”
 
    
 
   “No ma’am,” I responded quietly.  
 
    
 
   “Yes, I think now that I have your hair properly styled, I’ll keep it this way with a cut every month.  Of course I know I’m being generous letting you grow it back for such a long period of time so remember, if you misbehave, I might have to make the visits to Miss Miles’ salon more frequent.” 
 
    
 
   I swallowed nervously and began sweeping up the hair.       
 
    
 
   ************
 
    
 
   And so here I am, some fifteen years later, still Sissy Christine, and still living under the very firm guidance and watchful gaze of Miss Lamb.  
 
    
 
   I’m thoroughly ‘sissified’ and I serve Miss Lamb in whatever way she so desires.  Really, I count my blessings: Miss Lamb has given me the opportunity to fall ‘in love’ with the sensations and feel of wool and serve and attend her needs.  I’m very thankful for both pleasures.  
 
    
 
   I did return to work for Miss Elaine Thomas after the initial six months of immersion in Miss Lamb’s disciplinary regime.  It was hard going - nothing like having your boss know your deepest shames and humiliations.  Miss Thomas found it extremely enjoyable having two submissive, compliant ‘males’ running around the business – Timmy her ‘boy’ was still there too.  As she said on my first day back at work, “It sends a strong message to every other person in my company that men should learn to follow and obey women.  And without questioning.”  Obviously the entire pay packet went straight to Miss Lamb.  
 
    
 
   Fortunately, both of them decided it was best that I maintain an outwardly male appearance around the company (underneath was, of course, another matter).  Unfortunately, most of the time my clothes consisted of something a conservative, ‘white-bread’ Christian fundamentalist might find fashionable.  Either that, or I looked like an oversized schoolboy.  Yes, the clothes were quite a contrast to my previous style of dress but then Miss Lamb enjoyed the contradictions - internal and external - these outfits posed for me.    
 
    
 
   Nowadays I’m working around Miss Lamb’s business ventures, both in the shopfront and on the specialist mail orders.  The male attire stays on when I’m in the shop (unsurprisingly, it’s nothing but knitted jumpers on top) and she finds it terribly amusing to have me talking about knitting wool and patterns with the ladies there.  And I can talk the talk; Miss Lamb taught me knitting almost the day after my initial punishment period finished (yes, the lessons were quite painful to beginning with).  No doubt some customers find it odd to be served by a ‘man’ but judging by all the returning customers, most appear to have adjusted.  Some of them also enjoy the way Miss Lamb treats me in front of them – why she’ll even talk about her ‘fluffy little sissy’ with some trusted customers.  I always feel terribly embarrassed at such moments, despite all the years getting used to being her ‘little one.’  
 
    
 
   As for the rest of my time, it’s devoted to looking after Miss Lamb’s personal and domestic needs.  Naturally it embraces her sexual pleasures and wants - my tongue, mouth, fingers and hands have all been very well trained - as well as cleaning, scrubbing, washing, ironing, cooking, gardening, shopping and whatever else is necessary to make her life as relaxed and smooth as possible.  Any remaining time is usually spent undergoing some disciplinary or punishment measure that Miss Lamb has imposed on me for not paying proper attention to my duties…or simply for her amusement.                 
 
    
 
   Believe me, I long ago adjusted to my lot in life, after all, what else could I do but accept the fate that I’d helped create for myself?  
 
    
 
   Mind you, when she decided five years ago - announced on my fiftieth birthday - that my testicles were ‘no longer necessary’, I admit I did openly question her judgement.  (“I’ve tired of them.  Sissy girls really have no requirements for such ludicrous, utterly ridiculous, dangly bits between their legs”).  As you’d expect, her strength of character won out.  I was granted a month of morning and evening relief in the lead-up to the big day and on each occasion, my sissy goo was collected in vials and placed in the kitchen freezer.  One gets served to me - in some humiliating fashion - each Christmas and birthday.  Her birthday.  
 
    
 
   So my occasional sexual releases (other than the month above, they were very occasional) have come to an end.  But I’ve adjusted, and the experience has left me feeling even more docile and sissy-girlish.  Which is what Miss Lamb wants.  As for the penis, well, as Miss Lamb said after I emerged from hospital, “That forever flaccid, floppy, useless thing, can now serve as a ready reminder of the situation you placed yourself in.” And, I might add, to be an object of physical torment whenever the mood strikes her.  Ah well, such is my destiny.  It pleases me no end that she had a jeweller friend cast the testicles in silver and made into a necklace - I get a little thrill whenever she wears it.  
 
    
 
   Yes, it’s certainly not the life I had originally envisaged for myself…but then I did choose this, didn’t I? 
 
    
 
   Continued in Volume 3…
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Total Submission 
 
    
 
   Chapter 3 
 
    
 
   By Steve Forsythe 
 
 
   I remember well the first time I met Caroline's friend, Sandra. She'd recently separated and was moving to a new home she'd just rented. As a consequence of her divorce proceedings she had a big down on men in general. 
 
    
 
   Sandra, or Sandy, as Caroline tended to call her, was a slim, busty brunette, about 5'6" with a trim athletic figure. Caroline had kindly volunteered my help with cleaning up her new home. I'd been in service for about 2 months and Caroline's place was well up to standard. I was well ensconced in my arduous routine. I was fit and had learnt to work hard and meticulously. A few lessons with the paddle and quirt together with a couple more talks with Charity had seen to that. Life was burdensome and I generally felt pretty wretched. I'd learnt to tread warily around Caroline who was quick to anger and relished teasing me and watching my inner torment since I had no relief available. 
 
    
 
   I'd been two months without sex. In contrast she had enjoyed sexual games at my expense and I'd suffered some very painful experiences for her entertainment. Caroline had reminded me on several occasions that I could have had her all those years ago but chosen not to. "Such are the quirks of fate," she'd remarked, "now you want me; but you can't have me. And I who wanted you so much feel only contempt and loathing for you now!" 
 
    
 
   It is was with a mix of relief at getting out, and concern at what I'd be in for, that I took the news of helping out at Sandra's the next day. Sandra would be the first to see me, besides David and Caroline, in my servile position. 
 
    
 
   I was particularly anxious, as Caroline hadn't mentioned anything about dress. I was distraught at the thought of going out dressed in my feminine garb. Needless to say at 8-30am the next morning, dressed in my usual attire, I found myself in the front seat of Caroline's Mercedes, squirming with embarrassment as we drove out the gates. Driving through the traffic was a nightmare and I dreaded stopping at lights. I flushed hot and turned beet red imagining what people might be thinking. 
 
    
 
   The reality was perhaps that they didn't notice, and if they did, so what, I'd never be seen by them again. But this was cold comfort. My headscarf was so out of place, I felt like I could curl up and die. 
 
    
 
   Shortly before we left Caroline had instructed me, "Run upstairs and bring the quirt, we might need it." I always felt my stomach flinch as I picked up that evil black, corded leather. It was so incongruous, kept as it was amongst Caroline's lingerie. 
 
    
 
   Shivers of fear therefore shot up my spine when Caroline spoke coldly to me, the first words since getting in the car. "If you don't stop fidgeting I'm going stripe that backside of yours good and hard when we get to Sandra's." 
 
    
 
   That threat soon put an end to my fidgeting. 
 
   We finally pulled in to Sandra's driveway. Caroline got out of the car as Sandra came out to greet us. They hugged and kissed each other on the cheek, smiling and exchanging pleasantries whilst I remained rooted to my seat wishing the ground would swallow me up. There were people on the street, children playing, a couple of young ladies wheeling a stroller and a group of schoolgirls heading off to school. 
 
    
 
   My reverie's where quickly curtailed though when Caroline turned, and in that icy voice of hers, that so contrasted with the warmth of her greeting to Sandra, snapped at me, "Well what are you waiting for? Christmas? Get out now!" Flushing bright crimson I stepped out. I was too well trained by now to allow my acute embarrassment to get me in trouble. I joined the ladies and graciously curtsied to Sandra while greeting her as I knew I should, "Good morning Miss Sandra." I burned at the giggles of the school girls going past and the shocked stares of the two ladies. I even heard one of the schoolgirls exclaiming to her friends, "Is that a man?" as they giggled away. 
 
    
 
   Sandra simply ignored me and continued chatting to Caroline. "Now that's how I'd like to see my ex-husband! Obedient and humiliated… Come on, let’s go in before the neighbours start getting too nosy." 
 
    
 
   I was quickly put to work before the girls went off for a game of tennis followed by lunch. "We'll back about two thirty," Caroline advised as they departed, "make sure everything's ship shape or I'll have to show Sandra how we deal with naughty slaves." 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am," I replied with a curtsy while Sandra grinned on. 
 
    
 
   "Oh I love it," she smirked, "I think all men should be treated like this Shit. What does happen if he doesn't finish?" 
 
    
 
   "Maybe you should tell Sandra what happens," laughed Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "Please Miss," I began, "I have to raise my dress and pull my panties up tight to bare my bum for the quirt." 
 
    
 
   "And if he's really bad he gets to talk with Charity when we get home, don't you?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am" I grimaced. 
 
    
 
   Sandra didn't understand the joke and looked quizzically at Caroline. "Come on I'll tell you all about it in the car," grinned Caroline. 
 
    
 
   I toiled hard and scrubbed and scrubbed until the kitchen and bathroom were spotless, as I'd been advised they must be. They had been in an awful mess and my heart had been in my throat all morning, as I feared I mightn't complete the tasks in time. The sweat was certainly pouring off me by the time the two girls arrived back, at about three, looking decidedly tipsy. It was with further concern therefore that I watched them take a bottle of wine out the fridge and two glasses from the cupboard. 
 
    
 
   Sandra had also brought her dog in. Trixie was a typical 'woman's dog' - a white poodle. It was scampering around on my clean floor and jumping up and down. "Who's a pretty girl then?" cooed Sandra. "You want your din-dins don't you? Yes you do don't you?" 
 
    
 
   I remained busy with my work trying to ignore this creature that was messing up my floor, and hoping I wouldn't get the blame, when Sandra called out to me, "Have you eaten yet, Nancy?" 
 
    
 
   "No Ma'am, not yet," I responded. 
 
    
 
   "You must be starving too… You can feed Trixie and then have something yourself." They were both laughing and giggling over silly jokes and seemed to be in a decidedly happy frame of mind. 
 
    
 
   "There's some offal in the bottom of the refrigerator and a small piece of steak on the top shelf. Caroline says you don't get to eat much meat so you can have a treat here, seeing as I'm feeling good. I needed this break… You can fry up the offal and pass me the steak. I'll put it under the grill," Sandra called out to me. 
 
    
 
   The aroma from the steak was delicious. Not so the offal I was frying up for the dog. I'd smelt steak, my favourite meal many times in the last two months, but it had never before been cooked for me. This was heaven after two months of misery, leftovers and gruel. Needless to say, despite the smell of the offal, the dog was jumping around too. 
 
    
 
   Caroline called out, "Go change the dogs water, she'll need a drink after she's eaten and you don't want to interrupt your first proper meal." 
 
    
 
   When I returned Sandra was even slicing up the steak "Caroline said you might cut yourself with a knife, you haven't eaten with one for a couple of months," she derided. Whilst it was true I only got to use a spoon I felt this was a bit of an exaggeration, but who cared, I was obviously going to have a steak, even if it was a small piece. 
 
    
 
   "OK, grubs up" said Sandra, "grab your bowl and take it outside to the BBQ table." 
 
    
 
   Typical I thought, the dog eats inside and my status is to go out. I picked up the plate and headed out the back door. I was sitting down at the table, the first piece on my fork, when I heard a voice like cold thunder rattling my ears, from behind "What the hell do you think you're doing with that?" screamed Caroline. 
 
    
 
   I shivered involuntarily, what was I doing wrong? "Sandra asked me to eat it outside Ma'am" I simpered in reply. 
 
    
 
   "She told you to eat YOUR dinner, not steal the dogs!" snapped Caroline, "how dare you embarrass me like this!" 
 
    
 
   I remained rooted to the spot, the fork with the chunk of steak frozen in mid-air, half way to my mouth. I was totally bemused. Sandra was convulsed with laughter. 
 
    
 
   "Get back here now. You can feed the dog and then I'll warm your backside for you. How dare you try that!” Caroline berated me, her eyes mocking. 
 
    
 
   Sandra was still sniggering like a schoolgirl at my state. I was totally cowed as I bent and fed the dog from my fingers. Watching it with a heavy heart and empty stomach as it gobbled down the prime piece of steak I'd so foolishly believed was for me. Caroline grinned in triumph at my downcast look. She'd broken me further again, piled more misery and disappointment into my futile existence. 
 
    
 
   When the steak was gone I was sent to get the quirt. I retrieved it from the back seat of the car; glancing around nervously I scurried quickly back. 
 
    
 
   "In position on the floor," ordered Caroline, "hands on the back of your head. And keep them there." 
 
    
 
   Humbly I bent on the ground raising my skirt and pulling my knickers tightly into the cleft to expose my tender rump. Meanwhile, to add to my humiliation the dog came up and started licking my face. They both giggled some more. I grimaced at the unwanted attention. Next Sandra got up. She could hardly keep a straight face as she smeared some of the gravy from the dog food on my face for the dog to keep licking off. This sent them both off into further paroxysms of laughter. 
 
    
 
   This was repeated to my intense discomfort while the girls continued to roar with mirth. Sipping away at their wine they were getting drunker. This boded only ill for me. Finally Caroline stood up, rather unsteady, she teetered before grabbing the bench top. "Six," was all she said. 
 
    
 
   The room now went quiet. Sandra was on edge. She'd never seen a man whipped before. Now I was at her feet about to be whipped like a homeless cur. 
 
   Caroline moved behind me and measured up the first stroke. I gripped tightly on to the back of my head, my fingers biting deep into the backs of my hand as I prepared for the first vicious stroke. She may have been drunk but it didn't affect her accuracy or her strength. It lashed down with venom and ripped into my right rump. I howled in pain. My neck muscles corded like thick ropes as I grimaced to stay in position for the next searing cut. As always the next five fell in quick fire succession, each raising fresh shrieks and howls of pain. I remained in position. I could feel the vivid welts it had raised on my behind as they throbbed away. 
 
    
 
   I remained grimly in position, my teeth gritted as I tried to contain the pain in my rear, tears pricking at my eyes. I swallowed hard, the injustice of it all biting into my mind. Caroline casually dropped the quirt on to the bench. "It's the only way to treat them,” grinned Caroline as Sandra still looked on speechless, "Your turn now?" 
 
    
 
   "What? I can thrash him too?" she asked rather like an incredulous schoolgirl, "I've never done it before." 
 
    
 
   "It's your dog's food he tried stealing, it's only fair you punish him too. Isn't that right you little thief?" 
 
    
 
   I knew better than to answer in any other way than "Yes Ma'am." 
 
   Sandra picked up the quirt and gave it a few swishes through the air. "Mmm, I like the sound," she giggled, "What do I have to do?" 
 
    
 
   "Just lay it on as hard as you can, there's nothing to it. Get your backside back up,” she coldly advised me. 
 
    
 
   Once more I prepared for a fresh onslaught of that wretched quirt. Sandra came behind me now. Her eyes were aglow as she measured me up. Then, over my shoulders I saw her raised arm flash down. "YEOOOOW" I squealed as it flashed through the air hitting me low and wrapping round the side of my left thigh. I rolled over and writhed in agony at the viciousness of the blow. Trying vainly to remove the intense stinging. 
 
    
 
   "I think I missed,” said Sandra with a giggle. "It's not as easy to aim as you think." 
 
    
 
   "Don't worry," replied Caroline, "he still felt it…Get back in position or I'll double your penalty," she coldly commanded me. There was no concern about my intense suffering. 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am, it hurts, I'm trying," I sobbed, "please no more." Salt tears pricked at my eyes. 
 
    
 
   "Five to come," she calmly intoned. "Try flicking your wrist just before it lands," she then advised Sandra, "it stings even more that way. Don't worry about accuracy, so long as it lands it'll do some good." 
 
    
 
   'Do some good,’ I thought as I struggled to get my hands back in position and my bum up in the air. Again the whistle came before the quirt smashed once more into my rump with a loud crack. Again I shrieked in agony. 
 
    
 
   "Good one," laughed Caroline, "you're getting the hang of it." I gritted my teeth, my breathing coming in loud gulps as I tried to contain the pain and hold my position. "See if you can overlap a few," added Caroline. My lips and cheeks dug into the tiles, how could I take this… I've got to, my mind was in added turmoil, I could get up and run away, but where? I was dressed as a woman, I was wearing a chastity device, I'd signed a contract, I'd have to go back…and imagine then what I'd face. At least for Charity I was tied down and helpless, here I could move but daren't. Only four more, you can do it, you can do it, I tried to be brave. My thoughts vanished though as the next stroke bit deep. My hands flew around to my ravaged rear as I once more rolled over in agony. 
 
   "Get back now," rasped Sandra. Her face was white and pinched with anger. She was revelling in her newfound power over a male. She was taking out all her frustrations on me. I was doomed. 
 
    
 
   Finally the fifth stroke fell with similar cries of anguish wrought from me. Then she moved and stood over me, turning round to face my rear. One leg either side. I could feel the sensuous sensation of her sleek nylon tights as she gripped me between her legs. "Hold still," she giggled, "I've an idea for the last one." I felt her stroke the crop up and down the crack in my cheeks where the fabric of my knickers was pulled tight. Surely she wouldn't hit me there. 
 
    
 
   "Pull his knickers down," ordered Sandra, "I don't want them in the way for what I've got in mind." 
 
    
 
   'My god,' I thought, she is going to, "Please not there," I whimpered to deaf ears. 
 
    
 
   "You really are nasty," laughed Caroline. "I like it!" They both laughed while I trembled as Caroline took hold of my knickers and pulled them down my legs to my knees before she unlocked my chain leaving my rear totally exposed. 
 
    
 
   "Now you," advised Sandra, "get your legs wider apart…wider," she intoned while emphasising her words with light taps of the quirt on my sore behind. "A little more," she ordered, as I stretched my legs as wide apart as possible exposing the sensitive skin of my anus to her wicked quirt. 
 
    
 
   "Now move your hands round and pull your cheeks apart for me." I brushed against her long nylon clad legs, the soft fabric, the smooth feel, contrasting to the flames in my behind as I pulled my cheeks apart, knowing what was to come, dreading it, hoping she wouldn't, knowing she would, praying she wouldn't hit too hard, knowing she'd hit as hard as she could. Hoping for sympathy, knowing neither woman cared about my feelings or what they did to me. 
 
    
 
   "Right now hold still," smiled Sandra as she slowly measured up. I felt the quirt rest gently against the tender flesh exposed between my buttocks. Caroline moved behind me, I heard her heels on the floor. The air was still, just the sound of heavy breathing. The girls breathing excited, me breathing heavy with fear. "Stop clenching your nates!" ordered Sandra as she moved the quirt in a sawing motion up and down the crack. I was distraught with fear, shaking. 
 
    
 
   "Or else!" laughed Caroline completing her sentence. It was involuntary; I couldn't help it, knowing what was about to come… 
 
    
 
   The quirt came down gently two, three times as Sandra continued to measure up. I was breathing through clenched teeth, my face pressed hard to the floor, my fingers biting now into my tenderised flesh. I felt the grip of her legs tighten, felt her straighten right up and then came the dreadful whoosh as the quirt flashed down. My world turned white as I was overcome with paroxysms of pure pain. I rolled around the floor as Sandra kicked me away. 
 
    
 
   "Do you think he felt it?" she laughed to Caroline. The pair continued to mock me as I writhed on the floor, my knickers down around my ankles now. "I thought men were supposed to be tough," mocked Sandra. 
 
    
 
   "No, this is a Nancy wimp!" giggled Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "Fancy a couple of weak girls like us being stronger than a big tough man," giggled Sandra in response. 
 
    
 
   My hands pulled at my hair, dislodging my headscarf, my face was streaked with tears. Finally the intense smarting calmed, the raging pain subsiding after some five minutes to the point were it was bearable. Slowly I started to compose myself. 
 
   Caroline reached down and pulled hard on my ear. "Now eat YOUR dinner!" her words like icicles, as she thrust the bowl of offal under my nose. I looked up imploring, only to be met by the icy glaze in her frosty blue eyes. "Now!" she shouted. I was still trying to recover from that last agonising stroke and now this final torment was to be thrust upon me. 
 
    
 
   I looked down at the congealed, smelly mess. It was disgusting how could a dog, let alone a human eat it? 
 
    
 
   "Are you really going to make him eat it up?" asked Sandra incredulously. 
 
    
 
   "Can't have him disgracing himself by not eating his meal when you've gone to all this trouble," replied Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "You are serious?” she laughed. 
 
    
 
   "And you'd better believe it too if you know what's good for you," she told me while shaking my head viciously by the left ear. 
 
    
 
   From steak to offal, I was totally cowed and broken. I couldn't do it. "Toss me that quirt again, I think he needs some more encouragement." 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am no. I'll eat it, I'll eat it," I whimpered, "Give me a chance please." 
 
    
 
   "Then get started,” she coldly advised, as she pushed my head into the congealed, revolting mess. I spluttered as I tried to stop myself gagging and, bit-by-bit, my eyes screwed up, I slowly took up the first mouthful. Quickly I swallowed it, briefly chewing it, the taste was awful, I wanted to vomit. Surely I wouldn't have to eat it all. 
 
    
 
   "I want the bowl licked clean,” said Caroline as she sat back down with her wine. "See he likes it," she smiled at Sandra, "it's quite a treat for him. Isn't that right?" she asked of me, eliciting the only answer I dared give. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am, thank you Ma'am, thank you Miss Sandra." 
 
    
 
   Staring coldly at me, Caroline picked up the crop and started idly playing with it. Her intent was clear. I put my head down once more to the revolting mess before me and immediately started dry retching. I couldn't eat it up, I just couldn't. 
 
    
 
   "Maybe he needs to be spoon fed, like a baby?" snickered Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "Hold on, I've got an old bib. Come here and sit up on this stool and we'll help you," laughed Sandra. 
 
    
 
   The bib was tied around my neck as the girls went off into fresh peels of laughter. Caroline picked up a spoon and scooped up a dollop of 'food'. "Open wide now, here comes the big choo choo." 
 
    
 
   "Uuuugh, what's that bit? It looks gross," winced Sandra just before the spoon reached my mouth. 
 
    
 
   "You ought to smell it,” laughed Caroline in reply. "Still Nancy likes it don't you?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am it's delicious," I stuttered as I closed my eyes and swallowed, fighting to keep it down. Bitches, I thought, what bitches, how can they do this to me? 
 
    
 
   "Come on next one," Caroline dryly intoned, "Oooooh, I couldn't eat it. Look! It looks like a bit of intestine." 
 
    
 
   "Let's see," said Sandra, "Oh my God, it'd put you off eating for life! Ooooh! What's that gooey bit?" 
 
    
 
   "God only knows,” replied Caroline. "Eat," she said sharply to me, "and stop closing your eyes." I was crying now with horror and frustration at this abuse. Yet meekly I once more gritted myself and, trying to ignore their comments and the sickly taste, I swallowed it down. 
 
    
 
   "Keep those eyes open or else," ordered Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "Ooh, give him that bit next,” said Sandra, "it's full of gristle." I quelched and turned white, on the verge of vomiting again. Fighting back hard against the urge to throw up, bit by bit, I ate up my revolting repast, continually taunted and derided by the two girls. I was shame-faced and feeling decidedly queasy. I couldn't believe I could be in so much fear of one person to do what I was doing. That someone would make another human being eat such swill. 
 
    
 
   It was repugnant. "Now here comes the big aeroplane,” teased Caroline, as she swooped the spoon around like some mother from hell. "Come on open the hangar, be a good girl." 
 
    
 
   "Ooooh I think it's a big rubbish truck not an aeroplane," Sandra beamed with delight, "looks like it might be carrying muck. Let's see." Caroline lowered the spoon and Sandra looked on before recoiling in mock horror. 
 
    
 
   "Oh my god," she turned to one side and clasped her hand over her mouth. I watched her chest heave as she gagged it back. "It stinks, must be a rubbish truck." 
 
    
 
   She shuddered as Caroline just laughed. It smelt abominable. If she had so much trouble just looking at it how could she be so cruel as to make me actually eat the vile mess? What depths they were driving me to. 
 
    
 
   "OK then open the bin," Caroline laughed at me, "here comes the rubbish truck," as she shovelled another mouth full home. Sandra belched as I screwed my eyes, chewing and swallowing to get it down, fighting to keep it down. 
 
    
 
   "That's a good girl" cooed Caroline, "half way there," she smiled savouring my distress, as she scraped the spoon around my mouth to catch the scraps and fed me them too, "waste not, want not" she added. 
 
    
 
   "What a lucky girl you are," grinned Sandra, "how many little girls get such a lovely meal?" 
 
    
 
   My whole world was spiralling downwards, I was trembling with repugnance and fear and thoughts of what else this woman would subject me too. "Please Ma'am, have mercy on me. I don't deserve this,” I pleaded in as humble a manner as I could muster. 
 
    
 
   Caroline just grinned back at me, "Of course you don't deserve this. But whoever said life was fair? Now come on eat up." I grimaced as more of the muck was shovelled down. 
 
    
 
   "Now have a good look at this bit,” ordered Caroline, "what does it look like to you?" 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am I can't, it looks off, I don't know what it is." 
 
    
 
   "Look closer, I want you savouring every last mouthful," her flinty voice was filled with malice. 
 
    
 
   I squirmed in fear looking at the congealed mess. "Describe it to me!!" she commanded in her most imperious voice. 
 
    
 
   "It's a bit of gooey meat with fat and gristle around it with a bit of white tube in it," I trembled. 
 
    
 
   "Sounds delicious. I thinks it's a bit of membrane or maybe an artery what do you reckon," she coaxed as I fought to avoid retching. "Now beg for it." 
 
    
 
   I squirmed in humiliation. "Please feed me some more." 
 
    
 
   "Not good enough," she smiled as she gripped my balls tightly. 
 
    
 
   I squealed. "Please can I have some more of my dog food, Ma'am." I was a broken wimp. Finally she scraped the last dregs from the bowl before making me lick the bowl clean, "All gone." 
 
    
 
   They both just laughed at my misery. "I just couldn't have eaten that,” exclaimed Sandra wiping away tears of laughter, "you must be low,” she said looking at me with a mixture of derision and pity. 
 
   "Well if you were a slave you'd manage too," laughed Caroline, "now thank Sandra for her generosity," she said turning to me. 
 
    
 
   "Thank you Miss Sandra for allowing me to work here today and a special thank you for the lovely meal," I responded to Sandra's bemused looks. 
 
    
 
   "I just can't believe this,” she laughed at Caroline, "it's amazing. What I wouldn't do for a slave. I've never felt so horny in my life as whipping him." 
 
    
 
   "You'll have to run an ad like I did," smiled Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "Mmmmmmm," mused Sandra, then turning to me her next words had me recoiling in horror again, "and for you, seeing as you enjoyed it so much, I'm going to keep a can of dog food in for you in the future. So, whenever you come round here you can have a special treat. Won't that be nice?" 
 
    
 
   I was speechless. "Well, what do you say?" rasped Caroline. 
 
    
 
   Once more I swallowed any last vestiges of pride, "Thank you Miss Sandra. That would be lovely." I was broken and cowed, desolate. 
 
    
 
   "Not good enough!" demanded Caroline, "let's here it from you like a dog." 
 
    
 
   "Woof, woof," I barked, fearful of replying in any other manner. 
 
    
 
   "I'll get the No Name brand for you," giggled Sandra as they both fell apart laughing at my misery and final humiliation. 
 
    
 
   Finally we left, me driving since Caroline had clearly drunk too much.
 
   Continued in Volume 3



 
   
  
 



The Life and Times of Derek Brady

A Warm Afternoon
 
   By Scotia
 
   The classroom is airless and hot as Brady swelters at Uphill School to get through the last hour and a half of this Friday afternoon. Though the classroom windows are as wide open as possible the heat outside makes the opening of the windows an almost superfluous exercise. Brady is here at the behest of his landlady. It was she who arranged for his extra tutoring when he spoke with her about his problems with his University course. At the time he placed himself under her 'care' he never realised just what it would entail, and how much he would regret doing so. As reader's know, Brady was to find himself permanently under his landlady's control, long after his degree was finished. But here we look back to the early days of his care. 
 
   The Maths Mistress, Mrs Jane McFarlane sits at her high teachers' desk correcting the exercises her 10-11 year old pupils had done earlier that day. Even she is having trouble concentrating on the work in front of her, yet raising her dark curly head she shouts, "Get your head down, Brady, and pay attention to what you are doing. That exercise comes out here to me for correction at quarter to five by which time it had better be finished." 
 
   "Yes, Miss," the answer came from a young man seated in a single desk in the front row of the class intentionally within the gaze of the teacher. He is alone in the room doing a twelve question algebra exercise set by the Mistress. 
 
   "If I have to speak to you once more this period, Brady, I'll belt you AGAIN!" threatens Mrs McFarlane, opening her desk as she speaks and extracting her rolled up tawse which she places, still rolled, with a loud bang on the desk in front of her. "No wonder you have trouble at University." 
 
   "There it's out and I shall not hesitate to use it, believe me, boy!" intimates the Mistress returning her attention to her corrections. 
 
   The sight of Mrs McFarlane’s extra heavy three tailed Lochgelly tawse out and ready for immediate use does somehow seem to assist in concentrating the mind of her senior pupil who gets on with his work. He had received two strokes of the lady's belt on each palm just after he had come in to the classroom. Both palms were still warmish from the after effects of the leather landing very smartly on them. The sting, which she is good at imparting with a flick of her wrist, had gone now but the warmth was a reminder, if one were needed. 
 
   The punishment was given for sitting down at his desk with a clatter and causing it to move out of alignment with the others in the front row. Noisy sitting down and rising from desks is forbidden him in all the classrooms here, but it is very difficult to avoid as all of the desks are too small for a man, and even just fitting himself into one is a problem. 
 
   "GET OUT TO THE FLOOR, BRADY. How dare you make a noise like that in MY classroom!" ordered the lady rolling up her right sleeve before unrolling and flexing the heavy tawse, straightening the three tails and stretching the leather straight. "Over there and out with those hands, boy!” 
 
   Two ringing strokes on each palm before the lady ordered, "There, that will teach you NOT to sit down at your desk like a bull in a china shop in MY classroom, back to your desk and learn to sit down quietly, boy!" 
 
   "Yes, Miss," said the punished pupil smartly as, crumpled faced, almost in tears, he left the floor to return to his seat. Indeed Mrs McFarlane can lay on her tawse these days. Really bitchy with it she is too. 
 
   Certain staff at Uphill School have very quickly become quite adept in using the tawse on what is, after all, a very much older lad of twenty two. They enjoy the 'old ways'. 
 
   The fact that Mrs McFarlane is the lad's next-door neighbour somehow adds to his annoyance at being belted by her. She was the prime mover in having him sent back to 'School' having failed his second semester university exams. His landlady, on Mrs McFarlane's advice, met Miss Lesley Anne Harris, M.A., the young Headmistress of Uphill. As a result, her lodger, Master Brady, was swiftly uniformed and returned to evening school with old-fashioned conditions applying to him. 
 
   The mere fact of having to remember that Mrs McFarlane is addressed as ‘Ma'am’ outside the school precincts and ‘Miss’ inside them, as are all the other female mistresses addressed as ‘Miss’ in school, whether married or not. A fine distinction between female roles but one best not forgotten. 
 
   The algebra exercise is difficult and the heat does not make for really great concentration but the problems were at least attempted before Mrs McFarlane shouts at 4.50pm "Brady, out to me, bring your exercise book smartly now!" 
 
   Master Brady watches the well-shampooed curls of his mistress as she corrects his work. Her red pencil seems to work overtime and once she is finished the intimation that he has four wrong out of the dozen problems means he will have the whole exercise to do over again in addition to his allocations of homework from Mrs McFarlane and other mistresses. 
 
   "Bring the exercise to me first thing Monday morning for correction. Any errors and I'll belt you at four o'clock on Monday - six of my best, my lad!" 
 
   "Yes, Miss," replies a rueful pupil as he is ordered back to his desk, "sit up straight, eyes to your front and arms folded, boy" shouts Mrs McFarlane strictly. 
 
   "STAND!" is the next order. The older lad stands smartly on his Mistress's order. 
 
   "Brady remain standing," minutes later she goes to visit a departing teacher. "Have a nice weekend, see you next week". As if butter would not melt in her mouth. Brady watches, still standing, his mistress return to the classroom and opens her desk to lay her tawse away before going to the cupboard and selecting a red book, which he knows is the Senior Mental Arithmetic Book. 
 
   Coming around her desk Mrs McFarlane perches up on it and opens the book. 
 
   "Some mental questions for you, my lad, whilst we wait," she says, crossing her long legs and drawing up the pencil slim charcoal grey skirt at the same time. Mrs McFarlane is quite a looker and through her white blouse can be seen the top of her lacy slip and her white bra. Her pupil seeing her thighs, once her skirt is pulled up, thought fleetingly what it would be like to go across Mrs McFarlane’s knee for a thrashing. Same as Aunt Elizabeth does with him at home. 
 
   Or the bespectacled Miss Parker had done to him just last week. Over her knee, shorts down and a spanking with a plastic ruler. Did that STING! By George it DID! The young schoolmistress waiting until after dismissal time indicated that the punishment is not exactly within the rules. A private punishment, so to speak. That IS within the rules. 
 
   "If I have 60 apples costing 9 p each what is the total cost if I buy all sixty?" 
 
   "Five pounds forty pence, Miss," the questions had started and the boy knows there will be about twenty to twenty-five minutes of them to come. 
 
   "Answer me a bit quicker. This is meant to be a quick fire question and answer exercise. Gawping at me like a stranded fish whilst you take time to get that brain in gear is not good enough. So sharpen up, boy!" 
 
   Around five fifteen Mrs McFarlane pauses for a moment to ask her pupil, "Are you aware you are to be punished by Mrs Lowden today, Brady?" 
 
   "Yes, Miss, Miss Harris told me," the lad replies. 
 
   "Good, I am to witness the punishment. Its a dozen strokes of the cane on your bottom, isn't it?" 
 
   "Yes, Miss." 
 
   "Tell me about these canings you are benefiting from now. I do remember your Aunt Elizabeth bringing up the subject at your Admission Interview but I was called away before it was properly discussed. Even in the 'old' days we did not use the cane at this school. So tell me what happens?" 
 
   "Please, Miss, I am taken up to Mrs Lowden's garden shed at 6 o'clock each Friday afternoon where I bend over her Black & Decker Workmate and I get six strokes of the cane from Miss Harris followed by six strokes from Mrs Chisholm." 
 
   "I see and is the punishment given over your school shorts then?" 
 
   "No, Miss, I am wearing a pair of the thin pink gym knickers I wear in the gym for Mrs Davidson, I remove my school shorts and just wear the gym knickers which are pulled up tightly same as Mrs Davidson does when she whacks my bottom with her leather paddle in the gym." 
 
   "Wearing just the knickers makes the caning worse I presume. More painful, I mean?" asks Mrs McFarlane pursing her lipsticked lips as if she is thinking objectively about the matter. Which perhaps she is…
 
   "Yes, Miss."
 
   "Well your landlady did request that you be caned each Friday afternoon as a reminder of how you failed to perform at your studies when you had the chance. You realise that today Mrs Lowden will give you the full dozen herself?" 
 
   "Er, no, Miss, I thought you would be giving me six strokes." 
 
   "Oh, no, good gracious me, no, I have no authority to use the cane, That's only been given to Miss Harris and her deputy, Mrs Chisholm and the Janitor, Mrs Lowden, because she lends her garden shed for these punishments which are not legally permitted on school premises. Though you will be caned in school today as it's after hours so it will be considered a private punishment. As are, of course, the canings you have from Miss Harris. Now come on let's do some more work to take your mind off the forthcoming caning." 
 
   The next few questions fired out quickly and just as quickly answered, as was the intent, did not take Master Brady's mind off this woman sitting in front of him with her long black nylon clad legs crossed. His next-door neighbour, whom he fancied mainly because he was, and still is, not permitted friendship of females of any age particularly his own age. 
 
   Granted Mrs McFarlane is married and has a ten-year-old daughter Katrina, but as one of the very few females he had contact with, and one who knew his situation, she is special. Even when she instigated this situation and became one of his Mistresses he still fancied her. His first belting from her had been an almost sexy experience. OK, the belt from Mrs McFarlane is no longer exciting. She has used it often enough and hard enough as she became more experienced to rob it of any possible thrill. 
 
   Yet he still fancied the lady and feeling her belt was now just a fact of life. Even though his knees were weak when he saw her raise the belt up over her shoulder preparatory to bring it swishing down hard on his outstretched palms. Mind you the same lady had never sympathised with him over the thrashings Aunt Elizabeth gave him at home. Nor those Reverend Cox gave him in her Vestry at Church. 
 
   At the interview with Miss Harris the Headmistress, and Mrs Chisholm the Deputy Head, when his admission to the school was requested, he had stood at attention in front of his Aunt Elizabeth, who dressed in a black suit, had crossed her black nylon clad legs and drawn up the skirt to almost her stocking tops. Same as she did when she had him across her lap for a thrashing. 
 
   Embarrassed at this plain indication to him of her authority flaunted so plainly for all to see, he had found it difficult to answer the questions of the two school mistresses. Prodded verbally by Aunt Elizabeth he had made himself out to be lazy and careless with his studies. Which was probably true, after all he had sought Aunt Elizabeth's help over that matter, though he had not realised others might also become involved, or the extent to which she would assist with his studies. A curfew and a watchful eye on his studies was all he had intended. Not the rigid, formal system of discipline he now found himself under, and would for many years to come. 
 
   When after Miss Harris had agreed to have him as a pupil, and enlist the help of one or two other dominant ladies, Aunt Elizabeth had asked for a caning of a dozen strokes each Friday afternoon. He had been horrified. Later, when the punishment was agreed, and he found that Miss Harris and Mrs Chisholm would share the application of the cane to his (as agreed) scantily covered rear he was shattered. 
 
   Up to date he had been seven times to Mrs Lowden's garden shed and been soundly caned each time. To find out today that as the two ladies concerned with his caning were to be away from school on a course, Mrs Lowden the Janitor would cane him. It had been a shock. Mrs Lowden's garden shed was not a nice room to visit for punishment. Unhappily, Mrs Lowden's younger daughter, Sally, was studying at his University too. 
 
   The fact he is now in a position to be punished by her mother is a cause for much comment and laughter from that young woman and her friends, both male and female. His former mates were not short of information as to how he is now treated. 
 
   Just a couple of weeks ago, just after six o'clock on a Friday afternoon, having been marched up to Mrs Lowden's house between Miss Harris and Mrs Chisholm, who each had a cane tucked beneath an arm, they had found young Sally sunbathing in the garden. The bikini clad girl had been requested to fetch the garden shed key and unlock the shed for its Friday use. Sally had resumed her sunbathing whilst the caning was administered though it was suspected she had looked in the shed window to watch the punishment. Up to then Sally had been unaware he was caned. 
 
   Another nice little tale to tell friends and Master Brady's former mates... 
 
   That he had yelled out and cried whilst Mrs Chisholm was administering the last six strokes as she always does did not help matters. Twelve of the cane over thin knickers is very painful indeed. Up to now he had not managed to take the thrashing in silence. More so as Mrs Chisholm really lays into him very viciously. Making up for lost time, she tells her friends and colleagues with a wicked smile. Mrs Chisholm had years ago been Brady’s Sunday School Mistress, a position where she had been unable to discipline his laziness. Now he was under strict discipline it was very different.
 
   Like Mrs Lowden, the School Clerk, a young woman of 21, Miss Morag Donaldson, is also permitted to belt him. So far he had had that pleasure only once, and that only a couple of strokes. Somewhat sappy strokes as the young woman is not proficient with a belt. Unfortunately, like others, she would improve. 
 
   Mrs McFarlane continued with her questions until 5.55 pm when she closed the book and having replaced it in her cupboard proceeded to put on fresh make up. Master Brady regarded her long legs and classy figure, the waist accentuated by the slim grey skirt and wide black belt. Brady decided tawse or no tawse he still fancies her. She was after all the only woman he had close contact with. 
 
   Aunt Elizabeth's stricture regarding no mixing with females put the tin lid on any getting to know either young, middle aged or even older ladies. Unless in the category of friends of landlady. Friends, of course, knew his position and thus thought very little of him. 
 
   "Right, my lad, passage and then forward to the door - smartly now!" The order from his schoolmistress had him facing the door quickly and soon the pair were marching smartly towards the store room where that redoubtable lady had not long finished instructing her cleaners. Dressed in her black uniform, white blouse and tie Mrs Lowden was just straightening a stocking seam, right leg up on a box as she smoothed the black nylon. She intended to look the part for this caning. 
 
   Having knocked and opened the door Mrs McFarlane intimated the arrival of the punishee and to be truthful reluctant witness. 
 
   "Good, I'm ready for him, just accompany me to Miss Harris's study whilst I fetch a suitable cane, please." 
 
   The black door with the gold lettering intimating the room belonged to Lesley Anne Harris, M.A. (HONS), Headmistress, was not an unfamiliar sight to Master Brady. He had been to ‘see’ Miss Harris on quite a few occasions, none of them pleasant. Young blonde of 35 she may well be but she is also strict and prone to use her belt. The worst visits were when Mrs Chisholm was present with her belt and about to use it instead of Brady being punished by Miss Harris. There was no comparison between the two women when it came to beltings. An extra heavy Lochgelly ‘Special’, Mrs Chisholm's tawse is the worst in the school, which as far as Mrs Chisholm is concerned is very much intentional. 
 
   She knows Master Brady fears her more than any other mistress in the school. That she has the boy for a couple of periods each week is highly satisfactory. 
 
   Mrs Lowden a grey haired, short and stoutish, white-faced woman is not one you would expect to be either belting or caning a pupil. Not when she is the Janitor, but then many peculiar things can happen and this is one of those things. It is rumoured that Mrs Lowden is bald and that the steel grey hair caught up in a neat ponytail is a wig. 
 
   Unlocking the Head's door Mrs Lowden went inside and seconds later came out with a cane Brady recognised as the one normally used by Mrs Chisholm. The most painful of the canes Miss Harris kept in her high cupboard. Obviously Mrs Lowden had been tipped off by Mrs Chisholm as to which cane to choose. 
 
   Giving the rattan an ominous swish Mrs Lowden relocked the Head's door and ordered, "This cane will do nicely. Come along, we are going to the staff room for this." 
 
   Brady marching between the two ladies listened to the squelch, squelch of Mrs Lowden's thick rubber soled shoes and the click, clock of Mrs McFarlane's high heels as they proceeded smartly to the staff room. Mrs McFarlane's fresh make up and the scent of her perfume was the only nice thing in the corridor as they made for the designated place of punishment. 
 
   Fear caused that squiggly, airy feeling up between Brady's bum cheeks and a lovely set of goose pimples. A feeling which often preceded punishment. A normal feeling at 6pm on a Friday these days and not abated in any way this week. 
 
   The staff room door impatiently opened by Mrs Lowden, she ordered, "Inside and strip Brady!" Mrs McFarlane's perfume filled the room as the boy stripped smartly. This stripping down to the thin knickers was by now a thing he could do quickly as he had done it quite a few times for the schoolmistresses. 
 
   To say nothing of Mrs Lorraine Davidson his gym mistress. Five foot one inch of sheer dynamite was Mrs Davidson and to have a dozen strokes of that lady's leather paddle, whilst bent up and over the gym horse wearing these special knickers was a very painful experience indeed. However at the moment Mrs Davidson was not uppermost in his mind, though she had been the instigator of the special knickers for gym. Of more concern was a certain Janitor being assisted by Mrs McFarlane in clearing the centre of the staff room floor and placing a sturdy tea and coffee stained table in place there. Brady had commenced gym lessons with Mrs Davidson, before later his 'Grandma' took over. He now looked back wistfully to those lessons with Mrs Davidson, but that is not a tale for now. 
 
   "Right, boy, over to the table and stand to attention facing it at this side." Mrs Lowden tapped her cane on the table edge indicating where she wished the punishee to stand. At attention Brady watches whilst the Janitor removes her jacket and tie, opens her shirt neck and rolls up her white shirtsleeves well above her elbows. The lady means business evidently. 
 
   "Tighten up those knickers, pull them RIGHT UP, boy!" the lady yells almost making Brady jump out of them at her shrill tone. "Yes, Ma'am," he replies pulling up the thin material until the nylon is tight fitting across his bum. 
 
   Mrs Lowden is addressed as ‘Ma'am’ as she is not a school mistress and so does not get the obligatory ‘Miss’ which the teachers here, married or single, receive from pupils. 
 
   "Bend over and grasp the far edge. Brady!" comes the again shrilly shouted order. "Remain holding that edge during the caning." 
 
   Duly bent across the tabletop Brady feels the knickers tightened up again this time by Mrs Lowden herself. Her palm smoothes across the raspy nylon a couple of times on each bum cheek making sure there are no creases nor any slackness in the taut nylon. This is quite usual and is done by Mrs Chisholm on other Friday afternoons. No way would Master Brady's chief tormentress do other than satisfy herself the caning would be felt to its maximum efficacy. The action, no matter who is doing it, and Mrs Davidson does the same, makes for another funny feeling. That of the anticipatory shiver as the bum seems to expand ready for the cane. "Like a ripe peach," Mrs Davidson had once laughingly said to a colleague before she commenced to thrash that peach. 
 
   Mrs Lorraine Davidson had instigated the shocking pink knickers on the premise that Brady's wearing of them at gym class would make him stand out. More to the point, in his estimation, was that the lady relished the thin knicker nylon, which gave no protection from a fast descending leather paddle, when she was tanning his bottom bent across her bloody vaulting horse. 
 
   Satisfied, Mrs Lowden steps away and takes the cane from one of the chairs swishing it noisily through the air behind the punishee's back. A twofold purpose is met by swishing the rattan a few times. It gives the caner a feel for her instrument and visibly makes the nates of the punishee contract in dread anticipation. It is pure psychological torture. 
 
   Stepping into position Mrs Lowden measures her cane across the man's bottom and asks, almost sweetly, "You know why you are to be caned, don't you, boy?" 
 
   "Yes, Ma'am," replies an already quaking Master Brady. 
 
   "You might just care to inform Mrs McFarlane and myself of why then," the Janitor goes on to ask. 
 
   "For slacking and not passing all my exams at University, Ma'am" comes the answer. 
 
   "Who ordered the weekly canings then, Brady?" 
 
   "My Aunt, Miss Kermath, Ma'am." 
 
   "With the consent of your Auntie Margaret and Uncle James?" 
 
   "Yes. Ma'am." Though to be truthful Uncle James does what his wife says in all things and was not even consulted about these punishments. Mrs McFarlane would at least be aware of Uncle's position in the household of a dominant wife. The boy suspects Mrs Lowden also knows the score there as she goes to the same church and Aunt Margaret makes it all too obvious she is the boss lady. But, no doubt, if asked Uncle James would say he consented. What else would he say after all? 
 
   He sees the damage each week at bath time each Friday, when he washes Brady's hair, whilst the boy is in the bath. So seeing the weals as he strips to get into the bath and seeing the pained wincing as the lad sits down in the hot water, 'Uncle' must consent to the punishment being carried out. 
 
   He sometimes says, "That's a real mess the ladies have made of your bottom, boy. Really stripy it is. I can always see the marked difference between the headmistresses and Mrs Chisholm's strokes. The minister's wife's are darker and wider weals, not surprising really.”
 
   To have to submit to being bathed by an adult in the form of Uncle James is not nice either. Especially since Brady had asked his landlady to assist with his studies since he rather fancied her. Though a much older lady, she was still very attractive. He had rather envisaged her caring towards him, imposing a curfew and then watching over him while he studied. He had not even contemplated her husband coming back to stay, or the rest of the discipline. 
 
   But there was worse with the bathing regime, Aunt Margaret had arranged for Uncle James, as Brady now addressed him, to use a large measure of liquid from a dark green bottle. This is added to the bath water each time. This concoction is specially prepared by a chemist friend of Aunt Elizabeth's, who is Miss Elizabeth Dakers, the pharmacist and owner of the local chemist shop. A lady whom Master Brady must ask for personally to attend to him whenever he is sent to obtain the dark green bottles ordered for him. The dark green and the lighter green bottle of shampoo Uncle James uses for him. 
 
   The liquid from both preparations stings like fury especially over the caned area. "You'll think you've just been caned or tawsed again and MUCH HARDER, my lad, once you are in your bath and for some goodly time afterwards I'll guarantee you," boasts the young lady chemist. Undoubtedly whatever is in the bottle does. Just as the lady promised, or was it threatened? 
 
   The effect on his private area is also extremely nippy to say the very least. Especially as Uncle pulls back the foreskin to make it more nippy. "This concoction of Miss Daker's reaches the parts other concoctions do not," says a laughing Uncle James as he draws back his nephew's foreskin, so as the abominable sting will get to the tender flesh underneath. "Must have under there clean anyway even if you are not wanking, which we make damned sure YOU ARE NOT. Neither will you be my lad!” It is odd to Brady how cruel other men can be when they see him dominated by the females in his life. Why do they not have any empathy for his predicament he thinks to himself? 
 
   The shampoo mixed from much the same ingredients stings and nips atrociously. Combined with the hard rubbing Uncle James always gives his head. Brady having been well warned to keep his eyes tight shut is anything but a happy lad. But then he is not meant to be happy. Even on the bath nights Uncle does not use the big scrubbing brush. 
 
   Feeling the cane measured across his bum Brady looks up to see that Mrs McFarlane has walked over to the window and is looking out fixedly. Divorcing herself as far as possible from the punishment about to commence. Her long seamed black nylon clad legs usually enough to take Brady's mind off current events not succeeding on this occasion. 
 
   "Ready, Brady?"asks Mrs Lowden still quite sweetly. 
 
   "Yyyeeess Mmmaaa'aaammm," comes the rather shaky reply to a stupid question. What person is ever ready for a caning? Or, more to the point who is ever ready for any punishment? 
 
   "Right then, one dozen cuts, which I shall administer in two lots of six giving you a short respite between each set of strokes". The cane is tapped smartly a few times across the proffered nates again to get the striking point as the punishee acknowledges the punishment decreed. 
 
   Swish - CRACK! The first stroke lands neatly across the previously measured line and the lad's right leg bends up as the sting of the cut bites into his bum. Mrs Lowden having kept her upper arm against her body had taken her cane back just a short distance and brought it down with a flick of her wrist to impart the necessary STING. This lady has caned before, any onlooker would agree. 
 
   "Keep your legs STILL, BOY!" shouts Mrs Lowden as she measures for her second stroke. 
 
   Swish - CRACK! This time the woman raises the cane higher and sweeps it swishily across her target. The assaulted bottom wriggles as the nates contract with the pain of the cut. "YYeee000owwww! howls the boy and Mrs Lowden smiles thinly and congratulates herself on achieving a vocal reaction in only a couple of cuts. Had not Mrs Chisholm informed her to the effect Miss Harris did not obtain such a reaction until she had administered four cuts. Mrs Chisholm, of course, got a vocal reaction with her very first stroke as in reality it was the seventh cut of normal Friday punishment. 
 
   Swish - CRACK! Stroke number three, from a well-drawn back arm brings a deeper convulsion and a more decided wriggle from the target. "Yow, wow, vyvveeeeeehhhhh oooowwwwwl.” 
 
   The next three cuts were laid on with gusto and evoked howls, which the staff room walls were unaccustomed to hearing. Clink of tea and coffee cups and teacher's chatter was more normal for these walls ears. 
 
   After the sixth cut Mrs Lowden enquires of Mrs McFarlane, "As I am unaccustomed to giving a caning shall we say eighteen strokes on this occasion and bare bottom for the rest so as they count more and I wish to see properly what I am doing?" 
 
   Mrs McFarlane gasped and turned from the window to face the Janitor. White and drawn faced she replied, "I should say NOT, Mrs Lowden. In my opinion a dozen is far too many never mind adding to it. And from where I was standing you seemed to be doing very well if, as you say, you are unaccustomed to caning." 
 
   Mrs Lowden, annoyed, throws the cane down on the floor, shouts, "Have it your own way!" and flounces out of the room in a high dudgeon. Actually, if the truth be known, this is not her first caning as she has caned both of her daughters over the years and still ‘tickles’ young Yvonne up, when that young lady steps too far out of line. 
 
   Mrs McFarlane coming around behind her pupil pulls down the knickers to knee height and looks at the striated bottom and the fast rising six tram line weals and runs an exploratory finger across the ridges. 
 
   "Ow, wow, ow!" exclaims Master Brady, pulling his bum away, as his mistresses' finger runs over the pained area again. 
 
   "You'd better stand up, boy and let me see your bottom properly -STAND UP!" barks the teacher. 
 
   Brady gets to his feet with a groan and is immediately surprised and horrified as Mrs McFarlane completes the job of taking down his knickers, straight down to his ankles without so much as a warning. Immediately her cupped right palm runs over the punished cheeks making her pupil yowl and rise to his tiptoes with the added pain. 
 
   "Good grief, that's a real mess it must be very sore and you've only had just half the punishment, six strokes to come yet,” says the astonished mistress never having seen the immediate effects of the cane. Brady, who had felt a number of previous canings, wishes to say he can count to twelve and knows only too well he has still six more cuts to get. His mental arithmetic has progressed that far! 
 
   Mrs McFarlane walks around the table and studies the lad's face riven as it is with tears. "I'd like to give you some comfort, Brady, though I know that's not intended or advisable in the middle of a punishment." Coming back and insinuating herself between desk and pupil she lands a kiss from these red lipsticked lips full on Master Brady's mouth, much to his surprise. 
 
   Then moving quickly around behind her pupil once more and having noted that his member is hard the lady stands behind him and putting both arms around him, pressing her body hard into his back, takes the engorged penis in her right hand and commences to manipulate it lustily. Why not after all she is rather short on sex at home and Mr McFarlane is not providing much excitement nowadays. Why not have some fun here with a lad who cannot say no to her ministrations? Nor tell his relations either…
 
   "I'll give you some fun to lighten up the afternoon a bit," says the perfumed woman letting her hand fly as fast as she can. The lad wonders if his schoolmistress is perhaps a bit short of sexual activity at home. Has she taken leave of her senses wanking him off in the staff room? Worse, in the midst of a caning given by another staff female. Mr McFarlane must have given her Miss Katrina ten years ago, so they must have sex. Or did then obviously. 
 
   "Ohhhh, Miss!" groans Master Brady as the teacher's hand brings him almost to ejaculation. "000hhhh!' Ooohhhlthh, MMisssss!" as he teeters on the edge of bliss and the teacher's flying fingers bring him to culmination before he can stop himself. He is in full flow, his semen spurting across the table before a surprised mistress drops the quickly deflating penis from her hand. This he realises suddenly is his next-door neighbour and one of his schoolmistresses. Masturbation or any such, even touching of his member, is strictly forbidden by Aunt Elizabeth and is a serious offence if caught. And one does not pull the wool over Aunt Elizabeth's eyes. She was not born yesterday and somehow seems to know BOYS only too well. 
 
   Mrs McFarlane, although much older than Brady, is still very nice looking and as female company is completely denied the youth he has a crush on her anyway. This interlude is therefore to be savoured. 
 
   "Goodness gracious, I didn't intend to go this far, boy!" exclaims Mrs McFarlane, whipping out a wisp of cloth, an apology for a handkerchief and starting to wipe the table. 
 
   The door squeaks on it's hinges noisily as Mrs Lowden flings it open on her return, still fuming at Mrs McFarlane's refusal to permit an extended punishment. The squelching of her rubber soles not heard by the guilty pair now confronted with a surprised and seemingly disgusted woman. Entering the room she stops dead in her tracks. She just cannot believe her eyes. The scene beggars description but is really right up her alley at this particular moment in time. Oh, yes, INDEED! 
 
   "Oh my, my. What have we here then? Do my eyes deceive me or has there been some goings on here which is very much against school regulations?” Mrs Lowden pretends horror as she approaches the table and tentatively puts a finger into the slimy mess on the table. She smells the finger before wiping it on her skirt. 
 
   "Well, well, Mrs McFarlane I would never have thought it of you. Too strait laced by far I would have said to descend to doing that!" The sardonic grin on the Janitor's face as she speaks just has to be seen. 
 
   "He's not an ordinary male, Mrs Lowden, surely you can agree that," moans Mrs McFarlane still cleaning up with her inadequate handkerchief. 
 
   "Granted, Mrs Schoolmarm, and that is why he is to have another dozen cuts on his bare bottom. Because he is not an ordinary male and I know his aunt will not object if I give him them. Do you still object to that course of action Mrs McFarlane?" The Janitor glared at her superior knowing full well the mistress could not deny her now. 
 
   "Er, no, of course not, Madam," agrees a contrite Mrs McFarlane as Mrs Lowden orders, "You, boy, step right out of those silly knickers, which Mrs McFarlane has so kindly taken down for us, and get over that table smart as you like, Brady. You are having the next twelve strokes bare, so there is no excuse for any further shenanigans. Leading your teacher astray, by Jove, what a stupid naughty boy you are and how richly you deserve every stroke I am to give you. Ready, boy?" 
 
   Brady again across the staff room table answers in a quavering affirmative. "Yes. Ma'am". Another dozen strokes all because of Mrs McFarlane and her thoughtlessness. Could she not have waited until they were back in her own room? There she could have done as she wished in privacy having locked her classroom door. Cane strokes that would be so much more painful now he had released his ejaculate, as any reader will well know, if he has been thrashed after an ejaculation. Much needed though it was, for it was most rare that his load was removed, and when it was it was not in such a pleasant fashion, though he would now pay an extreme price for this brief moment of respite. It had been three months since Uncle James had last been told by Aunt Margaret, "You'd better empty his balls for him!" 
 
   No pleasure in that. He had been ordered out into the back yard, had his trousers dropped before Uncle James donned a large pair of garden gloves and roughly jerked him off. Except he couldn't erect at first, so, right there in the back garden, in the frost, he got his backside tanned until he eventually managed a dribble. No pleasure in that. 
 
   Picking up the discarded cane Mrs. Lowden swishes it joyfully through the air a few times and, for Mrs. McFarlane's benefit, bent it almost double. "I intend to make this cane really sing, believe me I do," and with a wry humour adds, "And you will sing for me, my lad, as I'll make this cane really STING NOW!" 
 
   A curtain is mercifully drawn over the next ten excruciating minutes in the staff room as Mrs Lowden goes to town with the swishy cane on a certain bare bottom whilst Mrs McFarlane looks steadfastly out of the window as the howls, shouts and the swish, crack of the singing, stinging cane wash around the disgraced mistress like a flood tide. The agreement of Mrs McFarlane to Mrs Lowden keeping her mouth shut in exchange for increasing the punishment, as the Janitor had originally wanted to do, would stand for all time. The Janitor, Mrs McFarlane knew, held her reputation in hands, which were presently soundly thrashing a howling stupid youth. But was he, in fact, as stupid as she had been? Mrs McFarlane doubted it. What had come over her? Perhaps she should be the one being caned over the incident 
 
   The upshot was, by tacit agreement, whenever Mrs Lowden was detailed to do the caning; Mrs McFarlane would be the witness. The caning would be a minimum of 18 cuts on a bare bottom. No arguments. The accent on the word minimum was possibly a pointer for the future. Master Brady well aware that Aunt Elizabeth would revel in the fact he had received eighteen strokes. Particularly as they have been given by Mrs Lowden whom, rightly or wrongly, his Aunt considers one of lower class. But not so low as to be considered unfit to punish one naughty lodger. 
 
   A chastened Master Brady returned home accompanied by his schoolmistress to be greeted by a waiting Aunt Elizabeth. A swift explanation from Mrs McFarlane regarding the necessity for eighteen strokes of the cane due to Mrs Lowden's inexperience is received with equanimity. 
 
   "Yes, I did think you were a shade later in returning than I would have expected. But in a very good cause, I'm sure. I am not complaining -you, my lad - get inside and report to your Uncle in the boxroom. He will start supervising your homework. I am sure you have plenty as usual to keep you occupied over the weekend. Gone are the days when you came home late of a Friday evening a few too many beers under your belt and pretended to me that you had been studying late." 
 
   Master Brady on his way inside hears Mrs McFarlane inform his Aunt that she has ordered an algebra exercise to be repeated in addition to the homework she has set for the weekend. 
 
   "Fine, Jane, I would not wish to think that you would be allowing him away with presenting any old tripe to you in class. I hope you punished him for the errors." 
 
   "Having to do it again is the punishment," replied Jane McFarlane, "but I've threatened six of the best with my extra heavy Lochgelly tawse on Monday if I'm not happy with the reworked version. I do intend to keep that threat, Elizabeth." 
 
   "Good for you, Jane, I am very pleased to note you are so strict with him. It is after all what he requires and what we envisaged for him. A good strict routine enforced by all." 
 
   If only Aunt Elizabeth knew what had transpired between her next door neighbour and her 'nephew' not so long ago, she may not have been so pleased with, at least, some of his school activities. Even although he was not to blame, Aunt Elizabeth could easily work around to the position where he WAS TO BLAME. How could she possibly blame a nice lady like Jane McFarlane? And (for the readers) had Mrs Lowden not said as much herself before she recommenced the caning? 
 
   If a Punishment Book entry were to be made there is no doubt Brady would be down on the page as having led his Mistress astray. The increased punishment entered would add credence to that seeming simple fact. The entry signed by both ladies would be accepted as the whole truth and nothing but the truth. Who could, after all, say them nay? 
 
   In any event Master Brady presumes the incident or anything even remotely similar is unlikely to happen again. Mrs McFarlane has had the shock of her life and he has had a damned good thrashing over the head of it. 
 
   You can follow Brady’s tale in Derek Brady at Home, in Volume 3


 
   
  
 




 
    A Blissful Marriage
 
   Chapter 2

By Nick
 
    
 
   Harriet's mother Elizabeth, was due to visit on Tuesday, her second since they were married, and Richard was expected to pick her up at the airport about noon. In her late 50's and now retired from two careers, first a twenty-year hitch as an officer and lawyer in the Marine Corps, and then fifteen years as a judge in the San Francisco Bay area, Elizabeth rotated her time between her own home and her two now-married children, Harriet and Harriett's older sister Gwen. Elizabeth made it her mission to help keep order in her adult children's homes; her frequent visits to her daughters were to insure that their homes were neat and clean, and their husbands attentive and helping in every way. Both daughters worked in high-level, high-stress, high-paying jobs, and needed their husbands to take care of all the household duties they didn't have time for. Elizabeth made it a point on her visit to make a thorough inspection of the house and the spouses, making sure that everything was running smoothly for her daughter. Richard was expected to take care of his mother-in-law and stand by to correct any deficiencies she noted.
 
    
 
   Richard's plan was to work in the morning from his home office, take the afternoon off and then he could bring her home and get her settled in. What he hadn't counted on were two things. First was the traffic jam on the way to the airport, caused, he found out 30 minutes later, by a car fire when he eventually passed it. Secondly, when he tried to make up for the lost time, the traffic cop that pulled him over and wasted another 20 minutes before he could get on the road again. Adding to the misery was the $250 the ticket was going to cost him.
 
    
 
   He called Elizabeth on his cell phone and told her he was running late, and asked her to please just wait at outside the arrival section. When he eventually found her standing at the curb, looking more elegant in her tailored suit than most any other air traveller, she was looking at her watch and impatiently watching the traffic that crawled by. He beeped the horn, pulled over, and jumped out of the car.
 
    
 
   "Hi, Mother," he called. "Sorry I'm so late."
 
    
 
   "I've been waiting for more than 45 minutes," she said, unsmiling. "What was the problem?"
 
    
 
   "Nothing serious," he said as he heaved her suitcases into the trunk. "There was a traffic jam right after I left the office. An accident that tied up traffic for more than a mile."
 
    
 
   "Well," she said. "I had to carry these myself all the way from the baggage pickup."
 
    
 
   "Sorry," he apologized. "It couldn't be helped. Get in. We'll go home and you can have a drink and take it easy." He leaned over, gave her a kiss on the cheek, and opened the door for her.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth was more or less an older and somewhat stockier version of Harriet, the same height, but probably weighing ten or fifteen pounds more. It was clear that Harriet got her direct take-charge personality, as well as her occasional bursts of temper from her mother. Elizabeth's hair was blonde with streaks of gray, pulled back in a bun, and she was tanned, like Harriet, from lots of summertime outside activities. She still played a superb game of tennis, and that as well as walking, gardening, and the gym kept her very fit. 
 
    
 
   She had always insisted that Richard call her "Mother" except on formal occasions when he was expected to use Captain Seymour, Judge Seymour, or Ma'am. If he were going to be part of the family, she said, he had better get used to acting like he was her own son. So he acquiesced to her demands and it was now firmly ingrained. Even before he and Harriet married, Elizabeth made herself very much in charge with Richard, often treating him like her own son rather than the grown-up man he was. But that was the way she was with all the men in her life. She gave orders and expected them to be followed.
 
    
 
   When Richard got back in the car he was dismayed to find his mother-in-law studying the ticket he had just gotten. He had meant to hide it in the glove box, but in his haste to get to the airport had left it sitting on the passenger seat.
 
    
 
   "What's this?"  she asked. "A traffic ticket? For speeding?"
 
    
 
   Richard looked straight ahead, starting the car. "Yes, that's what it is."
 
    
 
   Elizabeth nodded her head, still studying the ticket. "So that's why you're late. Look at the time - 11:55 am. Just when you were supposed to be here." She turned it over. "And look at this: $250. Unless you want to contest it. Will you contest it, Richard?"
 
    
 
   "No, I guess not." He pulled away from the curb, studiously looking in his outside mirror.
 
    
 
   "Oh. So you were speeding." Elizabeth took a deep breath and pulled on her seat belt. She was silent while Richard negotiated the airport traffic.  
 
    
 
   "What time will Harriet be home?"
 
    
 
   "I think she has a conference with her staff this evening, so she won't be home until late."
 
    
 
   "I'll give her a call now." Elizabeth took her phone out of her purse. In a moment she had the connection, but as usual Harriet was busy and Elizabeth had to leave a message. "Hi, dear. It's me. I just got picked up at the airport. Richard was late and got a speeding ticket on the way over for $250, so I'm going to take care of business as soon as we get home. Just thought you'd like to know. So, see you tonight. I'll wait up."
 
    
 
   Elizabeth settled back for the ride to home, now seemingly calmed down. "Tell me how you've been, Richard. It's been a long time since we visited. Two months, right? How are you and Harriet doing?"
 
    
 
   And for the rest of the journey she kept up a steady stream of chatter, which Richard listened to, but kept in the back of his mind that they would be home in half an hour. Elizabeth was so much like Harriet, sometimes.
 
    
 
   At home Richard carried her suitcases inside and set them down when Elizabeth told him to make her a drink. He quickly mixed the tall Scotch and water, and handed it to her, then took the suitcases upstairs to the guest room while she followed. When he put them on the stands he turned to face her. "Shall I put your things away?" he asked.
 
    
 
   "Of course." She watched him open the two suitcases and then kicked off her shoes, sat in the big chair with her drink directing him while he unpacked her clothes, putting them away in the dresser or hanging them up in the closet. At the end he took her toiletries to the attached bathroom, then put her suitcases away in the closet.
 
    
 
   "I'm going to change into something more comfortable," she announced. "Bring my red shorts and that peasant blouse."
 
    
 
   While he found the clothes she wanted she got up and took off her suit, shirt, bra, and pantyhose she travelled in and dropped them on the floor. "Hang those up," she said, "pantyhose and bra to the laundry for hand washing, and put the shoes away. Bring me my brown clogs." Despite her age her breasts were still gorgeous, larger than Harriet's and showing no signs of droop. She wore bikini panties that barely covered her ample but firm bottom. Richard could not help but glance at her as he handed her the clothes she asked for.
 
    
 
   "You're staring at me, and that's insolence. You know better."
 
    
 
   "Yes, Mother. I'm sorry."
 
    
 
   After buttoning her blouse except for the top one so her cleavage showed, she looked in the dresser mirror and brushed her hair back out of her face. "Let's go to your room. It's time to pay the piper. I'm going to punish you now for your lateness at the airport."
 
    
 
   She led the way out of her room and down the hall to his changing room. "One of the reasons my daughters like me to come and stay is so that I can administer those punishments that need to be inflicted right when the offence occurs. That way you connect the crime with the punishment, unlike the case where you might wait for the next weekend and forget all about it. That's one of the fundamentals of training, Richard."
 
    
 
   They reached his room and went inside.
 
    
 
   "But the traffic jam really wasn't my fault, Mother," he protested quietly when they got inside.
 
    
 
   "Yes, I heard you say that before," she said. "But even if the traffic jam wasn't your fault, you still have to take responsibility. I learned when I was in the Marines to be responsible for all my actions, even though I had no direct control over them. You've been married how long Richard?"
 
    
 
   "Almost six months, Mother."
 
    
 
   "You been in training with Harriet and me for nearly three years. You should know that when things go wrong, you have to take responsibility, even if it's an accident." She paused. And," she added, "the speeding ticket and the attempted cover-up are not really accidents, right?"
 
    
 
   He reluctantly agreed. "Well, I should have told you the truth from the beginning."
 
    
 
    "Then accept the fact that you deserve a good hiding and that you're going to get one now." 
 
    
 
   Richard was resigned and compliant. "Yes, Mother," he said quietly, "You're right, as usual."
 
    
 
   Elizabeth bristled. "I don't need that attitude, Richard. Get your clothes off. Now."
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am." Richard complied quickly. In a moment he was naked, and despite his nudity in front of his mother-in-law, he did this without any show of self-consciousness. He had been taught that nakedness before his wife or mother-in-law was a natural state of affairs. No slinking, slouching or shyness was tolerated. He was expected to display an attitude of complete acceptance of his status, with no erections in front of his mother-in-law - he was also expected to be in control and a gentleman at all times. And the word now, with that special emphasis meant he was under orders, and she was Captain, Judge, or ma'am from now on. 
 
    
 
   Elizabeth took the naked Richard by the ear and marched him down the hall and then into the master bedroom. "Stand here." She positioned him with his nose to the mirror so he stood away from the mirror a good distance with his feet spread farther than shoulder width. In this position, with hands on hips, he had to bend far over to touch his nose to the glass and this made his bottom poke out nicely. Elizabeth had always liked to put the subject she was about to discipline in a position of anticipation - getting them mentally prepared for the beating they were about to receive.
 
    
 
   She noted the fading marks of his Saturday's discipline on his bottom, and touched him there with one finger. "Recent correction? What instrument?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am. The strap, as is usual for a weekly session."
 
    
 
   She walked into the closet and looked at the array of tools hanging there. "Well then, let's do something different. How about this?" She picked up a wooden hairbrush. "Do you like the hairbrush, Richard?"
 
    
 
   "Whatever you think is best, ma'am. The hairbrush is very effective, being so hard and all."
 
    
 
   "Well, that's good enough for me." She came back into the bedroom and closed the door. "I think an old-fashioned punishment is in order. Over mother's knee with the hairbrush."
 
    
 
   She moved deliberately, not rushing things, letting Richard hold his position for a decent length of time. She took a straight-backed chair and set it in the middle of the room, walked into Harriet's bathroom and came back with a bath towel. Finally, after surveying the room, she walked over to Richard and took a hard grip on his right ear, pulling him erect and away from the door. She led him over to the chair, let go of his ear, sat down, and put the towel over her lap.
 
    
 
   "Over my lap, Richard. Bottom up, legs slightly spread."
 
    
 
   With a brief sigh of expectation he obediently bent over her lap and positioned himself snugly in place. He felt her firm thighs under his stomach. He put his hands on the floor and let his toes touch down on the other side. She put the palm of her left hand firmly between his shoulders, not forcing him down but just letting him know she was in control. She looked at her left hand, tanned and strong, fingers spread, ring sparkling. Then she gazed at his buttocks, white with streaks of pink left by the strap, a man's well-muscled bottom cheeks, but still smooth and silky to the touch, impertinent hillocks requiring the stroke of the hairbrush to draw out their quivering respect. She tapped the hairbrush lightly against them at their fullest, meatiest part, the part she intended to begin with.
 
    
 
   "It's been a few months since I've spanked you, hasn't it, Richard? But some things don't change. You're a mite heavier now than you used to be, but you still need the paddle regularly, don't you?" She continued the light tapping with the hairbrush, and felt him tense himself in anticipation.
 
    
 
   "Relax, Richard."
 
    
 
   "Yes, Ma'am." Richard felt himself falling into a dreamy state.
 
    
 
   "Do you remember the first time I took you over my knee, Richard?"
 
    
 
   "Yes. It was the time I spoke disrespectfully to you."
 
    
 
   "How embarrassed you were, trying to hide your privates from me when I took down your pants and put you over! Well, things have changed in that regard, haven't they Richard? You still get a regular tanning on bare ass whenever you deserve it, but now you take your position without fuss or resistance. You know you deserve a good hiding and you're going to do your best to take it like a man, aren't you?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am." 
 
   The tapping got just a little harder. "Why did you need to be strapped last Saturday?"
 
    
 
   He was expected to answer all her questions in full. "For a poor job of cleaning and a small misunderstanding about watching TV, ma'am."
 
    
 
   "Oh, a small misunderstanding? An untruth? A white lie? A harmless prevarication? You seem to have picked up some bad habits lately about communication. And your cleaning skills still need work. I must tell you, Harriet and I are determined that you will improve dramatically while I'm here. You're going to have a long session with the hairbrush now, and this weekend you're going to get your regular discipline session, which might have some extras. Now remember: hands and feet stay on the floor. No clenching of the cheeks. Stay on my lap and in position; keep your bottom up and out. Offer up, Richard. That's it, relaxed and receptive. Presentation is everything, Richard, and I expect you to hold position until I release you. Understand? You know you deserve a good thrashing, don't you Richard?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am," he muttered thickly.
 
    
 
   "Request your punishment, please."
 
    
 
   Richard cleared his throat and thought for a moment. "Mother, please give me my deserved spanking."
 
    
 
   "And why is it deserved?"
 
    
 
   "For getting a speeding ticket and arriving late at the airport."
 
    
 
   "And what else?"
 
    
 
   Richard couldn't think fast enough to satisfy Elizabeth. The light tapping was interrupted. The first stroke came hard and vicious on the center of his left cheek and filled the room with the sound of Vermont hardwood on flesh. WHAP! Richard took a sharp intake of breath with the shock.
 
    
 
   "For lying," Elizabeth said. She tapped some more, going all around the circle of his bottom. WHAP! The second hard stroke was square on his right cheek. "And what else?"
 
    
 
   Richard could only gasp again.
 
    
 
   WHAP! The third was on his left cheek. "For your insolence toward me."
 
    
 
   WHAP! The fourth was on his right cheek.
 
    
 
   "No clenching, Richard. Keep your buttocks relaxed and ready. You must accept each stroke. It's for your own good." Now she slowly and methodically spanked his backside with the solid hairbrush, alternating the two cheeks at random, sometimes catching both right in the center, leaving three or four seconds between strokes, making sure his bottom was relaxed and positioned correctly before delivering the next stroke. She kept the force as steady as possible making each blow exactly as hard as the previous. After two minutes of this she gradually picked up the tempo, now going to the tops of his thighs as well, especially as he began to kick his legs in pain.
 
    
 
   She had been silent during the slow warm-up but now she began to scold and cajole as the hairbrush beat a steady rhythm on his rump, compressing the flesh where it fell, then bouncing away, leaving a brief outline of the oval head. "You've picked up this lying habit, Richard."
 
    
 
   WHAP! WHAP!
 
    
 
   "Harriet told me about last Saturday. And then again today, the first moment I see you, you conveniently forget to tell me about the ticket."
 
    
 
   WHAP! WHAP!
 
    
 
   "That's the same as a lie, Richard. A lie of omission. I think we have to clear the air here and now."
 
    
 
   WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
 
    
 
   Now Richard, his buttocks still tender from his recent strapping, began to writhe in pain, and beg his mother-in-law to stop. "Please Mother! Ow, that hurts! I'm sorry! Please! I won't do it again!"
 
    
 
   But there was no mercy from the senior disciplinarian, the retired military officer, the stern judge. "No, Richard, that's not nearly enough. You have to learn to be honest and forthright at all times." She would not stop until Richard showed the white feather. And she knew, from years of experience that would not be until he was crying real, uncontrollable tears. Only then, she knew, would his remorse be real. She never settled on a fixed number of strokes or length of time for her discipline, but kept going until her sufferer capitulated. And she leaned into her task, urging the young husband to take his punishment like a man.
 
    
 
   "Remain still, Richard. Feet on the floor. Keep in position. Bottom up. Offer to me."
 
    
 
   WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! The spanks came as rapidly as she could swing her arm.
 
    
 
   And finally the tears came in huge, wracking, sobs, and she knew she had accomplished her task. She kept on for several more minutes while the tears gushed out. Then she stopped and lay the hairbrush on his back while she massaged his buttocks with her strong fingers.
 
    
 
   "All right, Richard. All right," she soothed. "You're all right. We're done with the first part."
 
    
 
   "Oh, oh, oh," he whimpered. "I'm sorry! I'm sorry about everything at the airport, and the ticket! I'm sorry! Please, no more!"
 
    
 
   "I'm sure you are sorry." She picked up the hairbrush. "Let's remember that for a long time. This will help you immeasurably. We're now going to correct you for your insolence. Fifty more strokes."
 
    
 
   Now came fifty more strokes of the hairbrush. She reached back and drove the first twenty with an uppercut motion landing where the thigh and buttock meet. Needless to say, Richard was in deep agony, turning and twisting on her lap, desperately trying to get away from the hairbrush; yet knowing he should stay in position. Elizabeth responded by pressing down forcefully with her left hand, and moving her right leg out from under Richard to clamp down on top of both legs. "Hold still!" she cried, "or it's going to be extra! Offer up! Present!"
 
    
 
   Then twenty more peppered all over both cheeks, Elizabeth using her full arm motion to put hard, driving strokes that caused Richard to almost fall off her lap. Then the final ten delivered exactly in the same spot, dead center on his bottom. These last had him blubbering, howling with agony, kicking and wriggling all over her lap, his voice just one long wail of anguish.
 
    
 
   "Owwww! Ohhhhhhhhh! Please, Mother, please! Oh, God! Ohhhhhhhhh!"
 
    
 
   It was finally over. "Settle down," she said quietly. "Stand up now. Hands up high."
 
    
 
   She pulled him to his feet, held his hands away from that one spot she had fairly blistered, the spot where he so desperately wanted to rub, and stood in front of him. She put her arms around the naked man with the bright red buttocks, and he put his arms around her and put his head on her shoulder to wipe his tears.
 
    
 
   "There now,'" she said. "Stop those tears. Isn't that better? Don't you feel better now that we've worked that out?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, Mother," he cried, shifting slightly from foot to foot. "Yes, ma'am."
 
    
 
   "Now you stand quietly at the mirror now for fifteen minutes to meditate - think why you were punished, and what you should do next time. Understand?" Elizabeth pushed him toward the mirror.
 
    
 
    She directed him to the mirror and made sure he was positioned to her liking as before, nose touching, hands on hips, but this time more erect so his back wouldn't be so strained. Then she sat in the easy chair, swivelled it around so she faced him, picked up a magazine and began to browse, the hairbrush resting in her lap, as if she might want to use it again if he should fail to obey. There was silence in the room, broken only by a occasional sniffle from Richard as he regained his composure, and the whisper of a page turning. Once in a while she would look over the top of her magazine and make sure he was in position, and on two occasions called his name sharply, just to warn him she was watching and expected him to remain motionless. 
 
    
 
   At last she arose, dropping the hairbrush on the floor. "Put away the chair, towel, and hairbrush. Don't touch yourself anywhere."
 
    
 
   In a few minutes everything is the room was put away. "All right," Elizabeth said, a look of satisfaction on her face, "We got that out of the way. Now let's get on with the inspections." Again she took hold of his ear and marched him out into the hall to his room.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Continued in Volume 3…
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Religious Upbringing 

Chapter 2
 
   By Derek

 
 
   To say that my four sisters looked totally shocked would be a total understatement. As I stood there my face beet red, there was at first just a total silence; just the television could be heard in the background. Then Sarah burst out laughing, and the other three quickly joined in. "You look so silly!" laughed Meagan. The twins just laughed uncontrollably. For me, I wished that the ground would swallow me up.
 
   Finally, as the laughter subsided a little, mother entered the room, also with a big smile on her face, offering me no comfort at all. "I think he looks awfully pretty!" grinned Sarah, "pink suits him beautifully." At this, they all once more burst out into peals of laughter.
 
   "Derek has been a very naughty boy," mother advised the girls, once the laughter had subsided a little.
 
   "But why is he wearing a dress?" asked Jennifer.
 
   "He is wearing a dress because he's been a very naughty boy," mother advised the girls. "I am afraid that I have been totally unable to deal with him, but now, Sister Bernice is helping me so I can make sure he is raised properly. From now on, when he steps out of line he is going to be punished. He is going to be wearing a dress at home for a little while, at least until he learns to behave himself properly, and to recognise that he cannot do just as he wishes. I can't imagine that he is going to be so full of bravado wearing a dress."
 
   "Is he wearing knickers too?" snickered Sarah. The girls once more fell into peals of laughter, with the twins rolling on the carpet.
 
   "Can we see them?" laughed Rachel as the four girls all went into hysterical giggles. Mother was trying very hard to keep a straight face though clearly enjoying my embarrassment and the girl’s fun.
 
   "Come on, show us your knickers!" Snickered Sarah.
 
   "Actually," smiled mother, "Derek has a very sore bottom at the moment."
 
   "Why?" asked Jennifer.
 
   "Derek, tell the girls what happened… NOW!" snapped mother as I hesitated.
 
   "I…," I started to say simply wishing that the ground would swallow me up. "I got caned by Sister Bernice." I was bright red in the face, tears welling up in my eyes, and my buttocks were still throbbing from the strokes of the cane. But there was to be no pity in this room.
 
   "How many strokes?" asked mother.
 
   "Twenty-four" I whispered a loud.
 
   "Gosh, that must have hurt!" said Sarah in awe. My only response was more tears.
 
   "Can we see?" gasped Rachel.
 
   "I don't think so," replied mother, much to my relief, "I think Derek has maybe had enough for one night and he has a big day before him tomorrow. Sister Bernice is coming round in the morning, and we are going to make some changes to help Derek behave himself better. Now, let's see if we can find a nightie for you to wear tonight." This latter statement only served to send the girls off into paroxysms of laughter once more. Their laughter was still ringing in my ears as mother escorted me upstairs.
 
   Mother sent me off to wash and brush my teeth. When I entered my bedroom there was mother with one of her old frilly nightgowns. By now I was too broken to do anything other than comply as she bid me to take my dress off and put on the nightie. She inspected the weals on my backside, but showed no sympathy to my pain. “Hopefully, you have learnt a lesson tonight because I promise you things are going to be very different from now on. In fact Sister Bernice is going to be responsible for your upbringing and I can assure you that she will most definitely make sure you behave. Now I suggest you get a good night’s sleep before Sister comes round tomorrow morning.” With that, she switched off the bedroom light and closed the door as I sobbed myself to sleep, shamed and very sore; not too mention dreading what Sister Bernice had planned for my future.
 
   I awoke in the morning feeling very stiff and sore, not to mention sorry for myself. I looked down and saw my pink nightie and tears once more welled up in my eyes. I felt so silly. After the trauma of the night before I had obviously slept well because I could hear that the girls were already up and about. Pulling on a pair of my underpants I winced as I pulled them up over my bruised buttocks. The cane marks where turning a dark blue and the ridges where like corrugations. I pulled on a T-shirt and a pair of jeans and swallowing hard opened the door and headed downstairs.
Well, suffice to say; my appearance was not well received! I quickly found myself scurrying back upstairs, tears flowing as I heard the girls laughter in the background and my mother's threats of further retribution from Sister Bernice ringing in my ears. And so most forlornly I found myself removing my male attire and trying to hold back the tears as I considered what lay before me. There lying on the chair from the night before; the girlish attire I was expected once more to wear. I could not believe that this was actually happening to me. I simply stood there naked, staring at the frightful attire before me, when my mother’s words stirred me from my reverie, "if you are not down in exactly 5 minutes from now, I shall be calling Sister Bernice and asking her to bring her cane with her. I hope that is clear enough for you?"
 
   And so in total despair I pulled on those white nylon knickers replete with their lacy frills at the rear, followed by the girlish frock, lacy ankle socks, and white Mary Jane sandals. I saw myself in the bedroom mirror, eyes reddened from crying, my hair clipped short -- clearly the boy in petticoats. Biting nervously at my lower lip, I steeled myself for what was to come. I heard mother callout, "you have 30 seconds left!" And almost without thinking found myself running downstairs and entering the kitchen to be greeted by my sisters stifled giggles as I joined them at the table.
"Do not expect any sympathy whatsoever! You have only yourself to blame for what is happening. Now, when you have finished your breakfast you can wash all the dishes, tidy up the kitchen and thoroughly scrub the kitchen floor. And you had better do a good job of it. Girls, Sister Bernice will be here in about an hour, so you can have this morning off from your normal chores. Just go and make your beds and play quietly until she arrives."
 
   I grimaced to myself when I heard the front doorbell ring, just as I was finishing off my scrubbing of the kitchen floor, a chore I had never before completed. Mind you there were very few chores that I had ever completed! I heard mother bid Sister Bernice and Sister Rose, who was obviously with her to come in and lead them into the front lounge room. She ignored me as she made tea for the three of them and only when she had returned to the lounge room did I hear her call the girls to join them. A little discussion obviously took place before I heard mother callout "Derek? It's time for you to join us."
 
   I entered the lounge room barely able to raise my eyes up as Sister Bernice greeted me, "good morning child, I hope you learned your lesson yesterday, but believe me I will be only too willing to repeat it if there is not a most dramatic improvement in your behaviour. Now sit down on the floor and pay attention. As I have just explained to your mother and the girls; boys always mature much later than girls and they need much stricter discipline. They need rules in place and those rules need to be rigidly enforced. And that is going to happen young man mark my words. You have clearly been allowed far too much freedom and that is going to end right now! You may think you are grown up but I am going to make it very clear to you that you are a young child and that is how you will be treated from now on. Mary," she turned to my mother, "Sister Rose is going to write down the rules for the boy from now on. It is most important that you make sure they are followed. We will leave the book with you and each day I want you to make an entry about his behaviour. This I will discuss with him each week. And girls, Derek is going to learn respect for the first sex from now on, so please I encourage you to report any misbehaviour to your mother, so we can all be sure it gets corrected.”
 
   “Now, let's get down to business. We'll start with bedtimes. Children need plenty of sleep and they are much better off in bed than out on the streets. So, what time does he normally go to bed at?"
 
   "Well, I must admit I have been very remiss but I have just not been able to control him. Really it's when he feels like it, he very rarely gets to bed much before 10 o'clock. In fact he normally gets a late dinner and then goes straight out to play football. I'm not even sure if he completes all his homework. And of course, that only makes it more difficult to get him up in the morning and off to school on time."
 
   "And what about the girls?" asked Sister Bernice.
 
   "Well they are just perfect," replied my mother, "Sarah, at 14 is allowed up until nine o'clock. Meagan goes to bed at half past eight; and the twins at half past seven."
 
   "Excellent," replied Sister Bernice, "it is important that he learns he is just a child and that he is not as mature as the girls. So, Sister Rose, bedtime same as the twins from now on, in fact no, let's make it, seven o'clock, he is to get ready for bed, washed, teeth brushed, and in his nightie, ready for bed. He can then come downstairs and ask you to come up and tuck him in, ready for lights out at half past seven. That will give you some quality time alone with the girls."
 
   I could see my sisters smirking at me, enjoying my humiliation and downfall. I was of course, aghast at what was being suggested. Sister Bernice was planning to treat me like an infant. I could not help myself as I butted in, "please, Sister Bernice, that is just not fair, I am the oldest and besides that would not give me any time to do my homework, and, and what about playing with my friends?"
 
   There was a deathly silence as Sister Bernice simply stared me down, the rest clearly shocked at my audacity to challenge her authority figure. Truth be known, even my mother was scared of Sister Bernice. When she finally responded, me shuffling uneasily, her voice was filled with cold anger. "This is not a discussion child," roared Sister Bernice, the emphasis being on the word child. "I am advising your mother how you are to be raised from now on. You going to learn your place; and until I am 100% happy with your behaviour then you will be treated like the infant your petulant behaviour deserves. Do not ever interrupt me again or challenge my authority unless you'd like another dose of my cane! Now, get yourself in that corner over there... Right now! Put your hands on your head, your nose to the wall, and listen to what is being said. Your input is not required. I hope I am making myself clear. You will be punished later for your little petulant outburst!"
 
   The faces on my sisters were a mix of shock and amusement. Clearly they were in awe of Sister Bernice and too scared to laugh directly at my misfortune. Their eyes followed me as I stood up and moved into the corner as instructed. It was more than obvious that they really enjoyed seeing my suffering. In the case of my mother there was a look of smug satisfaction on her face as she was now clearly realising I was going to be a very changed child from now on. Her life was going to be much improved with the changes happening to me. I felt so silly and I must admit, childish, standing in the corner in my little girl's frock, hands on head, as they discussed my fate.
 
   "It is very evident he is far too big for his boots. We will need to work very hard at reminding him of his place. Mary, it is very important that you make sure he gets no special treatment and that he is treated as a little child. I can see right now we will need to continue the petticoating for some time to come. Again, he is a boy wearing dresses for punishment. Let us continue...
 
   Nine hours is plenty of sleep for him so he can set his alarm for half past four each morning. He can then do his homework until seven o’clock; I will be making sure he has plenty of homework. I will be liaising with his teachers, plus he will be getting work from me. At seven o'clock he can get washed and changed for school and then he can tidy up his bedroom and have his breakfast. Now girls, I am sure you will appreciate this; he can then make all your beds each morning. After that, he can come down and clean all the dishes, and tidy up the kitchen, ready for you all to go to school. That will make it a lot easier for you too, Mary. You boy", she called over to me, "will make sure to ask your mother to check your uniform before you leave.
 
   Now, school finishes at four o'clock so he should be home no later than twenty minutes past four o'clock. On arrival home he will immediately change into his frock. Now I understand you get home about five o'clock, Mary. So please make sure you have set a few chores for him to complete before you get home. He is giving up soccer now that he is a little girl so I would like to see him helping with chores around the house until dinnertime. Now girls, I understand that at the moment, you take turns to wash up after dinner. Well the good news now is, that Derek is going to wash up after dinner every single night. And you can all go off and watch television together with your Mummy. Make sure he realises everything is to be cleaned properly. Dried and put away. And the floor swept clean. If there is any time left, he can then join you in the lounge room.
Girls? Tell me some things you would like to see changed in Derek's behaviour?”
 
   I was literally squirming with embarrassment, humiliation and of course, shock at what was clearly to be my ignominious fate. "When we are watching television he just comes in and switches over to what he wants to watch. Even if were in the middle of a program!" called out Jennifer.

"No more. Derek is now the junior member of this family. He is not allowed to touch the television and if he has the time and wants to watch, he must ask one of you if he may watch the programme and will you switch the television on for him."
 
   "And he just orders as about!" continued Rachel.
 
   "Well from now on it's Derek who will do things for you. If you want a glass of water, just ask Derek to get it for you.”
 
   "What about when we are waiting to go to the toilet, and he just pushes us out the way?" asked Sarah.
 
   "From now on Derek will wait his turn and, even if he is waiting you girls go first. It is very important that you help your mummy to make Derek realise he is the baby in the family now. Mary, that brings us to the weekends. Now I know at the moment that the girls help around the house on a Saturday morning. And of course from now on Derek will too. His Saturday will start like every other day by doing his homework and after breakfast, chores. That way the girls will have more free time and perhaps will not have so many chores at all." 
 
   I could feel the girl’s glee at this change.
 
   "At two o'clock, after lunch, he can change into his school uniform and I want to see him at the convent for half past two. He can have free time from when he has finished his chores until two o'clock. Though, I very much doubt he will want to play with his friends in his pretty little frock. When he comes to visit me we will spend our time going through his diary and discussing his homework and his performance at school and I will look forward to the comments from you and the girls.
 
   I will then discuss with him how he can further improve his behaviour. I will be going through his schoolwork and his homework in detail to make sure it is up to my standards. And I will most likely be setting extra homework to help him improve his scholarly standards. And of course, if necessary, I shall be administering any required punishments; as the Bible states, 'Spare the rod, and spoil the child.' Be sure boy," she called loudly over to me, "I will not be sparing the rod with you, step out of line, and you will be caned... And severely at that. I will not tolerate any slack behaviour.

On his return home, and I do expect our little sessions will last up to 2 hours, he can change back into his frock. Now, do the girls get to stay up a little later on a Friday night and a Saturday night?"
 
   "Yes," replied mother, "I allow them an extra hour."
 
   "Of course, but since Derek will be getting up at the same time each day at the weekend, he will need to go to bed at seven o'clock still. Discipline is what the boy needs. So please make sure you enjoy the quality time with the girls and keep your focus on maintaining their wonderful behaviour.

I am pleased to let you know, because I know you wanted this, that Derek will be joining you and the girls at church on Sundays. What I would like to see happen, is that after breakfast, he gets changed into his full school uniform and then if you can find a stool for him to sit on; he can spend the time until half past nine, reading the Bible. He can then walk to Sunday school with the girls for 10 o'clock. The children can then all join you for the church service at quarter past eleven.
 
   Prior to that, while the other children play for 15 minutes before the service, Derek will need to join me and I will set him some Religious Instruction homework for the week. After lunch he can have the afternoon free to start his religious homework if he wishes. And I would advise that he does because he will suffer greatly if it is not completed properly. We need to change his attitude and the way I plan to do that is through this homework. Each week he will have three exercises to complete.
 
   Firstly, I will select an appropriate passage from the Scriptures, usually about 20 verses or so, which he will have to memorise ready to recite to me, the next week, on the Saturday afternoon. Perhaps, you and the girls will be able to help him practice?
 
   Secondly, he will have an essay to write on a topic associated with good manners and good behaviour. That will normally be 5000 words. 
His third assignment, will consist of being required to read and fully understand a section of the Bible, upon which I will be setting some exam type questions for his completion on the following Saturday afternoon.
 
   In addition to this, there will be a standard requirement for him to write a 3000-word essay each week, summarising the sermon from the Sunday morning. That way I can be sure he is paying attention.
 
   Of course, when he returns from church, he is to change straight back into his petticoats. Now, hopefully we will see some big improvements in his behaviour and he won't need to keep wearing his petticoats. But I think the next three months at least I would like to see him in his petticoats while he learns his place. Any questions?" 
 
   There was silence and of course I dared not speak up, though I cannot describe to you how morose I was feeling standing there in the corner, my arms aching.
 
   "Now, his bedroom, no privacy. The door is to be left open at all times. I want all his toys removed; they can be taken down to the local orphanage; similarly all his books. Long trousers are to go and his boy’s clothes other than his school uniform are to be locked away. I want him back in shorts and long grey socks to school, shoes polished brightly every morning. In fact that can be another chore for him, he can also polish the girls shoes every single day."
 
   Now my tears were truly flowing, my precious collection of model cars, my boy’s albums all were to go. Sister Bernice clearly heard my sobs in the corner, her only response, to call out, "quiet child, unless you would like me to give you something to really cry about! His bike can go to the orphanage too and I think we have already disposed of his soccer ball.
 
   Girls I know you have a shortage of storage in your rooms so you can use the extra space we will be creating in Derek's room for your own books and toys. And of course, you can freely enter Derek's room at any time at all. No need to knock, you will have free access to the room. Of course, Derek will be required to knock before entering your rooms and ask your permission first. This includes in the mornings when he will be making your beds. Please make sure he comes to see you first and asks, 'Sarah, Meagan, may I go up to your room and tidy up and make the beds for you, please.' And the same of course to you Jennifer and Rachel. So just to be clear, I hope you are listening boy, after finishing the first room, he is to come downstairs and say, 'Jennifer, Rachel, may I go to your room now and tidy up and make the beds for you, please.'
This means making the beds, making the rooms look tidy, and collecting your clothes for the washing and bringing them down stairs to put in the laundry basket. You need to make sure he does a good job.
 
   Well, I think that covers everything. Now, Mary you are going to have to steel yourself to maintain his discipline and not go soft. And, whilst I will take care of most of the corporal punishment, there may be times you will need to spank him. And on those occasions it is most important that you do so if we are to keep him on the straight and narrow. Remember, he needs to be spanked. One can raise girls without such methods but boys need more severe methods. So, let me show you how to use a hairbrush. Sarah, would you be so kind as to go upstairs to your mummy's bedroom and bring down her hairbrush."
 
   Of course Sarah rushed off almost gladly to bring down mothers hairbrush. This I knew to be made of solid ebony and, though it had never previously been used for anything other than the purpose of brushing hair; I had the strong impression that was not the purpose for which Sister Bernice required its presence.
 
   Once Sarah returned, Sister Bernice got back to the business at hand. "Derek, perhaps you would care to join us again," Sister Bernice warmly invited me, "it is time we dealt with your earlier outburst. I promised you a punishment, and a punishment you shall receive. Let me now demonstrate how you should deal with him."
 
   Rather unceremoniously, in front of everybody, she reached her hands up under my dress, and simply tugged down my panties. Before I knew what was happening I was over her lap with my right arm held firmly behind my back my face down at the carpet, my legs firmly trapped between hers as I dangled over her left knee. "Spankings are always given on the spot, regardless of who is present. Whilst your daughters should always be dealt with privately, as I have said before, boys need sterner treatment and are certainly not entitled to any privacy. This is important to spank him on the spot regardless of whether friends, the girls and their friends, family or visitors are present. Spank him there and then. If he doesn't wish to be spanked in public then he will learn to behave himself in the first place.
 
   …spankings should always be given on the bare," she continued as she flipped back my frock, to reveal my exposed buttocks bruised and marked from the traumatic effects of my caning less than 24 hours earlier. "Now Mary, it is important to raise the hairbrush up high and bring it down as hard as you possibly can," instructed Sister Bernice, as she smashed the brush down hard on my left cheek and I screamed at the impact. “I like to deliver one stroke every five seconds and thoroughly cover the buttocks and upper thighs.”
 
   With that she struck hard with the second blow on my other cheek eliciting further screams and trauma as I wondered how I could cope given the state of my buttocks from yesterday's caning. Not that that seemed to concern Sister Bernice in the least. For the next five minutes that hairbrush fell with a steady staccato every five seconds. No matter how much I screamed and bucked; Sister Bernice held me firm and I suffered dreadfully. After five minutes, my tears flowing freely, the girls looking on in awe, though showing me not the least it of pity, Sister Bernice paused to continue her lecture. "Now, 60 strokes is the minimum. As you can see it certainly has a very positive effect on the boy." With that she released me and without me even realising what was happening in my blur of pain and tears, swivelled me around until I was facing the other way, before continuing with her labours.
 
   For five more minutes I screamed, writhed, struggled, begged for mercy, pleaded for release; totally oblivious to anything other than the fire building up in my rear. I no longer cared about being humiliated in front of my sisters; how far I had fallen. I just wanted it to stop.
 
   "That will probably do for the day, given he was caned just yesterday for the first time. But certainly I would have no hesitation in continuing for up to 30 minutes if his behaviour merited it. Ignore his screams. Ignore his pleading. It is simply the sign that the hairbrush is producing the desired results and necessary contrition for him to appreciate his position." She stood me up and I was indeed bawling now like the little five-year-old girl she intended me to be treated as.
 
   I was then marched back into the corner my buttocks absolutely aflame, struggling not to fall over my knickers which where around my ankles. Once back in the corner I was advised to place my hands back on my head. My skirt was then pinned up to leave my swollen, very sore bottom on display. I was left alone while everyone went upstairs to sort out my room and rearrange the girl’s toys where mine had once proudly stood.

Before departing, Sister Bernice had one last humiliation for me. I was made to stand before each of my sisters, and then my mother, and repeat as follows: 'Sarah, I would like to say how sorry I am for all my bad behaviour and that I will try to be a good little boy from now on. Please forgive me.' I was then dispatched to my room were I was to spend the afternoon writing a personal letter to each of my sisters in which I was told I had to apologise for all my wicked behaviour, and similarly a letter for my mother. These I was to read to each of them before dinner that evening, before giving them their letter. This really was totally humiliating as I stood before them at the kitchen table and read each of the letters aloud while listening to their hysterical giggles. There is nothing harder to take as a boy than to watch girls in hysterics, when they simply cannot stop giggling, knowing their amusement is fully at one's expense. For me it was almost a relief that first night of early bedtime.
 
   Of course the girls were all snickering when at seven o'clock they were all ensconced in the lounge room watching television and mother called out to me as I finished cleaning the kitchen, "Derek, time to finish off and get ready for bed. It was still light outside as I sheepishly took myself upstairs and deliberately went first to the bedroom to take off my frock and other girlish attire. Only to feel equally silly as I reached under the covers for my pyjamas only to find a pink nightdress. I slipped this on. It was made of flannelette with white frills on the breast, a pink ribbon at the neck and short puff sleeves also trimmed with lace and a ribbon. I sighed, feeling ever so sorry for myself, knowing I would have to go downstairs again, and present myself so attired. I washed up, grimacing at my short hair and girlish attire before going downstairs. It was seven minutes past seven when I returned. Everyone was enjoying a family show when I returned.
 
   I said nothing, and rather carefully, given the state of my nether regions, started to kneel on the floor besides the sofa, when Sarah remarked, "Mummy, I think Derek is ready for bed."
 
   "It is not seven thirty yet," I replied, "I was going to watch the end of the show with you."
 
   "I thought it was lights out at half past seven?" replied Meagan, "not go to bed at half past seven?"
 
   "That's right dear," responded mother. "You know what's expected now," she continued, "remember what Sister Bernice told you?"
 
   I was once more left squirming, as I would over many more nights, "please mummy, will you take me up to bed and tuck me in?"
 
   "Say goodnight to your sisters, and then you can go up."
 
   And so I was made to bid each of my four sisters goodnight. I then had to show my mother that I had washed my hands and face and brushed my teeth. I was then sent up to bed with mother advising she would come up and tuck me in during the advertisements. And sure enough, just before half past seven, mother came up, tucked in the bed covers, kissed me on the forehead, told me she loved me and wanted to make sure I was a good boy from now on. Her next words, though issued with love and concern, chilled me nonetheless. She told me, "now, I have set your alarm for half past four, so make sure you go right to sleep like a good little boy. Now of course Sister Bernice has not had a chance to set you any work yet and you had no homework from school so, on your desk when you get up you will find a note from Sister Bernice of what she wants you to do this first morning. So please when you get up make sure you're nice and quiet and I will ask you to just pull the
door to a little so you do not disturb anybody else and get on with your work. At seven o'clock you can get changed into your school uniform and go downstairs and make your breakfast. I'll get the girls up and then you can ask if you can go upstairs and make their beds for them, just like you were told. She then switched the light out and departed, leaving the door open of course. I was still awake when I heard the two six-year-olds come up to bed with mother. This just seemed to highlight, as it was intended to do, my lowly status.
 
   This regimented lifestyle continued unabated for the next three months. I am sure you can imagine the humiliation experienced and the misery. And believe me; Sister Bernice worked me so very hard. Let me set some examples, perhaps starting with that very first Sunday school, where I might add that whilst all were dressed in good clothes, only I attended in full school uniform and shorts! But it was certainly more embarrassing when the final hymn and prayer was said and Sister Bernice entered and asked that I see her at the end before telling everyone else ‘to go off and enjoy themselves but not to get dirty before church, for those of you who are attending’.
 
   Sister Bernice was well prepared for our short meeting. I was handed a typewritten sheet with my work for the next week together with instructions on how it was to be presented. 
 
   Exercise one.
 
   Learn Isaiah chapter 42. To be recited word perfect next Saturday afternoon. No mistakes allowed.
 
   Exercise two.
 
   Write an essay of 5000 words or more on the topic 'Manners Maketh the Man'. To be written in your best handwriting.
 
   Exercise three.
 
   Study the ten chapters of the Book of Matthew in preparation for examination on Saturday afternoon.
 
   Exercise four.
 
   Listen carefully to the morning sermon and right a 3000 word summary of the sermon. Be sure to cover the content of the sermon and any takeaway messages that you are left with and how you apply them in the following week.
 
   "Since next Saturday will be our first meeting, you can be sure I shall be marking your work most strictly. Indeed I shall always be marking your work strictly," she warned, "so, if you wish to avoid punishment at our first meeting I suggest you pay very careful attention to your work... Because I can assure you there will be no leniency and no excuses, first time or not. And let there be no doubt with respect to consequences, I will have my cane available and I shall be only too ready to make use of it."
 
   The tears welled up in my eyes; this really was going to be too much to cope with, especially all that learning that had to be word perfect. Of course Sister Bernice showed not the slightest concern at my plight. Dispassionately, she simply dismissed me, and told me to join my mother in church.
 
   And that was the start of my religious of bringing.
 
   I am sure she had picked the time of half past two on a Saturday afternoon to ensure I had little or no chance to play soccer with my friends, or indeed enjoy any leisure of a Saturday after my morning of chores. My Sunday school assignments were always unpleasant and onerous to complete. And, true to her word, they were always marked strictly. Believe me I really did work very hard those three months. That first Saturday when I visited set the scene for all my future visits.
 
   First she’d carefully inspect my uniform, and if it did not meet her standards… It only ever happened once, when my socks were not pulled up with the ribs straight, an offence for which I received four strokes of her dragon cane.
 
   Next she’d review my diary for the week. She would carefully go through any comments from my mother and my sisters, and woe betide if there was a negative comment, or a note that I had required punishment at home. A caning for such misdemeanours would start at 12 strokes, not an enviable punishment. And so I learned to be on my utmost best behaviour at all times, much to my mother's joy.
 
   Then we would spend time going through my schoolwork and my homework from school.
 
   And finally we would review my religious homework from the previous Sunday. Reciting the passage of the Bible that I had been required to learn was always a nerve-wracking experience. Each mistake would result in a stroke of her Lochgelly tawse on the hand. Sister Bernice would stand opposite me and bring that tawse down with all her might. Needless to say leaving me screaming aloud.
 
   In that first three-month period I was caned on five further occasions. On three occasions I received 12 strokes, and on two further occasions I received 18 strokes and 24 strokes respectively.
 
   There was also a very memorable first spanking from my mother during this period. After about three weeks of my new regime I was silly enough to resort to my old attitudes and in the morning I failed to ask permission from Jennifer and Rachel if I could go and tidy up their room. I had asked Sarah and Meagan, but was too lazy and fed up of being so humiliated to come back down and ask the twins permission too.
Mother was not too impressed when the girls pointed out my omission. "I don't have time now Derek," she warned ominously, "you need to head off to school now, but 5:30 this evening you can expect an attitude adjustment session young man."
 
   “Mum said Derek is due for an attitude adjustment session,” laughed Sarah shortly before half past five. “I bet his attitude gets adjusted good. What do you think Meagan?”
 
   “That means Mum is going to use her hairbrush.” 
 
   “Boy that stings, I remember watching the last one from Sister Bernice.”
 
   “Hey Derek, are you looking forward to your trip over Mum’s lap? I am.” The girls both broke out laughing.
 
   Listening to them I began to cry even before the spanking. I had to refer to Mum, as ‘Mummy’, further embarrassing me.
 
   “Derek, don’t cry until Mum gives you a reason,” giggled Sarah.
 
   “You know she is going to spank you with her brush, nice and slow and loooooong, just like Sister Bernice told her to.”
 
   “Yep, I bet it takes a long time. That is why she said at half past five. ”
 
   “And how each spank will sting worse than the last one.” 
 
   “I think I will enjoy watching your bottom turned bright red, glad it’s not mine.”
 
    “And the way you will try to wiggle out of the way like last time.”
 
   “Oh yes, and the crying, you sound so pathetic.”
 
    “Only five more minutes to go.”
 
   With all of the teasing I was crying real tears and my mother hadn’t even started. My bare bottom was about to go on display for my sisters to see and make fun of, and I knew they would soon get a good look at my private parts; it was very embarrassing. Even more embarrassing was that while standing there I started to get an erection, which I knew would add even more embarrassment. 
 
   Of course when my mother came into the room the girls choose were a pair of goody two shoes, though I noted how they sat carefully opposite rather than leave the room. It was my first spanking from my mother and she certainly ensured it was a memorable one, way beyond what I think I deserved for such a minor infraction. Sister Bernice I am sure would have been most proud of her for I can promise you tears really flowed. Twenty long minutes I spent over her lap, being turned around three times. I was bawling like a baby. I spent 10 more minutes in the corner before joining the girls for dinner, very sore and my eyes very red as I faced my smirking sisters.
 
   "I bet you don't forget to ask our permission before you enter our rooms again," laughed Sarah, "it's very important that you get permission before you clean up after us."
 
   Of course, one of the outcomes of these new arrangements had been that the girls were less and less careful about putting things away since they had little need to worry given my responsibilities for keeping their rooms tidy each morning. This usually meant I had to put their toys away as well as picking up their clothes to go down into the wash. I would then make their beds, carefully folding away their nightdresses and either placing them under the pillow, or in the special cases that the twins had. After this I would go downstairs and in the laundry there would be their four pairs of shoes. Ready and waiting for me to clean them for inspection by the girls. Only once had there been a complaint with respect to my attention to detail with these chores. That earned me six strokes of the cane and ensured my dedication to the tasks at hand.
 
   I can assure you it was a very hard and trying three months. The humiliation of wearing skirts even if visitors attended, including my sister's friends was something I never was able to cope with. After three months my behaviour was considered significantly improved and I no longer had to change into my petticoats. This was a great relief though there were no further concessions to my disciplinary regime. Instead of petticoats I would have to change into a pair of shorts together with a shirt and tie. I was expected to be smartly dressed at all times.
 
   My meetings with Sister Bernice were never looked forward to. And of course my punishments continued. She was most true to her word of Spare the Rod, and though I knew she was pleased with my improved behaviour she was not about to relent in any way. Of course my school marks also bore out the benefit of this new regime. Whilst I was not caned every Saturday I probably received the cane at least every 3 to 4 weeks. It was never a pleasant experience and believe me I didn't have to step much out of line in order to merit a thorough thrashing.
 
   It was hard, I had little free time, I always struggled to complete the rote learning of the biblical passages. Sister Bernice was unrelenting in her expectations. And probably every other week I received at least one or two strokes of her tawse on my hands. In the case of one difficult passage I received six strokes on each hand. I was also advised that I would be tested on that same passage again the next week; in addition to the new passage that I would be handed out the next day after Sunday school. And as you might have expected that new passage was longer than usual. The consequence being a second week in a row in which I received six strokes on each hand. Not to mention the cane on my backside. The following week I was tested on three passages and fortunately this time only made three mistakes and whilst punished for these at least we reverted to our normal schedule afterwards.
 
   I missed playing soccer; I missed catching up with my friends; but this was all of no concern to Sister Bernice; who was concerned solely with my academic performance and my grooming as a 'good citizen' and my religious salvation.
 
   And every four weeks without fail, Sister Bernice would bring out her hair clippers and I would find myself shorn once more.
 
   It was a very hard period for me through fifth form. With the great difficulty that I had learning the Bible passages that she gave out, not to mention the rest of the work that I had to complete, on top of which was my school home work, which was also thoroughly inspected by Sister Bernice. Consequently I often found myself studying and trying to remember the Bible passage even during my school lunch hour, rather than playing soccer with my friends. With so little free time, my regimented existence, the three months of petticoating, and my new hair style; I found myself a little of reclusive, and even some of my old friends would make fun of me. Of course none of the girls, especially those who were now discovering boys, found me attractive any more; in my school boy shorts and short back and sides; not that I would have had the opportunity to progress any relationship. Worse still, I would have had to notify Sister Bernice; and I very much doubt that she would have approved.
 
   At home I found myself frustrated at being treated as the 'baby' of the family. The girls got so much preferential treatment, in fairness, mostly because mother was more lenient than Sister Bernice. So for me I was not allowed fizzy drinks, chocolate bars, or ice cream. Whilst these were special treats for the girls, they were forbidden for me. When I complained to mother, she would always explain that the reason was because my rules were set by Sister Bernice since I had chosen to disobey my mother previously I was now in the care of Sister Bernice.
As confirmation of the success of her methods, I went from a C grade student to an A grade student and actually passed my O Levels with flying colours. Ten O Levels all grade 1 or two passes. This had everybody pleased and meant I would continue on to study for my A Levels. As a consequence of my success, with the ensuing school holidays my regimented lifestyle was eased a little.
 
   This at least gave me some free time and allowed me to rekindle lost friendships. But I still had my weekly meetings with Sister Bernice; I was still treated as the baby of the family and had more than my fair share of chores; and very much still subject to the rule of the Rod. The holidays lasted eight weeks and during this period I was allowed a later bedtime. Instead of my previous half past seven deadline for lights out, I was now allowed until half past eight. I had to be home no later than eight o'clock or my privilege would be lost. With the long hours of daylight saving this was a tremendous time for me to enjoy my soccer again. Though I still had to be home long before any of my friends. And of course I could not join them for trips to the cinema or to any local dances. In contrast Sarah and Meagan both got to go to the cinema and they were allowed to go to the beach, a privilege not allowed of me.
 
   With a later bedtime I was allowed to sleep in an extra hour and, with only the homework for Sister Bernice to be completed I had more time in the morning anyway. My morning still consisted of chores and I still had to look after the girl’s rooms but basically I had all afternoon and the early evening for myself. Dinner was served a little earlier at about half past five; so I was normally free by half past six, allowing me often a little extra time out with my friends before having to be home before eight o'clock. Of course it was still very frustrating, even Jennifer and Rachael could stay up until half past eight with lights out at nine o'clock.
 
   During the holidays I was only spanked, for want of a better word, on three occasions. Not bad given my prior regimentation for an eight-week period. Twice I was caned by Sister Bernice, receiving 18 strokes the first time, and 12 strokes the next time. I received the spanking from my mother, one which truly highlighted the differences in my upbringing, compared to my sisters. The four of us were having fun with water pistols, Jennifer, Rachel, Meagan and me. It started to get a little wild, and we ran inside still shooting water. Meagan slipped and knocked over an ornament that came crashing to the ground in many pieces. Mother came storming in; it was one of her favourite pieces. Understandably, she gave us all a stern lecture. It was seven o'clock in the evening. Dinner was finished and I had cleaned up earlier. We were each sent to stand in a corner with our hands on our head.
 
   After 15 minutes, mother came over to my corner, took hold of me by the ear and led me over to a chair she had placed in the middle of the lounge room floor. I swallowed hard, knowing what was to come. By now I knew there was no choice. It seemed so dreadfully unfair that I alone would be spanked, especially as I was not even the one who knocked over the ornament. Mother advised me that I was old enough to know better, and that I knew full well the consequences of misbehaviour. And then commenced to blister my backside. I lay there screaming and kicking, as she laboured away with the hairbrush for a good 30 minutes, expelling her anger at the breakage. I was then made to stand without my pants in the corner. Each of the girls was then simply told to go and get ready for bed right away. I too was then sent to bed. The difference being I had a sore and blistered bottom.
 
   As we approached the end of the school holidays I was almost looking forward to school again and hoping now that I would be in the lower sixth form for continued privileges. My world was to come crashing down though in the last week of the holidays.
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Approved
 
   
Chapter 1
 
 
   By Zeitgeist
 
    
 
   This story is linked to Summerhouse Canings, by the involvement of Mrs Eva W, a teacher who plies her profession in an English Approved School in the 1960’s. It is perhaps necessary to explain a little about such establishments for those who are not familiar with the Land of Hope and Glory or are just too young.
 
    
 
   Approved Schools were set up before WW2 as a means of educating and controlling boys and young men who had committed some form of criminality, however petty or were just considered too out of control to be sent to an everyday state school. Run on a very strict regime, much more strict than normal schools of the day, which in anybody’s language made them an institution to be avoided at all costs. Heavy use of corporal punishment was the order of the day, so much so that in the enlightened times of the swinging 60’s, more than the odd scandal came to the notice of the press concerning alleged over severe use of the cane. One particular scandal no doubt led to a major revue of the system, which led to these establishments being closed down and re-named as Community Homes after the Children and Young Persons Act of 1969. The rest is history and current levels of crime are often blamed on the British doing what they do best…. throwing the baby out with the bath water.
 
    
 
   What follows is loosely based around real events with real people…names and places etc etc…
 
    
 
    
 
   XXXXX Hall – Boys Approved School 1964
 
   As strict as any other Approved School in the country, situated in beautiful parkland, though remote and somewhat austere in appearance. It’s staff still considered that there was a hard core of older teenage boys, that the regime had failed to tame, even with vigorous application of the standard Home Office approved cane. Contact was made with a Mr E Wildman (full name given as this person and his activities are or were in the public domain). A supplier of punishment implements to a variety of establishments, who after enquiry delivered a consignment of Senior Boys, Medium to Heavy Density Rattans. At first the results seemed promising, but staff still felt that some form of ultimate deterrent was still necessary, given the regulations stating that delivery must be whilst the boy is wearing at least one item of lower clothing. With all this in mind, a special Disciplinary sub Committee was formed who would investigate what, if anything could be done to improve the situation. 
 
    
 
   The regulations in place at the time were:
 
    
 
   Home Office Rules for the Application of Corporal Punishment.  (Boys)
 
    
 
      Only a cane of an approved type (3ft by 3/8 inch) to be used.
 
      To be applied across the buttocks with at least one layer of lower clothing in place.
 
      Six strokes to be the normal maximum.
 
      Up to twelve strokes when authorised by school senior management.
 
    
 
   The whole matter of punishment had been reviewed by government enquiries more than once, but on each occasion had been unequivocally retained albeit with tightened regulations.
 
    
 
   Some members of staff in approved schools considered the above to be somewhat limiting. However, those rules could be stretched and stretched again without actually being broken. Take the matter of canes. Not unusually the regulation cane was discarded and replaced by many – as here where it had already been usurped by a more formidable rod. 
 
    
 
   An initial meeting had taken place and actions had been allocated to members of the committee who would inform the group of their findings at the next meeting.
 
    
 
   On a warm September afternoon, with all the boys in the dormitories before tea, the members of the group met in the staff room, still stuffy and humid from the day’s activities. It is now the right time to introduce the reader to the individual members of the committee…
 
    
 
   The Reverend Victor B, Headmaster. Sees himself as more of a manager than school headmaster. A master in the art of delegation, much of the day to day running was left to others in his senior management team. A firm believer in the punitive power of caning, he had after lived and worked as a teacher in South Africa during the 50’s. 
 
    
 
   Unusually he did not carry out corporal punishment himself, but was content to delegate others the responsibility, however he was not averse to being a witness on occasions, which suited him. His sexuality was the subject of much conjecture.
 
    
 
   As chairman of the committee he had no specific tasks to research. 
 
    
 
   Edward R or (Known as Barge by the boys), Deputy Head, responsible for Discipline with a capital D and all other things related to physical activity of those under his care. Obese, fifty, he had the personality of a Doberman and yet despite all of that, seemed to be able to charm his way into the good books of any female that crossed his path. With a small but growing number of younger females on the school staff, he had developed a lecherous side to his nature. He would often leave his interconnecting door to the secretary’s office open, ostensibly for ease of communication but in reality, the office furniture had been suitably arranged (for him) before her arrival. With no modesty board to her desk and her penchant for very short skirts, he would often while away his time looking at her legs, waiting for the occasional but inevitable view of her knickers as she moved about. A voracious appetite for using the cane, but, careful enough to keep himself just the right side of the law. 
 
    
 
   His task from the previous meeting was to come up with suggestions as to how the actual ritual of the more serious chastisements could be enhanced to increase the gravitas of such occasions. He had more recently discovered that his attractive young Head of English was a valued confidant in matters relating to corporal punishment. She was after all a member of the school senior management team.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Eva W. The youngest female teacher in the school at 34, well there were only two others and one of them was only employed part time. Promoted to be a member of the senior management team at such an early point in her career did raise eyebrows. A tall vivacious young woman, with a vicious streak of early feminism to be found under the surface of what many, took simply to be a feisty nature. She taught for over ten years at a variety of local junior schools, making it to Deputy Head at her last school. Always quick to reach for the slipper or cane as it clearly suited her style of teaching. However during this period in history, there was pressure to curtail the use of corporal punishment in schools that taught younger boys, this irritated her constantly. When the post of senior teacher in English came up at the nearby local approved school, she leapt at the chance, knowing that as well as an increase in pay scale and status there would no doubt be ‘opportunities’ to exercise her willingness to apply physical punishment, but this time to much older boys. Eva also had other ‘opportunities’ to give boys physical punishment, as the reader will be aware, if they have read Summerhouse Canings. Her own son (but not daughter) and more especially the teenage nephew, whose parents were working abroad, were subject some very severe domestic discipline within the home.
 
    
 
   Unusually for one so young, she had shown support and encouragement to the ‘Barge’ in his quest for a more severe means of beating recalcitrant teenage boys. So much so that he had taken her into his confidence and they had many private discussions on the topic, discussing both technique and implements. She had been present at the canings of quite a few boys in his office, where she learned more about the dark art of applying the rattan. It was Edward’s suggestion that she ‘chalk the cane’ before carrying out her own canings. This tip had allowed her to significantly increase the power of her strokes, after all her previous school experiences were in a different area of education, where the regulations and opportunities were a rapidly closing window.
 
    
 
   Eva had been tasked at the earlier meeting with carrying out research on how the topic of ‘one layer of clothing’ could perhaps be ‘stretched’ to make for a more severe application of the cane.
 
    
 
   Sister. Janice F. Matron. Responsible for the welfare and pastoral wellbeing of her charges. A tall thin woman of 42, had been a hospital Sister until the shifts became incompatible with her own domestic arrangements. Janice had been at the school for nearly a year after her predecessor left for another post. The previous matron, a comely lady of nearly 60 had always been uncomfortable within the penal system and did not approve of the heavy reliance on corporal punishment. Encouragement by Edward to retire, allowed the school to recruit someone, who would be not so squeamish when presented with a heavily wealed bottom. Janice, when interviewed, came across as someone who was neither for nor against corporal punishment but made it clear that it had it’s place, especially within such a school where the boys in her words, clearly deserved the harshest treatment. A perceptive character, Sister Janice had quickly worked out that the Headmaster was more interested in getting inside a boy’s pants and decided she would keep a careful watch for any activity she might consider unhealthy. 
 
    
 
   Both the Head and Deputy debated whether Janice should be on the sub committee, but in the end thought that her presence would appear to others that the medical welfare of boys under punishment was being considered. 
 
    
 
   They also understood that the experienced professional nurse did not object to such matters from any personal principle. 
 
    
 
   Janice had been tasked with using her medical knowledge and contacts to discretely research if the pain inflicted by the cane was either enhanced or otherwise by factors such as body temperature, wet flesh, the use antiseptic fluids etc.
 
    
 
   Miss. Amanda S. School Secretary. Most school secretaries, whether in the penal system or in state education, tended to be older women, who, after having had children wanted something to fit in with school holidays. Indeed there were two such women in the main administration office whose job it was to type reports and letters, deal with the mail etc. The main secretarial post however was held by a girl of only 25 who had her office situated between those of both the Head and Deputy, with connecting doors into both. Amanda, a petite but very pretty girl, with red hair in a Mary Quant bob, dressed in typical 60’s fashion, had come to the job in an unusual way. 
 
    
 
   Having left secretarial college at 18, she commenced ‘Temping’, a very popular thing for young women in the 60’s and 70’s as it didn’t tie them down and allowed them the freedom to pick and choose employers. At the ripe old age of 22 she took a job as a temp for a school secretary at a Boys Public School near Brighton. The normal secretary had broken her arm and wrist and would be off work for about three months. Amanda found herself situated in the outer office area of the Headmaster’s Suite. This school used the cane frequently, so for the first time in her life (she herself had been to a girl’s school) she was exposed almost every day to the ‘naughty boy’s line up’ in her office waiting to go into the Lion’s Den as it was known. She found herself quite affected by the whole experience, listening to the swishes and cracks of the cane as she watched the faces awaiting their turn with some amusement. She enjoyed conversing with the older boys – asking them if they had had it before and how many strokes did they expect to get! The blushing replies excited her nearly as much as listening to the caning taking place the other side of the door. After a couple of weeks, she settled into her role and found that during the working day she became almost invisible as the Head carried out his duties. He was sure to notice her very short skirts but nevertheless Amanda found that she was even able to enter his room whilst caning took place. At first she didn’t make things too obvious as she removed some paperwork from his filing cabinet. Later she had worked out that by taking in the Head’s morning coffee complete with tray and percolator, she was able to witness some of the strokes. Later still, she would time her entry to coincide with one the older boys that she found attractive, touching his toes with blazer folded back and the Head measuring up his cane ready to begin. Amanda thought she was in heaven, but eventually things came to an end as the real secretary eventually returned to work. Returning to normal temping jobs was very boring after this and despite many months of trying was unable to find anything remotely similar. 
 
    
 
   Then whilst browsing through papers in the local library, she found an employment sheet produced by the authorities for local authority positions. Amanda didn’t even realise what sort of place an Approved School was, but decided to go for it anyway. Amanda was somewhat surprised when during the interview, she was asked about her views on corporal punishment. 
 
    
 
   Perhaps naively she revealed that she had worked in a Public School where she had witnessed canings being administered, saying that she hadn’t found it a problem. To the Reverend Headmaster and his deputy, this reply was music to their ears – another potential staff member who would hopefully, not stand in the way of, or even support their standpoint on discipline. 
 
    
 
   Amanda had now been at *Hall for two years. During this time she had listened to many canings being carried out in Edward’s study and noticed how much more severe the strokes seemed to be really well laid on. Sometimes viewing a thrashing when the door was left open, she became aware the boys only wore cotton gym shorts for the cane and she winced as the stick wrapped itself around a boy’s bottom. Her only regret was that the boys didn’t have to wait inside her office, given her fondness for teasing boys before they were caned.
 
    
 
   Although attending discipline committee meetings to take minutes, she had already proved her usefulness when, during a discussion over coffee between the Head and Deputy where the topic of canes and cane availability came up, she was able to interject that during her short time at the Public School in Brighton, she had placed orders for canes from a supply company in London and was sure that she could find their address and send for the catalogue. The two men were surprised and impressed. In actual fact, Amanda had kept the catalogue as she found reading it strangely exciting, as in addition to descriptions and prices of punishment implements it also contained letters of support and helpful hints and tips for those using the products and although it would now be out of date, it did have the address and telephone number of one Eric Wildman, a man who had come to notoriety more than a decade earlier when his premises were raided by police. The latest catalogue eventually arrived and Amanda excitedly took it to Edward and showed him the cane type that she had ordered for the Public School in Brighton. A week later a consignment of new canes were delivered. The new rods were a good six inches longer than the current ‘regulation’ cane, but more importantly were heavier, described as medium to heavy grade for the ‘Senior Schoolboy’. 
 
    
 
   The minutes of these sub committee meetings, were, not surprisingly handed over to Edward, the Deputy Head as soon as they were typed. Amanda was however tasked with, consulting with Mr Wildman as to whether he had any ‘specials’ in his stock that would prove yet more severe than the ones he had already provided. Amanda was pleased to be asked to do this and felt that it increased her status within the group.
 
    
 
   On a warm September afternoon, with all the boys in the dormitories before tea, the members of the group met in the staff room, still stuffy and humid from the day’s activities. The second committee meeting was now underway…
 
    
 
    
 
   Disciplinary Sub Committee - Minutes – Monday 17th September 1964 
 
   (Extracts from the full minutes)
 
   Present: 
 
   Rev B, Headmaster
 
   Mr. Edward R, Deputy Head
 
   Mrs. Eva W, Head of English
 
   Sister. Janice F, School Nurse
 
   Miss. Amanda S, School Secretary
 
    
 
   Rev B opened the meeting by outlining the terms of reference for the committee:
 
   “To enhance effectiveness of canings given for offences where the award is over 6 strokes and up to the maximum of 12 strokes”
 
    
 
   Rev B reiterated the feelings of many in the approved school system who felt that the limitations placed on punishments by the Home Office, failed the staff whose job it is to keep order and where possible prevent boys from re-offending and becoming more serious criminals. Our job is to find ways of making the most serious offences punishable in a way that will make a boy very careful not to repeat the experience. Many of the boys come with a history of violence and together with rebellious attitudes and disrespect to authority. The fact that some receive a thrashing and still manage to sneer at the staff member who has to discipline them is most regrettable. In an ideal world, we ought to be able to break them in the first few strokes thus ensuring that the remainder of the award is felt as genuine punishment.    
 
    
 
   Matters arising – (Tasks from previous meeting.)
 
    
 
   Mr R (Deputy Head) began by stating the current method where boys had committed serious offences such as assaulting a teacher, bullying and absconding. The rules allowed, after agreement by the senior management for a caning of up to 12 strokes. These punishments were currently given in his office and not in front of other boys. 
 
    
 
   It was his consideration that a new ritual that increased the level of anticipation, introduced extra elements of humiliation and would elongate the process from a few minutes to maybe an hour, would form a good basis with which to move forward.
 
    
 
   To this end he suggested that the punishment should be carried out in the gymnasium at an appropriate time. The gym was situated well away from the main school, had the advantage that changing areas were attached and the facility had most of the peripheral elements available for corporal punishment such as benches or gym horses etc. 
 
    
 
   He also suggested that the caning should be carried out with due ceremony in the presence of more than the usual two people. He suggested that the members of this committee would make a good starting point. 
 
    
 
   Rev B asked if members of the committee would have any personal difficulties with this – there were no objections. 
 
    
 
   Sister F asked if three female staff and only two male members could appear unbalanced.
 
    
 
   Mr R said that the very presence of females would add a necessary element of humiliation which would serve to cut some boys down to size, particularly if the punishment was successful in breaking down the bravado that many of the hard core of offenders exhibit.
 
    
 
   Mr R also said that boys should be made to undertake a cold shower in the associated facilities prior to punishment. Boys should be closely supervised during this time.
 
    
 
   Rev B said that he would undertake this task but Sister F thought that she also should attend the supervision of boys prior to being caned.
 
    
 
   Mr R said that to raise the level of humiliation he wondered what the committee thought about the possibility of marching the boy naked from the showers straight into the gymnasium where he would be made to put on whatever form of clothing is decided upon.
 
    
 
   Rev B thought that this was a very good idea – the rules on corporal punishment did not stipulate what the offender wore either before or after the infliction of the caning.
 
    
 
   Mrs W said that it would be important to keep other unwanted prying eyes away from the whole process and thought that a good check should be made of the gym and changing rooms to make sure that this was possible. She said that the occasion should be a closed event with only those who needed to know aware.
 
    
 
   Sister F concurred and said that it would be important that there were no onlookers or other witnesses to the canings. Although the new regime would be out as soon as the first boy was punished, keeping things tight would add to the fear of the unknown for offenders.
 
    
 
   Mr R then indicated that a suitable gym horse should be allocated to the punishment and the committee should perhaps consider the use of restraining straps to secure the boy. He said this would ensure that the punishment could be given in full without interruption, a regular problem when carried out in his office. There was then some discussion about the matter of restraints being still within the spirit of the regulations. After checking the regulations it was found that restraining of boys for corporal punishment was not specifically mentioned, so therefore it should be possible. All present agreed.
 
    
 
   Sister F said that she would need to approve of the location and type of any restraints due to possible effects on blood circulation. This was also agreed as a sensible idea. Mr R indicated that he thought restrains of ankles, wrists and waist should be sufficient. He also said that would be able to undertake the necessary modifications to a suitable piece of gym equipment with in house workshop facilities.
 
    
 
   Mr R then said he had given some thought to the matter of the caning itself and thought that sometimes they were carried out too hurriedly, sometimes for reasons of a busy schedule and sometimes just to get it out of the way. He thought that we needed to move away from this altogether and be in no hurry either before, during or after caning. He thought that a suitable delay once a boy was in position would add to his anticipation. Good intervals between strokes would extend the time a boy was being subject to the greatest pain. Finally a boy should be left in position over the ‘horse’ or whatever support for a further period during which he would further suffer by not being to touch or rub the buttocks.
 
    
 
   A discussion then took place about what members thought was a suitable time interval between cane strokes. There were many suggestions made but in the end a consensus of opinion was that 1-minute intervals would be optimal.
 
    
 
   Mr R then continued, by informing the committee that for those that didn’t already know, he was left-handed. He thought that this could be of benefit. He explained that again it would add to the status of the caning if on these occasions two caners were used and as Mrs W was right handed, it would afford for strokes to be applied from each side thus ensuring that the physical results were even across both buttocks.
 
    
 
   The committee agreed that this was a good idea and endorsed the suggestion.
 
    
 
   There were no further questions for Mr R. Rev B said that he thought that the changes suggested were very worthwhile and thanked Mr R for his input. 
 
    
 
   Mrs. Eva W then gave her input into the matter of clothing worn during the punishments.
 
   At the outset Mrs W stated that clear optimal effect was gained by caning bare buttocks but conceded that having to keep within the spirit of the regulations clearly forbade this as an outright intention. She stated that currently boys were required to change into their blue cotton gym shorts for caning, without any underwear worn beneath. Whilst this was preferable to caning over serge uniform trousers and underpants, it still left a lot to be desired in terms of a) giving some protection to the buttocks and b) obscuring from view the actual effect of the stroke once given.
 
    
 
   Mrs W then brought from out of her bag an item of underwear that she had researched which should provide an improvement in many areas whilst still keeping just on side with the regulations. Mrs W held up what appeared to be a pair of girl’s knickers. She explained that they were a pair of girl’s summer pants of the ‘Ladybird’ brand. They were of the thinnest cotton and were of the modern ‘briefs’ style. Mrs W said that they had an elasticised waistband but had loose legs. The size was intended for early teenage girls and that they would undoubtedly be tight. However she thought that this could offer some other advantages i.e. Unlike Y fronts where a boys genitals were allowed to hang loosely, these knickers could be worn to ensure that his private parts were kept well upwards at the front out of the way. This in turn would enable the boy to adopt a position where his legs could be placed well apart, allowing for a greater spread of the buttocks, which in turn would or should be wealed for a greater length thus more pain. Mrs W further stated that she had recently had reason to cane her nephew for bad behaviour and she had made the boy wear a pair of these same knickers.  
 
    
 
   Mrs W said that she normally caned the boy across his bare bottom, but was pleasantly surprised to find that the knickers when pulled up nice and tight left the lower half of the boys buttocks almost totally bare. Mrs W thought that although a boy would indeed be wearing a single layer of lower clothing, it allowed for many strokes to actually be placed across the bare bottom, also the strokes placed further up across the cotton pants could still be clearly seen below the surface and anyway due to the style of the cut of the knickers, all tip marks were clearly across bare flesh. 
 
   Finally Mrs W said that the knickers were very cheap to buy and easy to obtain and could be held in stock.
 
    
 
   Rev B and Mr R both said they thought Mrs W’s ideas were splendid and did the group have any questions.
 
    
 
   Miss S asked if the knickers would be re-used after washing therefore keeping costs down.
 
    
 
   Sister F replied that in her experience, boys who had received over six strokes and had been to her for treatment had bottoms that had bled, particularly on the furthest buttock away from the caner so thought that any knickers worn this way during a caning would be bloodstained and should be destroyed.
 
    
 
   Rev B said that although it was never the intention to make a boys bottom bleed during caning, it was in his experience over the years inevitable that some blood would be drawn at some stage.
 
    
 
   Miss S said that she had heard that boys caned at her previous school also had some blood as she had been told by the school matron.
 
    
 
   Mrs W said that the knickers were only six shillings and sixpence a pair so given that at the moment there were only about two or three boys a month getting canings over six strokes it would not be a drain on school resources.
 
    
 
   Rev B said that if there were no further questions he would like to thank Mrs W and if all agreed they would adopt her ideas into any new regime.
 
    
 
   Sister F was then invited to give the committee her ideas and opinions on medical factors that would impact on this type of punishment.
 
   Sister F began by saying that she had researched what she could find about Judicial corporal punishments as she felt that what we were proposing would perhaps be more aligned to Judicial caning or birching than school caning. There were nods and murmurs of agreement that this was undoubtedly true. She said that all such punishment regimes that she had read about and this included Britain prior to 1948 (birching), The Isle of Man at the present time (birching) and finally other parts of the world such as South Africa and the Far East (caning), had, at it’s heart, consideration of the physical fitness of the men or boys being punished. Therefore she would recommend a full physical examination of the boy prior to any such caning. She said that this would have positive benefits for the school in that it would show that the boy’s physical well-being was taken into account. On the other hand any such examination would be humiliating for the boy and would add to the overall anticipation of the punishment, which was after all the point of the plan.
 
    
 
   Rev B said that no one could argue with this point and it would definitely be included but asked if Sister F could carry out such an examination as involving anyone else from the medical profession would unnecessarily widen the number of people with intimate knowledge of the school’s punishment procedures.
 
    
 
   Sister F confirmed that she would be able to carry out the examinations ‘in house’.
 
    
 
   She then turned to other areas of her research. On the matter of body or flesh temperature she said that it was commonly felt that although a ‘cold bottom’ had the possibility of some numbing of the flesh, the rush of blood through the capillaries after a blow or stroke hurt much more. Sister F also said that in her experience the resulting marks were much more pronounced.
 
    
 
   Rev B asked Sister F what her recommendations were. 
 
    
 
   Sister F said that in her opinion a boy should be given a two-minute cold shower, paying particular attention to the buttocks. Afterwards the boy should be patted dry but not rubbed vigorously with towels thus warming the flesh. At some point immediately before caning the buttocks should be well swabbed with surgical spirit, which could be refrigerated, adding to the cool feeling across the flesh. 
 
    
 
   Sister also stated that post caning; the buttocks could be treated with surgical spirit swabs before any dressings are applied. This on it’s own would hurt tremendously where there were breaks in the skin. She asked if other members felt that would be reasonable.
 
    
 
   Mrs W asked if iodine would be a more painful substance as in her experience dealing with young boys and their normal cuts and grazes, she had noticed that the traditional iodine treatment hurt much more than the original injury.
 
    
 
   Sister said that there was very little to choose between the two substances but it was her opinion that surgical spirit was more suitable as it didn’t interfere with the adhesive used on elastoplast dressings.
 
    
 
   Rev B thanked Sister for her information and said it was difficult to argue with the common sense of her approach. Other members of the committee concurred.
 
    
 
   Rev B then said that before asking the School Secretary to inform the group of her findings in respect of canes and implements he would like to add that though all the other ideas for changing the most serious punishment routine would add considerably to the overall effect of the thrashing, the one issue left would probably be the one most significant. 
 
    
 
   Miss. S momentarily left the staff room to recover a package from her office; on her return with a large hockey bag she then addressed the members with her findings. She stated that Mr Wildman had been most helpful and understood the position of teachers within the Approved School system. Mr Wildman unfortunately declined a request to attend the school and in turn to speak personally to the committee, as he had some previous experience of being invited to a school, only to find that he had been ‘set up’ and he didn’t wish to repeat the experience. That said, he expressed the wish to help us wherever he could. Miss S conveyed the purpose of the sub committee to Mr Wildman and asked if there was anything available that would improve on what was already being supplied to the school.
 
    
 
   Miss S said that the current cane supplied for use on Senior Boys was 39 inches long and 3/8 inch thick, made from a medium density grade rattan imported from Indonesia. As this was an identical cane to the type used by the Public School she had previously worked at, Miss S asked other members to what extent it had improved matters over the official issue cane.
 
    
 
   Mr R said that he felt it provided a more penetrating stroke but in spite of its weight, it was very flexible and required care when using. He believed that this cane was perhaps responsible for more requirement of treatment from Sister F. However it was a considerably more painful punishment than the ones given with the previous model.
 
    
 
   Mrs W said that she found that accuracy was more difficult due to the extra length and its flexibility; she had used chalk on the cane to assist accuracy across the blue gym shorts. However she felt that it was a satisfying cane to use, but would be more suited to use across the bare bottom but she appreciated that was not possible at the school.
 
    
 
   Sister F confirmed that the changeover to the new cane had caused increased bruising and many occasions where the skin had been broken especially where the tip of the cane had whipped into the farthest buttock from the caner.
 
    
 
   Miss S thanked the group for their responses and said that the opinions would be passed on the Mr Wildman who would use the information to try to help us. In the meantime he had sent by parcel three implements for us to look at and consider. Miss S then opened the long sports bag and brought out the items one at a time. The first item was clearly not a cane but was made out of black animal hide according to Mr Wildman. Called a Sjambok, it was from Africa. Miss S held the item outstretched and said it was over four feet in length but seemed more like a whip to her.
 
    
 
   Rev B said he recognised it and said that it was a popular whip used by Police in African countries and said that although it was a most effective implement, it would be unsuitable here, as it would not fit the rules, which clearly stated that a cane should be used. He also thought that the injuries to the flesh would be excessive.
 
    
 
   Miss S said that Mr Wildman also thought that would be the case, but thought that the committee would like to consider what he had available. 
 
    
 
   The next item was a cane but odd in the fact that it had ridges over it’s entire length. It did have a curled handle and looked like the cane Charlie Chaplin often used in his films, Miss S said that it was a Malacca cane and was 40 inches long; She bent it into a curve to show its flexibility, which was impressive.
 
    
 
   Mr R said that it was a cane in common use in some Public Schools before the war but had fallen out of favour in more recent times. It’s main claim to fame was it’s ability to bruise in different places along the length of it’s weal. The sharp ridges often had to be smoothed off to prevent cutting.
 
    
 
   Rev B said that as a cane that seemed almost designed to cut, it might attract some criticism but should not unnecessarily be discounted.
 
    
 
   Miss S then brought out the third item. It was she said the bigger brother of the very cane that we use now. Fifty inches long, dark brown, but thicker at half an inch at the tip. Miss S informed the group that it was from Malaya and was similar to those used on juvenile offenders up to the age of 21 in the Far East. Mr Wildman said that it’s additional length required the right facilities and some skill to apply but when done properly could produce a cane stroke which would be devastating in it’s intensity.
 
    
 
   Mr R immediately said that it looked to be just the ticket. Miss S then tested the cane’s flexibility by bending it into a full half circle then handed it around the room to let other members inspect it closely.
 
    
 
   Mr R gave the cane a giant swish through the air, lashing the rod into the back of a solid leather chair which moved on it’s feet, such was the force of the stroke. 
 
    
 
   Mrs W also gave the cane a trial swish but said that it would need some practise before it was used.  
 
    
 
   Rev B asked Miss S if she knew what level of stock Mr Wildman had of this particular cane.
 
    
 
   Miss S said that she would enquire but wondered how many the school would want.
 
    
 
   Rev B said that he would have thought that three more would be sufficient in addition to the one we have here.
 
    
 
   At this point the meeting was concluded. Rev B congratulated everyone on his or her work and said that he would now sit down with his secretary and formulate an official protocol based upon what had been agreed by the committee.
 
    
 
    
 
   In the next chapter – Edward and Eva carry out tests with the new cane and get in some valuable practice. 
 
    
 
   Also the first offender to be caned under the new rules receives an unforgettable lesson.
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   John
 
 
   By Mrs Birch
 
   The letter arrived on Monday morning. I glanced at the unfamiliar handwriting and with mild curiosity sliced the letter open to find a polite handwritten note inside. 
 
   "Dear Mrs Birch 
 
   It is with the greatest reluctance that I write this letter. Please let me start by saying that you are a good neighbour and I do not wish to cause you distress. However, I feel the behaviour of your nephew John leaves me no choice but to bring to your attention the recent events that have led me to my decision to write to you now. 
 
   For months now John has been behaving in what I can only describe as a most offensive manner. As you know, I am a 36-year-old woman living alone. I know I am not unattractive and I believe I am reasonably broad-minded and tolerant when it comes to understanding the urges that plague adolescent boys and young men. 
 
   But John has abused my tolerance beyond the point where I can remain silent. I no longer feel it safe to leave my bathroom window open even a fraction without risking an opportunity for John to spy on me. I have to check it before I shower, regardless of the time of day or night. My bedroom blinds are now permanently drawn because of John's Peeping Tom activities! 
 
   If I put on a swimming costume and sun myself beside the pool I know I will catch him spying on me from some hiding place in the bushes or behind the fence. 
 
   I have tried talking to him to no avail, and finally threatened him that I would inform you of his behaviour if it continued. The threats have had some effect. However, his unwelcome behaviour ceases for a few days after I threaten him…but then it begins again. 
 
   Alas, there is more. Last week a pair of my panties was taken from my washing line. I accused John of taking them and he denied the theft, but he is a poor liar. I also have reason to believe he has taken photos of me in various states of undress (this is not paranoia) and, the final straw…I actually saw him masturbating behind my garage as he watched me sunbaking by my pool yesterday. 
 
   I pretended not to notice him, deciding instead to inform you in writing of what has been going on. I know from our conversations that you are a firm believer in Corporal Punishment. I would deeply appreciate your help in this matter. 
 
   Yours sincerely 
 
   Karen Murdoch 
 
   John, the culprit, was not really my nephew, but the son of a good friend of mine who had asked for my assistance in providing guidance to her wayward son. I had known John since he was born. He had been a headstrong child in need of firm handling but despite his best efforts had actually grown into a personable young man. However, in my opinion, John was still in need of much more serious guidance than just his mother’s ‘firm handling’. 
 
   During a lengthy meeting with Paula, together with John, who was on the verge of his 21st birthday at the time, it was agreed that John would come to live with me for a period of one year. I was to become John's guardian and he was to place himself willingly under my sole and absolute care and control during his stay with me. 
 
   We agreed upon a plan that would be implemented throughout the year. My role would be to set a Code of Conduct for John while he was under my complete care, as well I would set down rules and regulations to which he was to comply with at all times. Naturally John could expect due punishment for any breach of rules during that time. 
 
   The purpose of John's stay with me was to bring about proper behaviour, a polished attitude, and courteousness along with a polite and respectful manner. With that objective in mind I incorporated a system whereby any necessary correction and behavioural adjustment was attended to on a regular basis. At the end of the year I fully expected to turn out a fine young man whom his mother could be proud of. 
 
   I determined that it was critical to set out my rules and Code of Conduct in a little book, which was to be known as The Punishment Journal. On the first Saturday of every month, it was my duty to attend to any punishment that John had incurred for any incidents of improper behaviour or offences committed by him during the preceding month. 
 
   Throughout the month I would enter a meticulous record of John's misdemeanours and their appropriate punishments in order for me to deal with them on John's Monthly Punishment Day. 
 
   On the first page of the Punishment Journal, I had written out a set of rules that John was required to agree to and then sign. This he duly complied with prior to moving his goods and chattels into his new home for the next year. 
 
   Discipline will be enforced by way of Corporal Punishment. Any form of Corporal Punishment will be administered on a bare bottom. Naturally, a proper amount of humiliation shall accompany each punishment. Monthly Punishment Day will be a formal occasion carrying with it the proper severity and necessary ritual. All punishments will be carried out on the first Saturday of every month. 
 
   It was four months ago that John had signed his agreement to that statement. 
 
   It had been a very interesting time for him settling in. I could see perfectly well that he was finding it challenging changing habits of a lifetime. The first month was difficult to say the least. John had been quite used to having his own way and going about his business with little regard for others. Having become used to coming and going from the house at will in his old life, John was more than a little indignant when he learned that his new life was fraught with all manner of rules and regulations that would actually be enforced. 
 
   One such rule was that he was required to present himself for dinner dressed formally and on time. Dinner was served at 6.30pm sharp each evening. The idea of John being able to leave the house after dinner was quite out of the question. Although he was permitted to have a night out on a Friday evening once a fortnight provided he was home by 10.30pm. 
 
   During the first month, John experienced extreme difficulty in adjusting to his new regime and protested strongly about his evening curfew. Indeed, he earned himself a memorable lesson on his first scheduled Punishment Day in the form of a vigorous, yet highly humiliating, over the knee, bare bottom spanking with pants around his ankles, conveniently acting as hobbles. As well, he experienced for the first time in his life, some firm strokes of a fine loontin rattan administered to his reddened cheeks. 
 
   That punishment had taken place in the attic that had been converted into my Punishment Room during my first weeks in the house four and a half years previously. It was a bright sun filled room but furnished with necessary items only. In the centre of the room stood an old school gym vaulting horse conveniently left behind by the former resident. In one corner stood my desk and chair. Against the opposite wall nestled a small single writing desk and wooden chair. A large trunk and a wardrobe were the only other pieces of furniture in the room. Overhead hung a single light bulb which dangled forlornly from the ceiling by a foot of electrical cord. 
 
   I had left the wooden floorboards exposed, preferring not to add such homely comforts as a cosy rug to throw across the floor. After all, this room was intended for punishment. It was a room where behavioural modification and correction took place. I did not intend any comfort or distractions to be added to the coldness of the room. 
 
   The lack of soft furnishings in the attic room allowed any noise to echo and magnify somewhat, adding to the intimidating atmosphere. 
 
   On Punishment mornings John was required to present himself at 8.55 am precisely outside the locked door of the Punishment Room. He was to be dressed in a white long sleeve shirt and tie, long grey trousers, grey socks and polished black leather shoes. He was to be meticulously scrubbed clean and freshly shaven with his hair combed neatly. The Punishment would commence at 9am precisely.
 
   I like to prepare for formal punishment in quiet surroundings. I find that quiet contemplation while dressing to be most beneficial as it affords me time to mentally prepare for the imminent punishment. 
 
   My preparation is a formal event in itself. After demanding such serious attire from John, I could hardly present myself in a dressing gown or other such sloppy apparel. Therefore, I always take great care in my dress and appearance on Punishment Day. This morning was no different. A crisp white shirt and knee length black skirt hung freshly ironed on the valet. On the floor beneath my clothes, a pair of black patent leather court shoes sat waiting. The early morning sun beamed in through the bay windows as I dressed and the birds twittered loudly in the branches of the trees outside. My mood was calm. 
 
   It was a peaceful spring morning and I had much planned for the rest of the day. As I put the finishing touches to my make-up and hair, I allowed my thoughts to turn to John, who would by this time be waiting nervously on the stairs outside the attic, which was directly above my bedroom. I had heard John's footsteps earlier, barely touching the ground as he ascended the stairs to wait outside the locked door to the attic. 
 
   In a few moments I would be ready. During the last hour I had given much thought to the letter from my neighbour and John's progress since his arrival. It had been slow and at times during the past four months John's behaviour could have been described as rebellious to say the least. Unfortunately for John, it was going to be difficult for him for a little while longer. At least, until he began to accept the new order of things. 
 
   As I stepped from my room, a slight shuffle on the stairs could be heard above. In my left hand was the letter from Miss Murdoch. My right hand held a single key and I lightly touched the banister rail as I climbed the stairs. When I spotted John, he was standing with his back to the wall in a pose that could be described as blasé. The look on his face was one of mild boredom. From the look of him, he had not taken as much care with his dressing as he should have done, which let me know that he was feeling a little aggrieved at having to present himself to me this morning. He was not taking this seriously at all. 
 
   However, despite John's affected look of indifference, I knew he was very nervous indeed. I was not fooled by the outward appearance of apparent nonchalance.
 
   "Good morning John," I said quietly, coming to a halt directly in front of him and facing him squarely. 
 
   "Good morning Aunt Jennifer," came the curt reply. Sadly for John, his voice cracked as he spoke, belying the outward show of bravado.
 
   ‘Yes,’ I thought, ‘nervous as a kitten’. Especially so when he saw my expression as I casually appraised his appearance. 
 
   "I daresay you were late out of bed this morning John?" 
 
   "No Aunt Jennifer," cried John, straightening up as he spoke. The genuine look of concern on his face let me know that his intestinal fortitude was running thin now. 
 
   "Well then, can I assume that you did not care to show proper respect for my rules when you dressed this morning John?" 
 
   "No Aunt Jennifer!" His tone was urgent for he knew that he was in for more punishment should he fail to convince me that this wasn't the case. 
 
   "Tidy yourself this instant before you enter this room!" 
 
   I turned to unlock the door to the attic punishment room and swung the door open, motioning for John to step inside. A few seconds passed by and he stood rooted to the spot outside the room staring at the open door. He started to tremble and swallowed nervously. I had no intention of either speaking or moving but stood glaring at him, waiting for him to step into the room. There was no way I was going to make this easier for him by making the first move, so I stood patiently waiting and watching him instead. 
 
   In the moments that followed John nervously cast his eyes downward and began to wring his hands in nervousness. 
 
   When at last John made a move towards the door, I could see the subtle little tell tale signs that let me know that he was really terrified. As soon as he was clear of the door I closed it quietly behind him causing him to nearly jump out of his skin in fright. 
 
   "Stand before the desk John." John immediately did as he was told and slunk off to face the desk. His shoulders drooped and his head hung forward.
 
   “Hands on head! Back straight…smarten up boy!”
 
   I snapped the letter open and the noise caused him to jump. I was pleased to see how quickly that braggadocio attitude of his had taken flight once we were in the Punishment Room and about to begin our reconciliation of his behaviour during the past 30 days. 
 
   "I have something that I would like you to read John,’ I said in a cold voice as I handed him the letter. 
 
   With a trembling hand John reached out to take the letter. "Read it!" John's tear filled eyes were fixed on mine. His expression was mournful and he could hardly bring himself to coax his gaze towards the flimsy piece of notepaper. My eyes bore into his until he finally did as he was told. 
 
   While he was reading the damning evidence that had sealed his fate, I stood watching him impassively. I knew what his punishment was going to consist of. In fact from the moment I read the opening lines of the letter, I started calculating each stroke. John had displayed despicable behaviour. It was disgusting and uncontrolled. He would learn a very valuable lesson today. 
 
   "What have you got to say for yourself young man?" I demanded as John's haunted eyes once more met mine. 
 
   "I don't know what to say Aunt Jennifer," John stated humbly as he hung his head in shame. 
 
   "Don't you? Well I've got plenty to say about your shameful behaviour my boy! Yes indeed, you may very well hang your head in shame you filthy delinquent! How dare you behave in such an improper manner? How dare you violate that poor young lady in such a way? What on earth possessed you to even contemplate such filth let alone carry out such behaviour?” 
 
   "Have you no shame at all? Well?" 
 
   Incredibly John started to justify his actions by placing the blame on Miss Murdoch! The twaddle that spewed out of his mouth about how she flaunted herself and paraded deliberately around the yard wearing hardly any clothes at all did nothing to enhance the possibility of a lesser punishment! 
 
   "Stop that at once you lecherous boy! You are already in enough trouble as it is! Do not add to it by telling me lies as well you wicked imp!" 
 
   John stopped his ranting immediately when he realised that I was not merely issuing an idle threat. He knew perfectly well that I knew he was lying and he also knew what the penalty was for lying. But it was too late. John had earned himself a hefty dose of Castor Oil for his trouble as well as a more severe punishment. 
 
   "You have committed the most heinous of all offences. You have made that poor young lady feel like she is not safe in her own home. You have indulged yourself at her expense by violating her in such a disgusting fashion. Not only have you disgraced yourself, but you have brought shame upon your family name as well. What would your Mother think if she knew what her precious son was really up to as soon as her back was turned?" 
 
   "I can assure you, she would be mortified! 
 
   John hung his head and mumbled something imperceptible. 
 
   "I beg your pardon?" 
 
   "I said, yes Aunt Jennifer."
 
   "Right young man, you may prepare for your punishment! Stand up straight and place your hands behind your back this instant!" 
 
   John snapped to attention as I stepped behind my desk and reached into the little cupboard on the left side of the desk to bring out the bottle of Cod Liver Oil. John's eyes flew wide open at the sight of that horrid bottle. He remembered only too well how foul a punishment it was. Given that it was only the previous month he had received his first taste as his reward for telling me a ‘little white lie’ it was obvious the experience remained firmly imprinted into his memory judging by his reaction. 
 
   "Open wide John!" I began pouring the oily liquid into the spoon and John's eyes were full of fear as he watched the spoon slowly filling. When it was brimming I placed the bottle on the desk and firmly took hold of John's chin in my left hand while I ferried the spoon to his mouth with the other. His jaw was clenched tight but a sharp squeeze from me soon loosened them sufficiently to force the spoon and it's contents inside his mouth. "Now hold that liquid in your mouth and do NOT swallow until I say you can, understand?" 
 
   John's face contorted violently the instant that disgusting flavour invaded his taste buds. His cheeks pushed out like a chipmunk, his eyes shut tight and he pursed his lips as tight as he could make them. "For two full minutes you may hold that liquid in your mouth John." No amount of enticement would get those eyes open now…
 
   "After a 'generous' two minute period I allowed John to swallow the mouthful of oil, but by this stage he could scarcely bring himself to do it. Finally after a few more spasms, he prepared himself to swallow hard. As soon as he did so, his eyes and mouth flew open wide and he let forth a great choking gasping noise. After a few violent coughs, some real tears slid down his cheeks. 
 
   "Right, over to the whipping horse and present your buttocks for punishment John! Your behaviour has been appalling and your punishment will match the gravity of your offences, and I intend to beat you with full severity. Mark my words, you are going to suffer excruciating pain. This will be remembered by you as your worst and most dreadful punishment yet." 
 
   The look on John's face was terror indeed. 
 
   "You have caused Miss Murdoch extreme humiliation therefore you shall suffer a punishment of equal magnitude. DROP those trousers and underpants to your ankles this instant!" 
 
   John fumbled nervously to loosen his belt and unzip his fly. He let his trousers crumple around his ankles and then slowly peeled off his underpants. It’s a strange phenomenon that, one who can resist so strongly the idea of having to conform to rules and regulations, can be so compliant at such a time. 
 
   "I have asked Miss Murdoch if she would care to witness your punishment today John and she has graciously accepted my invitation. She will be joining us shortly. I believe that a bare bottom thrashing in front of Miss Murdoch will be of some benefit to you. While we are waiting for her you may stand in front of the bench. Until she arrives, you will place your hands upon your head and keep that bottom on display." 
 
   Just as I began to prepare the punishment implements I heard the front doorbell ring. 
 
   "Ah, that will be Miss Murdoch now John, I trust that you will remain still while I am gone."
 
   When I returned to the room with Miss Murdoch in tow, I noticed John stiffen as he faced the bench. His arms were shaking from the strain of having them placed on his head for so long and the rest of his body was trembling in fear. 
 
   The expression on Miss Murdoch’s face was one of anticipation and I would even go so far as to say that she looked a little flushed. 
 
   "Well Miss Murdoch I must thank you for joining us today. I feel that by having you here to witness John's punishment for his appalling behaviour towards you will go a long way to ensuring that there will be no repeat performances in future. John will be suitably chastened and most assuredly on his best behaviour from this day forward. He has read your letter and is fully aware that his actions have brought about his punishment. He will undergo the supreme humiliation of being subjected to a bare bottom thrashing before you and his dignity will not be spared. I do hope you will stay for morning tea after we have attended to this little matter?" 
 
   Miss Murdoch's reply was barely audible and her gaze was fixed on John’s bare bottom. Her reaction was completely predictable. She must have been feeling very aggrieved with John's recent actions to say the least and at long last she was about to watch him being punished for his unacceptable behaviour towards her. It was sweet retribution for her I imagine.
 
   "Perhaps you may like to take a seat Miss Murdoch? You may sit at my desk if you wish." 
 
   Miss Murdoch inclined her head in appreciation and took her place behind the desk. She was a very beautiful young lady and as graceful as a swan. I watched her as she turned elegantly and almost glided towards the desk. There was o doubt she was a delicate creature and I immediately began to doubt my decision to subject her to such an event. Nonetheless, she was here now and looking very determined to take pleasure in observing John's punishment. 
 
   She sat straight backed with hands clasped in her lap. She was ready and composed. 
 
   "Over the bench John!" 
 
   "Present your buttocks." 
 
   John stepped up onto the little platform in front of the whipping bench and carefully placed himself over the whipping bench. Once in position he started to quiver and his buttocks wobbled like unset jelly. 
 
   A quick glance in Miss Murdoch's direction confirmed that she was more than ready to begin. I selected a fine shell Clydesdale razor strop to commence this morning's task. "Now John, before I begin let me reiterate our punishment rules. After each stroke you will count the stroke and you will thank me for the stroke. Is that clear?" 
 
   "Yes Aunt Jennifer." 
 
   "You will not yell or cry out during your punishment." 
 
   "No Aunt Jennifer." His voice was trembling as he spoke.
 
   "You will not stand up during your punishment unless I instruct you to do so." 
 
   "Yes Aunt Jennifer." 
 
   "Furthermore, when I have completed administering the prescribed amount of punishment strokes you will then humbly ask Miss Murdoch if she feels you have been punished sufficiently. If so, your punishment will be complete, if not, you will then politely ask Miss Murdoch how many more strokes you deserve and with which implement. Is that clear? 
 
   There was silence as John contemplated this last directive. 
 
   "I said, is that clear?" 
 
   "Yes Aunt Jennifer," mumbled John, his voice barely audible. 
 
   "Bottom up!" You will receive six strokes of the strop John. 
 
   John stiffened but he slowly brought his bare buttocks into position. Once more he was quivering and I heard his quiet whimpering. 
 
   With great velocity I swung that strap, bringing it down straight across John's well-formed buttocks. The effect was devastating. I watched his knees buckle instantly and his fists clench tight. Every muscle in his body bulged as the pain of the lash seared it's way through every fibre. I heard a sharp hissing sound as John sucked in a breath of air through his clenched teeth. Clearly the stroke had made it's mark and John eventually managed to utter haltingly, "One thank you Aunt Jennifer." 
 
   No sooner than John uttered those words, the next stroke was upon him and his reaction was no less severe than the first. 
 
   This time he pulled his head sharply towards his chest in the wake of that vicious stroke. I knew how dreadful that strop was, but felt no sympathy for him at that moment. John's punishment was the culmination of his indiscretions directed towards Miss Murdoch. He deserved no less than what he was receiving on that beautiful spring morning. 
 
   "Two…thank… you… Aunt…Jennifer." 
 
   "Bottom up please John." I felt no need to raise my voice. 
 
   I brought the third stroke down with equal severity and once more I witnessed John's complete determination to stifle his response. This time he twisted his head to the side at the moment of impact and I saw his eyes squeeze shut and his lips drawn back in agony, to reveal clenched teeth. He remained in that position for perhaps a minute or so as he struggled to come to terms with the pain he was suffering. 
 
   With some implements, the pain becomes less intense with each new stroke, but unfortunately, that is not the case with a superior quality horsehide strop. In fact, with each new stroke higher levels of intensity are reached, sending every nerve screaming in agony. 
 
   Again I heard John's sharp intake of breath through his clenched teeth and he tried hard to hold in his cry. Instead of a controlled response he blurted out " Three-thank-you-Aunt Jennifer in a very high-pitched voice. 
 
   "Number four John, bottom up please." 
 
   CRACK!! Came the fourth lash, which sent John immediately onto his tiptoes bouncing up and down on the balls of his feet in an attempt to disperse the pain. 
 
   I glanced across to Miss Murdoch and was mildly surprised to see that her gaze was fixated on John upturned, naked, yet badly welted buttocks. There was most definitely a glint in her eye and her excitement was obvious. 
 
   "Five, thank you, Aunt Jennifer," John managed to force the words out but the last word was scarcely past his lips when the final stroke landed hard upon his scorched bottom. 
 
   The strop made a deadly whooshing sound as it sped viciously towards John's buttocks. 
 
   For the last time, John's face contorted as he struggled to cope with the renewed pain. It was clear that he was not quite ready for the stroke judging by the way he straightened his legs at the moment of impact, his knees buckling almost immediately after. 
 
   "Six…. Thank…. You…. Aunt…. Jennifer." 
 
   The relief in his voice was obvious, as he hissed his words of thanks. 
 
   Because I had neglected to mention the rest of his punishment, John assumed that his punishment was at an end and in an anguished voice he proceeded to ask Miss Murdoch if she felt that he had endured sufficient punishment. 
 
   I was about to answer but was cut off in an instant by the sharp voice of Miss Murdoch. 
 
   "Certainly NOT!" 
 
   I cast my glance towards Miss Murdoch and felt mildly amused when I saw her indignant expression. Clearly Miss Murdoch was not satisfied with a mere 6 strokes of a razor strop. 
 
   "I most definitely do not think that your punishment has been sufficient John. In fact I should be grateful to your Aunt if she would allow me to choose the next implement and the amount of strokes!" 
 
   It was interesting, to say the least, to observe the dramatic change in Miss Murdoch who was sitting imperiously behind the desk, obviously more than a little displeased about John's assumption that the punishment was over. I had no intention of finishing at that point but Miss Murdoch did not know that. In her most haughty manner, she turned to face me and requested the opportunity to select the next implement. 
 
   "Of course Miss Murdoch. Please, be my guest. If you would care to come over to the wardrobe, I would be happy to show you my collection." 
 
   Miss Murdoch rose from behind the desk as gracefully as a cat. She swept across the room and stopped in front of the wardrobe that housed my implements of correction. 
 
   "Why, Mrs Birch! I never dreamed there could be so many things to choose from!" exclaimed Miss Murdoch, and with no hesitation at all she reached for a three-tailed Lochgelly Tawse, which was hanging towards the rear of the wardrobe. It was a quarter inch thick and most assuredly an implement to be feared and respected. 
 
   "I would like one dozen strokes of this implement applied to those naughty buttocks please Mrs Birch! That is, of course, if that is acceptable?" 
 
   "Yes of course it is Miss Murdoch. And may I say what a wise choice you have made in your selection." My remark was genuine as it was in fact the very item I had earmarked for the next phase of John's punishment. 
 
   "Miss Murdoch, if you would care to take your seat I shall continue." 
 
   She glided back over to the desk and once more took her position to witness the punishment of her tormentor. 
 
   "Very well Mrs Birch, and may I just say before you begin again that I do appreciate the trouble you are going to in order to correct John's disgraceful behaviour." 
 
   I acknowledged Miss Murdoch's gesture with an inclination of my head. 
 
   "Right John. Let us continue." 
 
   Once more those beseeching eyes were upon me. His lips were quivering and the tears welled up in his eyes. 
 
   "That's all very well John but it's a little late for tears don't you think? As far as I am concerned you should be thoroughly ashamed of yourself and your recent antics. You deserve every stroke that you are about to receive. I am not sorry for you at all. Now turn around and face the bench. Place yourself in position, now!" 
 
   John eyes glistened and he squeezed out a tear to send it rolling down his cheek. He took great pains to turn his body to face the bench, though his eyes held mine until he was no longer able to. When he was properly in position I noticed his buttocks quivering again. 
 
   "Stroke number one John, bottom up!" 
 
   John's body contorted immediately upon impact. He drew his head forward towards his chin and his knuckles went white as he clutched the edge of the bench. 
 
   "One - thank - you - Aunt – Jennifer," John hissed painfully through gritted teeth as he fought to stifle his yell. 
 
   “Legs wide apart now please John!”
 
   The second stroke fell across those quivering buttocks with equal precision and once more I heard the sharp intake of breath. 
 
   Strokes three and four produced some very interesting effects indeed. John arched his back and stiffened his legs like a rabid dog, but the purple welts that were left in the wake of the strokes were quite extraordinary. 
 
   "Well, he'll have those for a reminder for quite some time," I mused. 
 
   “Tiptoes please John, legs together!”
 
   Five, six and seven came down with frightening severity and in quick succession, but John did not fare well during the flurry. He sobbed and cried out, quite unable to contain himself any longer. 
 
   "Right John, you know the rules I'm afraid. You will not cry out during punishment. We will start the count again." 
 
   As the realisation of my words hit home John sobbed loudly and hung his head. 
 
   "Would you care to double the punishment John?" 
 
   "Oh, no, no, Aunt Jennifer. I'm, I'm sorry - I'm, ready to start, again, now, Aunt Jennifer," he wailed. 
 
   "Very well. If I hear one more peep out of you I shall double the punishment immediately. We'll have none of that blubbering. I assure you, Miss Murdoch is as unimpressed with your performance as I. Get that bottom up. NOW! You have another dozen strokes to come. 
 
   During the strokes I could have easily forgotten that we had a visitor to witness the ritual of John's Monthly Punishment Day. Miss Murdoch was as quiet as a church-mouse and did not utter a solitary sound during the strapping. I turned my head towards her at one point and saw that she was as poised as ever, calmly watching the proceedings, looking as cool as a cucumber. 
 
   "What an aloof creature," I thought with amusement, and turned back to address John's flaming bottom. 
 
   I was determined to make John's punishment as nasty and as memorable as I could. I knew that he would suffer terribly if I dealt the strokes in quick succession. I took aim and swung the strap first from my left shoulder, the momentum carrying it to finish over my right shoulder. From that position it was brought down viciously across John's buttocks to finish over my left again. The stroke no sooner left his skin than the next one followed. Then the next and the next. One after the other the strokes rained down upon his bare bottom, again and again, backwards and forwards. I swung that strap until all 12 strokes were dealt. 
 
   All the while John frantically struggled to keep up the count until his words turned into complete mumbo jumbo. The sound of the tawse cracking upon his bare skin resounded loudly throughout the room, drowning out his pained cries, and eventually reaching a fever pitched crescendo; until at last, it was over. 
 
   The sudden silence that followed the fall of the last stroke was palpable. But in the wake of that terrible strapping John’s body continued to jerk and tremble violently as the pain continued to course its way throughout his body. 
 
   Perhaps a full minute passed by while I watched John struggle to compose himself. He straightened his arms and pushed against the bench, which in turn raised his shoulders. His head hung low and his body was shaking. 
 
   "Miss Murdoch is waiting to hear from you John,” I quietly reminded him. 
 
   In reply, John's head nodded slowly up and down but no words came forth. 
 
   In an instant I drew the strap back over my left shoulder once more and slashed it down across John's bottom with tremendous force. 
 
   His body lurched forward as he nearly lost his balance due to the unexpected blow. 
 
   "You will answer me clearly and loudly when I ask you a question John. Is that clear?" 
 
   "Yes Aunt Jennifer, I'm sorry,” squeaked John, his voice hardly audible now. The shock of the last stroke had certainly taken it's toll. 
 
   "Stand up and face Miss Murdoch when you are speaking to her John! Place your hands behind your back." 
 
   "Yes Aunt Jennifer."  John hung his head as he stood up with difficulty and slowly faced her. He was clearly embarrassed by the thought of facing Miss Murdoch and immediately moved his hands to cover his genitals. 
 
   “Put those hands right back where they are supposed to be John.”
 
   After some effort he eventually pried his hands away from his forlorn manhood and clasped them behind his back. 
 
   I watched the bemused look on Miss Murdoch's face as John stood before her. Her gaze dropped lazily towards John's exposed genitals. John noticed immediately and went quite red in the face with further embarrassment. He dropped one knee in an effort to draw his thigh across to hide his nakedness. He was starting to squirm now under Miss Murdoch's penetrating stare. 
 
   John's croaky voice finally broke the silence when he mustered the courage to speak. "Miss Murdoch, may I ask if you are satisfied with my punishment?" 
 
   Her face broke into a smile and quite unexpectedly; she threw back her head and began to laugh loud and heartily. Her laughter made a delightful sound as it rang out around the room causing John to hang his head, not knowing what else to do under the circumstances. Here he was, bottom on fire, standing half naked before the object of his desire, thoroughly humiliated and chastened. 
 
   John's amercement was not over yet, however. 
 
   "Oh, Mrs Birch! For month's I have been dreaming of such a day. I have thought of nothing else but to witness the most dreadful punishment imaginable for John. How could I have ever known that such a day would truly happen? When I first came to your door this morning, I had in my mind that I would ask you to deliver a thrashing to end all thrashings. I wanted to see the flesh stripped right off his sorry little backside! I imagined blood dripping down his legs, his bottom so badly beaten and I wanted to hear him scream and yell in agony as he struggled to get out of the way of your whip. But now, seeing John here this minute, suffering such extreme humiliation at having to stand before me with his sorry little penis hanging limp on display and his bottom so badly beaten, is worth every second! It is priceless! No, I don't want any more punishment! This is quite entertaining enough Mrs Birch thank you." 
 
   Miss Murdoch continued with her peels of laughter and I watched John sink further into the depths of his shame. He was a picture of dejection as she stood there laughing in his face. 
 
   "Look at your pathetic little willie now!" she guffawed "it's not so proud now, is it John? Not like the other day when you were doing what you were doing behind the garage eh?" she managed between bursts of laughter and pointing at John's limp penis at the same time. 
 
   John's head was hanging low in shame and I daresay he would no more be able to look her in the eye at that moment than sprout wings and fly! It was a surprise ending to the punishment I must say, most certainly not what I had planned. In fact I was fully intending to subject John to a little more physical chastisement before the morning was over but in light of what was happening now, I opted to leave John with a vivid memory of Miss Murdoch's cruel laughter at his current demise instead. 
 
   Although I did feel it necessary to add just one more addition to the unexpected turn of events. I walked to the desk and opened the top drawer. As the drawer slid open a small steel device glistened as the light from the overhead bulb caught it's reflection on the shiny surface. My fingers felt the coldness of the steel as I reached to pick it up. I closed the drawer and motioned for John to stand up straight. His eyes fixed onto the device in my hand and his expression turned to real concern as I walked towards him. 
 
   It was a little chastity device that John would be forced to wear until such time as I felt his behaviour had sufficiently improved. It was a steel ring designed to be worn around the base of the penis. It was about one and a quarter inches wide and opened on a hinge. When it was clamped shut it was fixed in place with a locking device. Inside the steel ring was a band of steel teeth, ready to bite hard into the flesh in the event of an unwelcome erection. In fact, erections would be quite painful and most probably non-existent after one or two experiences wearing the little band of misery. I was not exactly gentle as I grabbed John's penis and stretched it taut in order to secure the device in place. John's natural reaction was to pull back as soon as I pulled his penis. 
 
   "Stand still!" I snapped and slapped his penis hard for his trouble. John's yelp was evidence of the pain it caused and I’m quite sure his desire was to avoid repeating such a silly move. He stood quite still and winced as I snapped the steel band in place at the base of his penis and then locked it. His bottom lip was trembling and he stared straight into mine when I finished what I was doing. 
 
   Miss Murdoch's laughter had died down and she had placed a hand on the desk to steady herself. I thought I would take the opportunity to ask her for her list of chores that I’d asked her to prepare for me before she arrived. 
 
   "Oh, yes of course Mrs Birch. I'll just get it for you." She was still sniggering intermittently as she went to her bag and retrieved a piece of paper and handed it to me. 
 
   "There you are Mrs Birch, it's as you asked." 
 
   "Thank you Miss Murdoch. John, pull up those trousers and get downstairs to your room and change into some suitable clothes for doing outside chores. I want you ready by the front door in precisely 10 minutes!” 
 
   John’s head flew up and his eyes met mine. His mouth was open and although I’m sure he intended to say something, I did not give him the chance. 
 
   “Ten minutes John! Miss Murdoch has a list of chores that you will be taking care of for her. Now get to it!” 
 
   John hurried to pull his trousers up and scuttled from the room like a frightened rabbit. 
 
   “Would you care for some tea now Miss Murdoch?” 
 
    
 
   The End 
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The Passing On
 
    
 
   By Richard Edwards.
 
    
 
   Crestfallen, he could barely comprehend the words he had just heard. He felt himself overcome by a surge of conflicting emotions – shock, bewilderment, rejection, anger, sadness, but above all, obedience. Absolute and total obedience had been the hallmark of the submissive’s interaction with his beloved Mistress of over five years, as She had demanded and expected of him from the very start. It was his instinctive reaction whenever he was in Her presence and a signifier of T/their interconnectedness as Dominant and submissive.
 
    
 
   Following an intense late evening session together in which he was the bound recipient of a particularly testing corporal punishment regime at the hands of his exquisite Mistress, out of the blue, She had announced he was to be “passed on” to a new Mistress of Her choosing with immediate effect. No explanation had been proffered; no context provided; nothing but the warmth of Her final, loving embrace and a set of written instructions to be followed for the next day, when he was to present himself before his new Mistress.
 
    
 
   After a night of fitful sleep filled with anxiety and anticipation, he rose very early at the appointed time and showered. After dressing and a light breakfast which served only to increase the sickening feeling he felt in the pit of his stomach, he walked to the garage and reversed his classic red convertible out onto the avenue of his leafy suburb home. It was still dark and the odd lighted window was the only sign of his neighbours stirring to start the new day. He had been instructed to drive some ten miles along the westward motorway and to take the third turn-off along a slip road for a further mile and a half to an industrial estate he had not heard of before. Even his customary driving music of Bach fugues brought scant relief to his troubled spirit. With little or no traffic on the road at that early hour of the morning, he found himself making steady progress and was ahead of schedule. 
 
    
 
   As he neared his destination, his mind was cluttered with questions. Why was this happening now in his life? Why here? What would his new Mistress be like? And behind his unanswered questions lay an all-pervading sense of loss for his dearest Mistress of old. How could this be happening to him? He had always striven to be loyal, devoted, respectful and sensitive to Her needs. The only certainty he could hold on to with any modicum of comfort was his overriding duty of obedience to Her wishes, however difficult and painful they might prove to be for him in their consequences.
 
    
 
   The estate was newly developed, but with a spartan and deserted look to it. There was very little evidence of life about the place. he had been instructed to drive to the parking mall at the rear of the industrial estate and to ascend to the fifth level. Having done so, he parked in the corner spot close to the ramp and then began to remove all his clothes, which he folded neatly on the rear seat. Naked, he opened the car door, stepped out and immediately felt the chill of the concrete floor, which sent a shiver right up through his body. Furtively, he looked around him lest someone had seen him in his vulnerable state, but he was utterly alone. Then, as instructed, he walked, tentatively, to the centre of the parking bay and assumed the natural prostrate position of his submissive calling, and closed his eyes to the fluorescent lighting above him, not to be opened until commanded to do so.
 
    
 
   The quiet of the parking mall impinged itself sharply on his senses. he listened out for the faintest sound – any familiar sound which would provide some reassurance – but there was nothing save the rhythmic thud of his heart beat against his ribcage. his waiting seemed to last for an eternity and all the while, he felt himself grow colder in his exposed solitude. Then, at last, there it was - a noise coming from below – the sound of an engine. A car had entered the ground level of the parking mall. Was it She? What if it was someone else? What would they think at the sight of a naked, prostrate man in the middle of the parking bay? 
 
    
 
   In a moment of panic, he was tempted to open his eyes and hastily return to his car, but his submissive training brought him back to his accustomed default position of unquestioning obedience. The sound of the engine came closer and closer, as he sought deep within himself to surrender unconditionally to what would shortly be revealed. Locked into the moment, there was to be no escape, even if he wanted to, which he knew deep down he did not. In his anxiety, he prayed only that it would be Her.
 
    
 
   Finally, the car arrived in the bay. he heard the engine being switched off and then, there followed a long eerie silence. Was She looking at him, assessing him in his nakedness? Would he be rejected out of hand and Her then driving away, leaving him there to his fate? he quickly shut out such negative thoughts and resolved once again to hand himself over fully to what was to unfold. His fretful period of waiting and expectancy since being dismissed by his former Mistress for the last time was coming to its climax.
 
    
 
   Then, he heard the car’s door being firmly shut and the sound of steel-tipped stiletto heels upon the concrete, measured out in slow and deliberate steps, coming closer and closer towards him, sending their echo around the empty bay. his eyes remained closed, his head bowed to the ground and his palms resting downwards before him in supplication at Her imminent arrival. Then, suddenly, Her steps ceased; he sensed Her closeness; She looking down on him; and he daring not to move an inch, although his body was quivering throughout with raw excitement. She was here in his presence and he was longing with every fibre of his being for submissive connection with Her.
 
    
 
   Then, in a clear, confident voice, he heard Her carefully modulated words: “Open your eyes, slave, and behold your Mistress…”
 
   
  
 



Miss Sandra’s Party
 
    
 
   By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch
 
    
 
   I stepped out of the shower and dried my sore and aching body, dabbing my chafed thighs and sunburnt bottom ever so gently with the towel. It was an enormous relief to finally wash all the sand off my body but regrettably the shower had reignited the fiery heat caused by the sunburn on my buttocks. I was about to open the bathroom door when Miss Sandra barged in, nearly knocking me over with the door.
 
    
 
   “Give us a look at your bum Karen,” she commanded, not at all concerned about my privacy.
 
    
 
   Humiliated, I turned and presented her with the vision of bright red and white, twin targets donning my bottom cheeks. Miss Sandra immediately broke into hysterical laughter. After a while she managed to say, as she gasped for air, “Oh Karen, that’s the funniest thing I have seen in ages. Does it hurt?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra,” I replied defensively. Oh my goodness, I thought, why on earth would she need to ask such a question? I would have thought the answer fairly obvious. She gave my bottom a playful slap, which made me yelp in agony. The pain it invoked was akin to a thousand wasps attacking my flesh. It was murder on the sunburn and that was a just a playful slap! I winced and let out a sniffle and a moan.
 
    
 
   “Now, now Karen, no going all sooky on me, Jennifer warned me about that and suggested I have a dummy handy. It will be in your mouth all night long if I hear anymore sooking. So pull yourself together girl! If you think that hurt wait till I give you a real thrashing! You better be on your best behaviour if you want to avoid that! 
 
    
 
   I certainly pulled myself together after being incentivised by Miss Sandra and was fast becoming very scared after the reference to a thrashing to my sunburned buttocks. She stood blocking the doorway taunting me with a sanctimonious grin. “Here Karen, put these on,” she said handing me a pair of panties. They were pink and very frilly with three rows of lace across the bottom and lace trimming all the way around each leg. I gingerly slipped them over my burning bottom and chafed thighs. Normally I would have loved them, but the material instantly irritated my tortured flesh.
 
    
 
   “I want you to look at this photo on my phone Karen,” she said thrusting the phone under my nose to show me the photo she had taken of me that afternoon. I had just stumbled into the car park at the end of the day, before we came home. I was laden with beach gear and certainly looked tired and dishevelled.
 
    
 
   “Look at the left side of your face Karen. I can see some of your sideburn, and your real hair under the wig.” I peered closely at the minute photo, struggling to see what Miss Sandra was pointing out. Finally I could discern a tiny shred of my real hair.
 
    
 
   “I’m sure that would be against Jennifer’s rules for you Karen, would I be right?”
 
    
 
   I didn’t know how to answer. She had me, whichever way I answered. I struggled to find a way out, then took a chance and replied; “Mistress has never said anything specifically about that so I am not sure Miss Sandra.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe I should text the photo to her and get her opinion?”
 
    
 
   “Please, no Miss Sandra, please don’t do that, I am sure it is against the rules of always being tidy,” I pleaded. The thought of Mistress’s response to receiving that photo, along with Miss Sandra’s concocted story, was one that I did not care to find out about today while my buttocks were already on fire.     
 
    
 
   “I thought that might change your tune! So you agree it is against the rules to show your real hair when wearing a wig. Is that what you are now agreeing to Karen?”
 
    
 
   I hung my head dejectedly and mumbled, “Yes Miss Sandra.” 
 
    
 
   “Now I am going to make sure that this sort of thing doesn’t happen again for quite a while. Jacqueline has arrived and she has kindly agreed to do your make up and hair for the party tonight, she has a surprise for you which will solve our little problem. She is waiting for you in the front bedroom, so scurry along now. Report to the kitchen when she is finished with you.”
 
    
 
   I scampered up the hall and knocked on the bedroom door. Mistress had introduced Miss Jacqueline to the world of caning bottoms on that ill-fated Bridge night and I had been her first victim. The way each of the 6 strokes built up in intensity was a sure sign of the increasing relish in which Miss Jacqueline took to her task. She had been deliberately teasing me with her ample cleavage last time and it was a momentary glance that got me in trouble. I wondered what surprise was in store for me now. I awaited the answer to my knock with trepidation.
 
    
 
   “Who is it?”
 
    
 
   “It’s Sissy Karen, Miss Jacqueline.”
 
    
 
   “Oh good, do come in now,” came her imperious response from behind the closed door.
 
    
 
   I opened the door and immediately viewed Miss Jacqueline who was facing the mirror as I entered the room. She looked stunning in a low cut black bustier, which regrettably accentuated her beautiful bosom and drew my eye immediately. An icy fear swept through me and I quickly averted my gaze as she turned to face me. She also wore an open jacket over the bustier with a black skirt to just above her knees. Her glossy hair hung down straight. She was dressed to kill and as usual, perfectly made up. Once again I would have to work hard to avoid glancing at her ample cleavage with the beautiful pearl necklace I now noticed also drawing my eye to the forbidden fruit.
 
    
 
   “Oh Karen, every time I see you it seems you are in trouble! Sandra has asked me to do your hair to ensure it cannot be seen under a wig.  Sandra also said you would let me do as I please and any protests or sooking would have to be reported to her. She also gave me this.”
 
    
 
   From under a scarf on the bed she pulled out Miss Sandra’s feather duster. I felt my heart race and my body shiver involuntarily with fear. All I could think of was if I screw up here I could earn a trifecta of thrashings. Firstly from Miss Jacqueline, who would then report to Miss Sandra, who would not only punish me but also most assuredly thwart my hopes for a release as well. Then Miss Sandra would inform Mistress upon Her return and She would not be pleased at all. I dared not allow myself to hazard a guess as to what the punishment would be from Mistress, suffice to know it would be well worth avoiding.
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline tapped the palm of her hand with the feather duster then whipped it about for a few air swishes. I was mesmerized with fear and my eyes tracked the movement of the feather duster. Then she did something unexpected. She brought the feather duster to rest across her cleavage drawing my eyes hypnotically to the forbidden zone.
 
    
 
   “Is that ogling I see Karen, again?” exclaimed Miss Jacqueline aghast as she drew the feather duster down in a sweeping air swish away from her cleavage.
 
    
 
   “No, no Miss Jacqueline,” I stammered and turned my head away quickly. I was shocked.
 
    
 
   “It was too girl, I was going to give you two cuts but that’s 4 now for lying as well as having earned yourself a report to Sandra who will no doubt add more! Take those panties off, put your hands on the table and get that bottom out now!” she ordered curtly. She stood glaring at me, not taking her eyes off me and I began to tremble uncontrollably. I was mortified. I couldn’t believe I was about to get 4 strokes across the bum with that feather duster, much less face Miss Sandra afterwards! 
 
    
 
   “Perhaps you’d like another two for being disobedient?” Miss Jacqueline asked scornfully as I stood helplessly rooted to the spot. “No, no, Miss Jacqueline,” I answered nervously, scurrying into position. It had been murder pulling the panties on, and now I had to take them off again so soon. Delicately I slid my thumbs under the elastic and pulled the fabric carefully away from the skin, and peeled them down over my scorched buttocks. 
 
    
 
   “Oh my God Karen, what happened to your bottom?” screeched Miss Jacqueline in surprise. I could hear the laughter in her voice. She gave my bottom a tap with the feather duster as if to point out what she was talking about.
 
    
 
   “Oww!” I yelped, twisting my bottom out of harm’s way. “Miss Katerina drew circles with sunscreen on each cheek and then made me sunbake but only let me expose my bottom, and said that making the target was the first part of the punishment and that the use of the target would be known to me tonight,” I blurted out, choking back tears from the refreshed pain in my rear. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, they do have an imagination those two!”
 
    
 
   Then quite abruptly it was Swish! Thwack!
 
    
 
   The first stroke was only medium in power compared to those given by Mistress but add sunburn to the equation and it gave new meaning to the word pain. It absolutely killed! My knees actually crumpled in sympathy. She placed the next two strokes on unburned flesh and while it hurt I breathed a sigh of relief. The final stroke fell sharply on a sunburn spot at the top of the thigh and sent me hopping skyward in absolute agony. It certainly brought tears to my eyes. 
 
    
 
   “Now put your panties on and sit on the stool Karen, on the double now!” Miss Jacqueline was speaking to me with an air of authority I had not heard before; and apparently unconcerned about the extreme pain she had caused me. 
 
    
 
   I put the lacy panties back on, aggravating my burnt bum yet again. It was horrendous to contemplate placing my weight on my tortured bottom but I was not offered a choice in the matter and I cautiously lowered myself onto the stool wincing terribly as the pain flared on impact. 
 
    
 
   “You are in this position Karen because Sandra noticed some of your real hair under your wig when she was looking at the photos she took on your outing to the beach.” The way she said ‘outing’ made it sound like a pleasant day out instead of the tortuous day it had been it for me.
 
    
 
   “Since I am a hairdresser, Sandra has given me the task of fixing the problem, so be sure to thank her properly when you see her next.” With that Miss Jacqueline enjoyed a hearty laugh.
 
    
 
   “The solution short term is simple. I am going to shave your head!”
 
    
 
   I was speechless. I thought she might just trim my sideburns. I was distraught and I started to worry. What would Mistress say if I returned with a shaved head? I was panic stricken as I imagined Her face when She saw my head completely bald. Perhaps I would be punished for being in a situation that led to my head being shaved? There was no way I could avoid this as Mistress had left Miss Sandra in charge. And whatever Miss Sandra ordered while Mistress was away, bound me to obey.  I was trapped. I would just have to wait until Her return to find out. The punishment of having my head shaved now seemed quite harsh.  I thought about how it was so hard carrying all that gear up the bush track; my wig was bound to slip a little. Miss Sandra had said nothing on the day. It was just because she noticed it in the photo later. I was burning with resentment but dare not let is show and humbly acquiesced.
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline produced a pink and white striped hairdresser’s cape and draped it around my shoulders in flamboyant style, fastening it tightly at the neck. I could feel the heat building under the cape almost instantly, and I despaired of my burning buttocks. God only knew what overheating would cause them to feel like in due course. The sound of snip snipping brought my attention back to Miss Jacqueline who had begun cutting my hair. She was cutting very haphazardly knowing it did not matter. At one stage she leant across me and gave me another close look at her cleavage, I closed my eyes terrified. The perfume she was wearing was rich and heady; it was sensory overload and even with eyes closed the image of her cleavage flashed across my mind. My heart began to race. I felt my ‘little clitty stir. For now the cape was offering camouflage but once the haircut was over, I knew I could be in big trouble if Miss Jacqueline spotted my tent panties. Right now I cursed my inability to control my sexual urges and tried desperately to think of unsavoury punishments to take my mind off stirring thoughts! Before I knew it Miss Jacqueline was systematically gliding the electric clippers over my scalp, expertly guiding my head forward and sideways as she worked. I watched helplessly as tufts of my hair slid silently down the cape. Finally I was rendered completely bald. Miss Jacqueline was finished.
 
    
 
   “Right, there Karen, all done! You may look in the mirror now. Problem solved.” I looked in the mirror and was shocked at the sight. I felt a large bit of my ego had been crushed. There was certainly no need to worry about unauthorised erections now! After the shearing I was made to sweep up the hair on my knees with a small broom and dustpan.
 
    
 
   “OK Karen, panties off and on with this girdle.” 
 
    
 
   Oh God, I thought, panties on, panties off, each time was a torture in itself. And the panties weren’t tight! I peeled them off again but this time it was a frightful experience as the panties were now damp with sweat. The build up of heat from being trapped under the cape was unbearable and I sweated profusely throughout the head shaving. Peeling off the damp panties caused a painful, prickly sensation like an electrical current was being applied to every inch of my targeted bum.
 
    
 
   My bottom bare but still smarting, I reached for the girdle. It was white with straps and clips for stockings. Ordinarily I would have loved it. But it was extremely tight and proved quite an ordeal to squeeze into it, causing me to wince again. The pain was intense as I dragged it past my burnt bottom. There was no other way to get it on. Once in position the tightness of the garment caused my bum to throb unbearably. Miss Jacqueline allowed me no time to catch my breath and thrust a pair of black stockings in my face for me to put on. “Once those are on Karen you can put the pink lacy panties back on.”
 
    
 
   I thought about questioning that idea, as I was sure the added layer of satin panties over the girdle would create unbearable heat in my buttocks.  
 
    
 
   “We will have you in your ‘Alice’ maids uniform tonight Karen; I think it’s most suitable as you will be the waitress at the party tonight,” said Miss Jacqueline handing me my beloved uniform which had clearly been newly pressed and starched. 
 
    
 
   This was my first clue as to what was in store for me tonight. I slipped on the dress, and Miss Jacqueline helped zip it up. She also tied the apron in a lovely large bow at the back. “Miss Jacqueline, may I be excused to get my wig? 
 
    
 
   “Uh uh, Karen,” said Miss Jacqueline shaking her head. “Sandra wants to see my handiwork; you are not to wear a wig or anything on your head unless Sandra tells you. Now let’s do your make up.” My mind went into a whirl at the thought of not being able to cover up my bald head. I was panic-stricken and felt exposed. But I also knew better than to protest, particularly since Miss Sandra had decreed this turn of events.
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline proceeded to apply a base of foundation, followed by a blend of subtle eye shadows, black eyeliner, mascara and finally red lip-gloss. She seemed to spend quite a while expertly applying each new product and I must say it was a fine make up job she did. I had never worn this much makeup and when she finally allowed me to look at myself in the mirror I was absolutely enthralled with the transformation. I felt very glamorous and wondered what Mistress would think about having this much makeup on. How I wished I could wear my wig now. Finally it was time to put on my heels. “Ok Karen, you may stand up. I have one final finishing touch to add,” she said as she produced an exercise book attached to a piece of string about 30cm in diameter. She placed the string around my neck, hiding the string under my collar as much as she could. The book was placed at my back. There was a pen stuck onto the cover with Velcro. The cover read, ‘Please record any unsatisfactory service’ in large black lettering. I was stunned. All I could feel was panic as I imagined guests stopping me to write the slightest misdemeanours in the book. 
 
    
 
   “You are going to have to work hard tonight Karen and be on your best behaviour. You will have to look after every guest perfectly as they will all be encouraged to write in the book anything they do not think is up to scratch. Now off you go to see Sandra.”
 
    
 
   With that I was despatched off to the kitchen in a state of anxiety. Miss Sandra was waiting there and on seeing me walk in she started to laugh.
 
    
 
   “Been to the salon I see, Karen?” she said and giggled some more rubbing her hand on my freshly shaven head.
 
    
 
   “Mmmm, yes, Jack did a good job I see, there will be no sign of your real hair peeking out from under your wig for a while now, will there Karen?”
 
    
 
   “No Miss Sandra, there won’t be,” I replied totally humiliated. 
 
    
 
   “You can put your wig on now.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra,” I said feeling an enormous wave of relief wash over me. Her order was quite unexpected and I quickly obeyed leaving the room on the double in case she changed her mind. I had had visions of presenting my bald head all night, and that thought filled me with dread. 
 
    
 
   When I returned Miss Sandra was in the lounge area, with Miss Katerina and Miss Jacqueline. I stood before her feeling much happier now I had my wig on. 
 
    
 
   “Now here are your tasks for this evening. I am expecting 25-30 people for the party and you will be our waitress. Over here is the bar area. We have mineral water, juices, some spritzers, wine, champagne, beer and light beer. There are loads of glasses as well. I want every guest with a drink in his or her hands within 30 seconds of arriving and able to get another drink quickly when they have finished. I have had 5 large platters of cocktail food from the caterer delivered and you will serve one tray every 15 mins for an hour and a quarter from 9 till 10.15pm. Just one tray of these needs to be heated up. I will expect you to address all ladies as either Miss or Mrs and all gentlemen as Sir. It is up to you to find out their names and remember them and use them whenever you are serving. Jacqueline, Katerina and I will be encouraging people to write in your book for any errors you make so pay attention Karen! Now go to the bar and pour white wine for Jacqueline, Katerina and myself.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra,” I replied politely and scurried to pour the drinks. I was franticly trying to work out the logistics of how I would manage to hand each guest a drink within 30 seconds of arrival, then keep the drinks flowing, and serve platters of cocktail food, changing platters every 15 minutes.  
 
    
 
   I poured the drinks, put them on a tray and served the ladies. They were all looking absolutely stunning and standing around chatting as I presented them with their drinks. Just then the doorbell rang.
 
    
 
   “Go and see who that is Karen!” barked Miss Sandra. “Yes Miss Sandra,” I said nervously and ran to get the door. 
 
    
 
   I opened the door and was taken aback by the sight of three smartly dressed men, standing looking at me expectantly. I stuttered a nervous greeting inviting them in as quickly and as graciously as I could. I had never been confronted by a man dressed as I was so was caught out I must say. I learned their names were Sir David, Sir Gregory and Sir Richard as I led them into the lounge. Once ensconced with the ladies I left them to attend to their drinks. 
 
    
 
   When I returned with drinks for the men I heard the group idly chatting about me. “So this is the sissy maid you have been telling me about Sandy, she is very pretty,” remarked Sir Richard as he pinched my bottom through the panties right on a sunburn ring. It really stung like hell and I whimpered. That caused the group to erupt into laughter.
 
    
 
   “Sounds like a wuss too,” quipped Sir Gregory.
 
    
 
   “I’ve warned her Greg, any sookiness and it will be a dummy all night for her!” taunted Miss Sandra.
 
    
 
   Again there was more laughter. I retreated to the bar when the doorbell rang again, more guests had arrived but this time it was a smart but casually dressed male and his glamorous female companion; more names to learn, more drinks to get. The doorbell rang constantly after that and in no time I was flat out, running back and forth like a mad hatter. It was all rather overwhelming and at times I wondered if it was going to be possible at all to keep up. Soon the food would need serving so there was that to worry about as well. 
 
    
 
   At one stage I gave Sir Richard a fresh beer, but as I opened it for him some froth overflowed from the bottle. When I offered the beer to Sir Richard he refused, setting his mouth in a grim line before answering, “No, little sissy, not good enough, running around madly, of course you shook it up, I am writing in your book. Over here, back to me now!”
 
    
 
   I walked over and presented my back to him and I felt him write something in the book. 
 
    
 
   I worked hard all night at the party; running around madly making sure everyone was being looked after. However, there ended up 6 complaints in the book, 5 of them from Sir Richard.  At about 11pm Miss Sandra turned the music down and gained everyone’s attention. 
 
    
 
   “Attention everyone listen up! For tonight’s entertainment I am going to ask you all to adjourn to the backyard to witness a punishment for our naughty sissy Karen.” 
 
    
 
   There were cheers and laughter all round, and I thought I would die instantly of extreme humiliation. This was without a doubt, the worst thing that she could have done to me. I blushed furiously as all eyes in the room turned to me. I heard one of the men yell out, “What did she do Sandra?”
 
    
 
   “At the beach today she was given the privilege of rubbing sunscreen onto Katerina’s back and she had the temerity to become sexually aroused.”
 
    
 
   There was a mocking groan from the crowd, some tut-tutting and lots of laughter. Sir David put his arm around Miss Katerina and said in a sarcastic voice, “That must have been awful for you Kat; sissy deserves to suffer for that!” 
 
    
 
   I noticed his hand grip her bottom lewdly and Miss Katerina giggled, apparently she didn’t mind that but it was a different story for me who had simply applied sunscreen while Miss Sandra fondled my genitals. 
 
    
 
   Miss Sandra continued, “Richard has kindly bought along one of the paintball guns from his Paintball franchise and some paint pellets. We are going to have a little shooting gallery competition.”
 
    
 
   “It’s called a paintball marker Sandra, not a gun,” corrected Sir Richard laughingly. “Lets not get overzealous now! All those interested come out the back and stand on the veranda,” said Sir Richard. The partygoers immediately sent up a cheer in unison. 
 
    
 
   “Ok everyone, this way, follow me,” said Miss Sandra gaily as she led the party out to the back veranda. “We are going to have boys versus girls. Heather, Katerina and I will verse Richard David and Greg. Jack has kindly agreed to prepare the target and keep score.”
 
    
 
   I was speechless. Prepare ‘the target’? That was me she was talking about! How could she be so cruel? If Mistress were here, she would never allow this…would she? 
 
    
 
   “Come on Karen, come out the back and face your audience,” called Miss Sandra. Her request brought a loud peel of laughter and much jeering from the party crowd and I cringed behind the bar in terror. “C’mon Karen, you don’t want me to come in there and drag you out by the frilly knickers now do you?” called Miss Sandra laughing. 
 
    
 
   There was nothing for it, I had to do it. I took a deep breath and steeled myself to take that walk of shame. 
 
    
 
   I nervously made my way down the hall and stepped out onto the veranda where every one of the party guests was now standing. The crowd sent up a cheer and began applauding me of all things! “Here she is Sandra, here’s your target!” I heard someone call. 
 
    
 
   “Ah Karen, come on down here please. Stand here for a minute,” ordered Miss Sandra. There was a smile on her face but certainly no laughter in her voice. 
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline came toward me with a bucket in one hand and mop in the other and was also greeted with applause from the crowd. She handed them to me to carry and led me by the earlobe to the back fence. We stumbled through the darkness and arrived at the fence. Miss Jacqueline took the bucket and mop from me, and gave me a safety facemask. “Right Karen, put that on and then face the back fence please.” I did as I was bid and felt my heart begin to thump hard in my chest. “Drop your panties and lets get that girdle off.” Oh my god, the girdle. It had rubbed all night on my sunburn and had aggravated it so much that my bum was now a mass of angry, throbbing pain. “Hold still Karen and I’ll slide it down around your ankles.” This she did as quickly and as painfully as she could but her action could hardly be described as sliding. More aptly, yanking and wrenching!  I was sure she did so intentionally to cause more angst. 
 
    
 
   By the time the girdle was wrenched to my ankles it was tight enough to act as a hobble, and held me firmly in position. “Ok, now hold up your dress and lean forward. “Ready Sandra,” called Miss Jacqueline in a loud voice and a second later, I was fully lit up under a powerful spotlight, which illuminated not only me but also a great deal of space surrounding me. I felt like a rabbit caught in a shooter’s spotlight, literally! 
 
    
 
   “Ta da, We have our target!” I heard Miss Sandra announce. The reaction from the audience was a mixture of laughter and shock at the sight of the twin targets burnt onto my bum. I thought I would die of embarrassment and doubted I’d make it through the obvious ordeal awaiting me. When the initial response died down Miss Sandra continued.
 
    
 
   “Ladies and gents, its 50 points for a bulls-eye, 40 for hits within the next ring, 20 within the next and 10 within the next ring. Both cheeks score the same. The girls will have pink ammunition and the boys will have blue. Jack will adjudicate and clean the target after each shot. OK first shooter to the line please. David you may have first shot!”
 
    
 
   Miss Sandra had made a line about 8 metres back from me. I had heard that these paintballs could hurt when they hit and I started to tremble. The slightest touch on my sunburnt bum was agony, let alone the full force of a paintball. I was hoping they had too many drinks and would not be able to aim properly. David took up his position somewhere beyond my rear and fired.
 
    
 
   Bang! Thud! It got me towards the bottom of my right cheek. I screamed in agony as I felt the pellet splatter on my skin, hysterical laughter erupted from the crowd. “Oh well done, bravo, good shot!” I heard the individual remarks amidst the laughter.  
 
    
 
   “10 points for that one David, a bit low,” called Miss Jacqueline from somewhere near my rear and with that she roughly mopped off the paint, aggravating my tortured rump further with her rough mopping. I began to sob from the extreme humiliation as well as the pain. How was I ever going to get through this? 
 
    
 
   “Ok Heather, your up,” called Miss Sandra. The crowd cheered her as she took her place and I stood trembling waiting nervously for her to take aim. Miss Heather had grown up on a farm and had done plenty of shooting in the past. Bang! Thud! I screamed the instant I felt the pellet hit right in the middle of the left cheek. I nearly collapsed in agony, the pain was excruciating.
 
    
 
   “Bravo Heather, bullseye! That’s 50 points for the girls!” There was a big cheer for Miss Heather.
 
    
 
   “That one will leave a bruise Karen, something to remember this night by for quite a while,” remarked Miss Jacqueline as she sloshed the mop rather roughly over my behind. As if that would be the only thing I would remember this night by!
 
    
 
   Sir Gregory then had his shot and got me hard in the upper thigh. He managed to hit the outer reach of the sunburn and the fact it was the thigh meant it screamed with pain. I sobbed hard and tears were now running down my face. I tried to keep my face to the fence as I didn’t want Miss Jacqueline to see I was crying.
 
    
 
   “Bad luck Greg, no points for that one,” called Miss Jacqueline as she mopped off the paint.
 
    
 
   It was now Miss Katerina’s turn. I knew she had quite a few glasses of wine and was more the ‘princess’ type and probably had never fired a gun before. Incredibly, I could hear her getting advice from Sir David on how to do it. Finally she fired Bang! Thwat! “Ahhhhhhhhhhh!” I screamed. It got me in my lower back in a delicate spot and absolutely killed I collapsed on the grass. The pain was intense and I could hardly breathe. 
 
    
 
   “Sorry Kat, no points for that one…”
 
    
 
   “Can I have another shot? Sissy moved,” she called. “Pleeeease?” pleaded Miss Katerina.
 
    
 
   “Since you were the victim of the crime Katerina I will let you have another shot,” responded Miss Sandra. 
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe it! Making out Katerina was the victim! What about me? She got me in the lower back and she gets another shot! It was so cruel and unfair! I was crying and still lay on the ground. Miss Jacqueline prodded me with the mop.
 
    
 
   “C’mon Karen, up you get, Katerina gets that again and you better stand still this time girl!”
 
    
 
   Now it was my fault for moving! I stood in position; feeling terrified not thinking I could take anymore. This time Miss Katerina got me in the back of the knee and I fell to the ground. The irony was not lost on me that it was her furtive push in the back of the knee that led to that tortuous written imposition.
 
    
 
   “Bad luck Kat, another miss, no points. That makes girls 50, boys 10, Richard your next.”
 
    
 
   Sir Richard took aim and fired. He was a pro at this and got me right in the middle of the right bum cheek. Again I screamed in agony. It seemed harder than the other shots; I wondered if he had increased the speed of the shot somehow. Miss Jacqueline’s rough and ready mopping rubbing salt in into the wounds of my distress.
 
    
 
   “Good one Richard! A bullseye! That makes Boys 60 Girls 50 points; it is all up to Sandra now.”
 
    
 
   There were loud cheers for Sandra, with some heckling from some of the guys, this entertainment had certainly lifted the mood of the party but had been pure hell for me. Miss Sandra took aim, Bang! Thud! “Ahhhhhhhhh!” I screamed. She got me right in the anus, it felt as if the pellet went inside me, I could feel the paint in my rectum, there was collateral damage to the testicles and again I collapsed in agony. There was uproarious laughter and cheering at my distress. I lost my breath in shock for a few moments then heard Miss Jacqueline; “I think that’s a 10 on each cheek for Sandra for 20 points. That makes Girls 70 Boys 60. I declare the girls the winners!”
 
    
 
   I could hear the girl’s loud victory cheer as I lay there in the grass sobbing. I was totally, thoroughly humiliated and in pain all over. 
 
    
 
   From somewhere amongst the cheering I vaguely heard one of the men call out, “I need another drink.” 
 
    
 
   “Quick Karen, get your girdle and panties on and back to work, don’t keep the guests waiting,” said Miss Jacqueline incredibly, prodding me with the mop again, fully expecting me to get up and carry on working! Was there no rest for me? Every spot where I had been hit was aching and the sunburn had been aggravated to the point where I thought it was tearing off. Apparently I was to have no time to recover and it was straight back to serving drinks! Somehow I mustered the strength to pick myself up off the grass. My beloved dress was ruined. 
 
    
 
   Once again I dragged that confounded girdle back up over my thighs and thoroughly tortured buttocks, straightened the stockings and slid the panties back over the girdle. I must have looked a fright. My face was feeling sticky from my tears and God only knew what my makeup now looked like. My wig felt like a bird’s nest on top of my head and I desperately needed to have a shower and to lie down.
 
    
 
   “You look an absolute fright Karen, get yourself off to the laundry and clean yourself up properly before you present yourself to the guests again. Quickly now!” said Miss Jacqueline. I complied and stumbled my way back across the floodlit yard toward the house. The crowd had all adjourned back inside so at least I was spared the ultimate disgrace of having to face them all looking like I was.    
 
    
 
   It was 3am before the bulk of the guests finally made their departure. Only the three men who arrived first remained, Sir David, Sir Gregory and Sir Richard. It had become clear through the course of the evening that they were the lovers of Miss Katerina, Miss Jacqueline and Miss Sandra respectively. I was serving cognac to the small group now seated in the lounge when Miss Sandra announced solemnly, “Its time to look at your book Karen, come here.” An immediate silence ensued and I froze.
 
    
 
   “Come here Karen,” she commanded. I obeyed and knelt in front of Miss Sandra with head bowed. Miss Sandra lifted the book over my shoulders. I had remembered 6 times being reported on throughout the night, five of them from Sir Richard who was sitting on the lounge with his arm around Miss Sandra. He was looking like he was enjoying my discomfort immensely.
 
    
 
   “OK Karen, I am thoroughly exhausted so Richard has kindly agreed to do the discipline, you may thank him.”
 
    
 
   Oh how I hated this, Sir Richard was champing at the bit to have a go at me, it was he who had reported me 5 of the 6 times. He had treated me with contempt all night and made no attempt to hide his disgust. As he undid his belt and pulled it out of the loops I managed to say with suppressed resentment,
 
    
 
   “Thank You Sir Richard.”
 
    
 
   Sandra continued, “We have one report from Heather saying you got her a light beer instead of a full strength one. I sentence you to four strokes for that infringement.” Sir Richard made a show for the group. He made me stand, leaning over with hands on the coffee table with my bum sticking out. He asked Miss Sandra to lift my dress and pulled my panties down roughly in a most aggravating manner. He circled me swishing the belt and then just pulling it slowly over my burnt begirdled bum. I started clenching my bum cheeks in fear.
 
    
 
   “Ok, we’ll have that girdle down as well, there’ll be no protection for that bum tonight!” he said with a sneer. 
 
    
 
   I caught my breath. For a moment I thought I would be lucky enough to escape a bare bum thrashing, but evidently not. I slid the girdle down once more, gritting my teeth in absolute agony as the pain reignited in my rear. Gingerly I presented my clenched cheeks for punishment from Sir Richard. 
 
    
 
   “Relax those cheeks sissy or I will double the punishment!” he growled.
 
    
 
   With a supreme effort I managed to relax my cheeks and after stringing my nerves out for several minutes, he finally let me have it. The first two strokes of the belt slashed across sunburn, leaving me in absolute agony and tears rolling down my cheeks. The next two strokes sliced savagely across my upper thighs, severely scorching the skin. At least not on sunburn but very painful nevertheless. He was quite strong and I was becoming a quivering mess, I did not think I could take much more.
 
    
 
   “The next 5 infractions are from Sir Richard for poor service, give her 20 of the belt Richard and then we will retire,” said Miss Sandra yawning. 
 
    
 
   Sir Richard really made them hurt. The wider belt meant nearly every stroke cut the sunburn, the only ones that didn’t were on the top of my thighs. I was well and truly sobbing when he delivered the final one and it took all my energy to say, “Twenty, thank you Sir David.’ 
 
    
 
   That seemed to signal the end of the night and I was relieved to say the least. As they all stood up Miss Jacqueline piped up, “Sandra, I forgot to tell you that when I did Karen’s hair, I had to give her 4 strokes of the feather duster for ogling again.”
 
    
 
   “Oh Jack, you are far too soft on her, you can’t baby her with 4 measly strokes for something so serious as ogling. That was what tonight’s paintball punishment was all about. Don’t you remember Jennifer ordered 6 at the Bridge night and this is a repeat offence so she needs at least 12.
 
    
 
   Sir Richard then said, “it’s her little dicky that’s getting her in trouble why not give her the strokes on that?”
 
    
 
   “That’s a great idea Richard, will you do the honours? I have a thick wooden ruler in my study, go fetch it Karen.” Having to fetch the instrument of your demise always adds to the humiliation and the ordeal of a punishment. I left the room and fetched the ruler from her office and presented it to Miss Sandra in upturned hands.
 
    
 
   Sandra passed the ruler to Richard. 
 
    
 
   “Get that little dicky hard sissy,” he said with a taunting look on his face.  “And when it’s nice and hard, hold it out straight by the tip.” I tried for all I was worth to get my ‘little dicky’ hard under the scrutiny of the 6 adults present. I didn’t think it was possible but it had been so long since it had had any proper attention that amazingly, after a few embarrassing minutes it rallied and hardened. “Hold it out sissy,” ordered Sir Richard who promptly gave my hardened member a hard slap with the ruler.
 
   
Whack!
 
    
 
   “Ahhhh!” My scream was a few pitches higher than usual and the group laughed. My “little clitty” shrunk with the pain and I was ordered to get her hard again. Sir Richard said adding to my humiliation, “No wonder you like dressing up as a girl with a little dicky like that!” Again there was more humiliating laughter from the group.
 
    
 
   I managed to get her hard again for the next slap. Again the pain was intense and again she shrivelled. She was beginning to darken with an angry looking bruise that was becoming larger with each slap of the ruler. Each stroke was the same. I’d stroke my ‘little dicky’ until it went hard, hold it out straight by the tip and then it was slapped hard with the ruler, causing it to shrivel. This went on for all 12 strokes. The pain throughout combined with the sexual frustration was sending my mind into a spin; the final strokes were truly a blur. Sir David finished off with a surprise up stroke on my testicles, which left me crunched up on the floor, and all of them had a good laugh. Once it was over, the small group raised themselves up out of their comfortable vantage points and made moves to retire for the evening, leaving me in a heap on the floor. Except for Miss Sandra.
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, we’re off to bed. I want everything tidied up and immaculate, understood? Everyone’s staying over so we’ll have a nice cooked breakfast in the morning. I want bacon, sausages, eggs, and toast, as well as espresso coffee ready by 10:30am, to be served in the dining room. You’ll find everything you need in the kitchen so make sure you are on time. Right?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes, Miss Sandra,” I answered in a daze as I picked myself off the floor. She turned and left me alone in the mess. It was over. 
 
    
 
   It was 3:30am and I collapsed on the cold hard floor of the laundry after setting the alarm for 7:30am wakeup. I thought that should give me enough time to clean up in the morning. I cried myself to a restless, uncomfortable, non- refreshing and fitful sleep. 
 
    
 
   I awoke to the sound of Miss Sandra’s voice and the vision of her standing over me.
 
    
 
   “Karen, what on earth are you doing still asleep? It is 10:30 and the house is a pigsty! You were supposed to have the house cleaned and breakfast served by now. This is a major stuff up Karen and I am sending a text message to Jennifer immediately!” 
 
    
 
   Oh damn, I thought. I checked my alarm and made the old mistake of setting it for 7.30pm instead of am. I was in for it now.
 
    
 
   “I am going to have to take everyone out to a café now; you will be finding a way to make it up to me for this and the added expense! When I return I want this house immaculate. Every room will be cleaned to perfection or else. Then on my return I will deal with your punishment. Now get up you lazy cow and get to work!”
 
    
 
   I got up as she turned on her heel and marched back into the house. I was desperate for a shower and to freshen up before I began but had to make do with a quick wash in the laundry sink before dressing. The crowd were heading out the door by the time I crept into the house to begin the task of cleaning up after the party. I had hoped not to gain Sir Richard’s attention before they left, lest he decided to punish me again for sleeping in.  
 
    
 
   I had no idea how long they would be but figured I only had a few hours at most so dared not stop working. I ended up cleaning all day, working my butt off. Each movement was painful after last night’s ordeal but there was no time to feel sorry for myself. 
 
    
 
   At 8pm the phone rang, and I heard Miss Sandra’s voice on the answering machine. “Karen, pick up the phone, it’s me, Sandra. As soon as I heard her voice I scurried immediately to pick up the phone. “Yes Miss Sandra, it’s Karen.” 
 
    
 
   “Karen, we kicked on to the Cock and Bull hotel and have had too many drinks to drive home. Jacqueline and Katerina have left us and it’s just Sir Richard and I here. I want you to pop over and drive us home now. Sir Richard wants you to wear something sensible Karen so put on that white blouse and tartan skirt with your heels. Don’t be late Karen; we are in a hurry to get home. Now it should only take you 20 minutes maximum so there’ll be a stroke of the feather duster for every minute past 20 minutes that it takes you!”  I heard Richard laugh in the background as she hung up on me.”
 
    
 
   God, talk about unfair! It was a brisk 30-minute walk to the pub under normal circumstances, let alone attempting it with the agony of heels. But adding to the time to get there would be the precious minutes I would lose getting changed. I wasted no time in doing so and left the house in under 5 minutes from the time I put down the phone. 
 
    
 
   I felt so self-conscious in public as I walked in my ‘sensible outfit’, so tried to take back streets when I could. One group of inebriated young males gave me a ribbing and I walked as fast as I could to get away from them. I really did not want to go into the pub dressed like this but knew I had to. Finally I arrived and took a deep breath before I stepped into the noisy crowd. I felt like Mrs Doubtfire. As people noticed me they started sniggering and nudging each other, nodding a head in my direction. I heard a few lewd comments and sarcastic wolf whistles as I struggled my way through the crowded bar in search of Miss Sandra and Sir Richard. I found them, in deep conversation at the furthest end of the bar. They barely glanced at me when I arrived. 
 
    
 
   “That’s 25 strokes when we get home Karen; it has taken you an eternity to get here!” announced Miss Sandra, as she looked me up and down in a condescending fashion before turning back to Sir Richard, both completely ignoring me. There was no invitation to sit or to get myself a drink, though they made me wait there standing at the table while they finished their drinks. I was feeling so embarrassed and stupid, I just wanted to crawl up and die. It was further 15 minutes before we left. So much for being in a hurry!
 
    
 
   When we arrived back at Miss Sandra’s house I was marched into the house and ordered to drop panties and present my tortured bottom for yet another thrashing. Miss Sandra rubbed the feather end of the duster softly over my bruised, burnt and marked butt cheeks.
 
    
 
   “Are they sore Karen?” she asked, rubbing my butt cheeks.
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra,” I replied flinching under her touch.
 
    
 
   “They certainly are a sight for sore eyes!” She had a good giggle
 
    
 
   “And now yet another punishment for being so tardy in coming to get us, I must say your behaviour has been appalling this weekend Karen!” There was no mention of her wonderfully clean house, no ‘thank you’ on a job well done, just more criticism and punishment. “Very well Karen, let’s get on with it. You certainly are a sucker for punishment aren’t you? Bottom up.”
 
    
 
   Miss Sandra laid on the first 20 strokes as hard as she could. She dragged out the first 10 cuts, with plenty of light taps and air swings to test my nerves. She went on to remind me that the whole weekend would be reported to my Mistress. I also had the added humiliation of hearing smart comments from Sir Richard in the background about what a lazy little trollop I was and how I needed to be whipped into shape and how Miss Sandra deserves the best when it comes to service, and how he should take me on for a weekend and show me exactly what would be expected of me. God forbid! I could tell his talk only urged Miss Sandra on to harder strokes. She then laid 5 on in rapid succession and then passed the feather duster to Sir Richard for the final 10. Sir Richard again made a drama of it, circling me and making me admit I had failed Miss Sandra with my poor behaviour and making me thank him for providing such strong discipline. Each stroke was a beauty and after his 10 stroke thrashing, I was a wreck. Physically and emotionally I was spent. 
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, that’s it, off to bed now. I expect you will need a good night’s sleep before you head off in the morning,” announced Miss Sandra.
 
    
 
   For the last time this horrible weekend I lay down on the laundry floor to sleep. I was sore all over, totally exhausted, humiliated and frustrated and sobbed myself to sleep. Miss Sandra had not even mentioned what was happening with my release, I guess it was the least of her concerns.
 
    
 
   The next morning I awoke at seven. I showered and cleaned up before serving breakfast to Miss Sandra. Mercifully she finally ordered me to change into my male clothes before despatching me to pick up Mistress from the airport. I was dismissed me with a parting comment…
 
    
 
   “As you are well aware Karen, I have been grossly disappointed with your performance this weekend and will be giving Jennifer a full report to go with the text messages she has received from me. Under the circumstances I have decided you certainly do not deserve a release and will now pass that decision over to Katerina. I will also have to discuss with Jennifer the matter of you sleeping in yesterday forcing me to take my guests to a café for breakfast. It ended up costing me $150 for the six of us! I am sure Jennifer and I will be able to come up with an arrangement where you can work it off for me so I expect it will not be too long before I see you again. Now off with you, dismissed!” 
 
    
 
   I drove in silence to the airport, petrified of having to face my Mistress with the news. After all I had endured I failed to earn my much desired for release. Who knows what hoops Miss Katerina would have me jumping through to get a release. I had never known frustration like it. First I would have to face the wrath of my Mistress; it could be a while before She even allows me to write to Miss Katerina pleading her to take over the decision of my release. It could be a very long while yet before I receive any release. What a traumatic weekend…
 
    
 
   As I stood at the boarding gate waiting to greet Mistress my heart was racing and I was shaking in fear, I could feel the adrenaline coursing through my bloodstream. The ‘landed’ light came on the Arrivals board next to Mistress’s flight. Any moment She would walk through that gate and spot my bald head…
 
    
 
    
 
   You can follow Sissy Karen’s saga in ‘The Day of Reckoning’, in this Volume


 
   
  
 

The Day of Reckoning
 
    
 
   By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch

 
 
   My heart started to race as I spotted my Mistress walking through the landing bridge and into the terminal. The moment She recognised me Her faced changed. I felt her eyes burn right through me as She walked towards me, not taking Her eyes off me. I started to squirm with embarrassment under Her piercing glare and the closer She got, the more exposed I felt. Her expression was not encouraging. She was obviously displeased and that scared me. Now I felt horribly conspicuous and utterly ridiculous. 
 
    
 
   “Hello Mistress, it’s so good to see you…” I feebly offered in a desperate attempt to divert Her attention away from my bald head. 
 
    
 
   “What on earth happened to you Karen? You look absolutely frightful! You look like something from a Bela Lugosi movie.” 
 
    
 
   Her words stung fiercely and I winced at the reference. I swallowed nervously before I replied. “It was a punishment Mistress for letting a tiny bit of my real hair show from under my wig. Miss Sandra thought a shaven head would fix the problem and had Miss Jacqueline do it.”
 
    
 
   She glared at me and for a moment I thought She was going to smack my face right then and there. But instead Her expression transformed into a distinct look of amusement. 
 
    
 
   “What a splendid solution to the problem!” She laughed light heartedly. “But the sooner we cover that dazzling dome of yours with a wig the better. Now I hope you thanked Sandra for the idea and Jacqueline for the haircut Karen?” 
 
    
 
   I knew I hadn’t thanked them and was tempted to tell a lie but prudence got the better of me. “No Mistress, I did not thank them.” I said, immediately aware that my omission was destined for an unhappy consequence.
 
    
 
   “Shame on you Karen. Well then. I think you should offer your services to each of them for a day to make up for your rudeness, don’t you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress…” I said, scarcely able to hide my incredulity at such a notion. I was hoping I would not have to cross those two vixens again for a while but now I was facing serving them again, and sooner than I thought.
 
    
 
   “Now I don’t want to hear another word out of you until your have your knickers around your knees in front of Sister Patrice! You are in big trouble!” Mistress spoke quietly. She was composed, and Her voice was calm, even motherly, but I knew this was no indication of possible leniency. There was a storm brewing, and no mistake. 
 
    
 
   “I received 9 text messages from Sandra reporting your infractions,” she went on,  “and now this instance of showing your real hair from under the wig makes 10 infractions to be dealt with,” she paused, staring straight into my eyes. “I am truly flabbergasted at your performance Karen, you have disgraced yourself but worse still your behaviour reflects poorly on my training.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I replied in shame, lowering my head, quite unable to meet Her accusatory gaze.
 
    
 
   Here, take my hand luggage,” She said and handed me Her bag and walked off, leaving me trailing a few steps behind Her.  I felt like a naughty child getting into trouble from his mother, and at this moment, I wished that were the case. I knew that as quiet and controlled as my Mistress was at this moment, Her fury would be unleashed as soon as I was facing Sister Patrice with my knickers around my ankles… 
 
    
 
   I was distraught. 
 
    
 
   Mistress turned towards the seats, turned Her phone on and made a call. She took a seat and kept talking after waving me off to the carousel to collect the rest of Her luggage. 
 
    
 
   The drive home was in stony silence. It was making me extremely nervous. I could feel my heart racing and my palms sweating on the wheel as I drove. Mistress was obviously very displeased and I knew my punishment was going to be severe. The only question was how severe? Before She left, Mistress had warned me of the consequences of not pleasing Miss Sandra and that any punishments would be repeated by Her immediately upon Her return. I had suffered mightily over the last two days but the worst of it may well be ahead of me; I was feeling very sore and remorseful and thoroughly chastened as well as scared. The more I thought about it the more I started to panic. Miss Sandra had been very cruel and deliberately made things difficult for me. It seemed so unfair, especially considering that Miss Sandra seemed continuously hell-bent on setting me up for trouble. 
 
    
 
   I felt my stomach somersault as we pulled into the driveway. Mistress finally spoke.
 
    
 
   “Take my luggage into my bedroom then go and change into your Muir uniform. When you’ve done that take yourself into the lounge room and stand in front of Sister Patrice with hands on head and wait for me.” 
 
    
 
   Her tone was deadly and I obeyed quickly, not daring to risk further consequences. It was somehow worse when She didn’t use my name. Minutes later when I stood before Sister Patrice I could see Mistress had placed Her mobile phone on top of Sister Patrice, right in my line of vision. I could clearly see the inbox and next to Sandra’s name was (9) the number of messages from her. I reflected on what I should say when questioned. I had certainly learnt from previous experience that making excuses and trying to justify my behaviour would only make things far worse, so I was by now becoming quite flustered.
 
    
 
   The minutes ticked by. It was nerve wracking and extremely unsettling just waiting. Finally I heard footsteps; and my heart began to race as the adrenaline began to course through my bloodstream. The fear I felt was palpable and my body trembled involuntarily.
 
    
 
   “Pull that dress up, knickers to knees and bend over!” She snapped.
 
    
 
   I obeyed promptly and displayed my tortured buttocks.
 
    
 
   “What on earth happened to those buttocks Karen?
 
    
 
   “Um, er…I was ordered to apply sunscreen to Miss Katerina when we were at the beach and Miss Sandra caught me with an unauthorised erect ‘little clitty’ Mistress.” 
 
    
 
   “Ah yes, I recall that text message. How absolutely disgraceful! No doubt you were obviously ogling unashamedly while you were supposed to be doing something else! I was appalled when I read that text message and you can mark my words, you will be paying dearly for that one Karen, go on…” 
 
    
 
   I shuddered. Mistress hated ogling and made it well known what She thought of it. 
 
    
 
   “Miss Katerina then applied rings of sunscreen on my bottom and made me lie with just my bottom exposed to the sun for an hour, burning my bottom badly. Later that night at Miss Sandra’s party Sir Richard had a paintball marker and they used my bottom as a target. That is what caused most of the bruises. There were lots of feather duster thrashings from Miss Sandra as well Mistress.”
 
    
 
   I flinched as Mistress rubbed Her hand over my bottom; it still hurt sharply.
 
    
 
   “Firstly Karen let me tell you how appalled I am with the report I have received from Sandra. All through my weekend away I was constantly bombarded with text messages from Sandra letting me know each and every time you misbehaved. I find it incomprehensible that you would be anything less than perfect after all I have taught you and especially after the kindness that Sandra had shown you by agreeing not only to sissy sit you but in taking on the decision of your release.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I mumbled dejectedly.
 
    
 
   “However, your bottom is currently too bruised for the discipline I intended to deliver today. I will punish you in exactly one week’s time. During the week you may consider yourself free of all leisure privileges. Your leisure time during the week will be spent writing lines instead and on Sunday you will complete a full day of Detention, just to remind you that you are still facing a punishment. Next Monday I will deliver your punishment. As of this moment and until your Detention is completed you will be on the weekend Detention diet as a cheery reminder each day of what’s to come. Now kneel down and put your hands on your head and wait for my return.” 
 
    
 
   I kneeled and placed my hands on my head obediently. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, and just to make sure you remain perfectly still while I’m away, here’s something else to contend with, just to make sure you remain still.” I heard Mistress rustle through the drawer in the sideboard, before returning to place a number of small items along the top of my hands, and not just a few.
 
    
 
   “Right Karen. I have just placed some counters on the top of your hands. There are a number of yellow, green, blue, and red counters. Each colour corresponds to a particular disciplinary implement. Each implement carries a prescribed amount of strokes. If when I return, any counters have fallen to the floor, you will receive the amount of strokes allocated to the implement that corresponds to the fallen counter. Understood?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I said but I was struggling to comprehend this new challenge. Did I count correctly? Were there 13 counters placed on the top of my hands? Oh my goodness, my mind was in a whirl. How long was I expected to remain still? What if all the counters fell off? What implements did She choose, and how many strokes from each would there be…?
 
    
 
   “I am placing each of the implements I will use on the table here Karen, along with its corresponding counter. The yellow will carry 3 strokes from Black Beauty. The green counter will carry 3 strokes from the two-tailed tawse; the blue counter will mean 3 strokes of the senior cane. You will receive 3 strokes of the applicable implement for each and every counter that falls. But if you drop a red counter Karen, you will receive 100 strokes from the ebony hairbrush…” 
 
    
 
   I gasped and held my breath as my mind went into overdrive at the thought of receiving a possible four hundred strokes of the dreaded hairbrush should all the red counters topple to the ground! 
 
    
 
   “So Karen, I warn you. There are 4 of each of the blue, yellow and green, but there is only 1 red. So I will leave you with that cheery thought but I suggest you stay very still until I return.” 
 
    
 
   She left me alone in the room to contemplate that ‘cheery little thought’, and I immediately became very focussed on my current dilemma. 
 
    
 
   I was terrified. A quick calculation meant that at worst I could be facing a possible 12 strokes from a very vicious razor strop She referred to as Black Beauty, as well as12 strokes from the two-tailed tawse along with 12 strokes of the senior cane! To top it off, it could all be accompanied by 100 strokes of the hairbrush!!! 136 strokes in total… Mistress had selected a very nasty combination of implements, and that was after She had deemed my bottom was not in a fit state to punish for my misbehaviour at Miss Sandra’s! If that was the case, then what on earth did She have in mind for the punishment come Monday if this was to be my punishment for not remaining still? 
 
    
 
   I tried to take my mind off worrying about the counters dropping to the floor for the time being, by thinking of other things, but the only other thought paramount in my mind was the other major challenge I was facing imminently.
 
    
 
   The thought of another strict Detention was very depressing and deflated me no end. A whole week of Detention diet filled me with absolute dread. Soggy Farex with a raw egg folded in for breakfast, Pecks paste sandwiches on stale bread for lunch, the horrible defrosted and slightly reheated, boiled to death squash and eggplants for dinner and the water from the boiled squash as a drink. One day of it was hard to take but a whole week would be a nightmare. For sustenance during the week Mistress would have made up a concoction of liquid vitamins and minerals to keep up my strength so there would be no chance of feigning ill from the diet. Damn Miss Sandra and her evilness! 
 
    
 
   Very soon into my current quandary I felt my arms beginning to tremble and ache. The pain in my knees was starting to magnify although after a while I realised that I could gently shift my weight from one knee to the other to ease the fiery pain somewhat without disturbing the counters. But soon enough, the effectiveness of that ploy waned and the pain merely intensified. After what seemed like a very long time in that agonising position I became very anxious when I realised that Mistress was not simply leaving me to go get something and return. By now it wasn’t only my knees and arms aching dreadfully, it was my whole body as well.
 
    
 
   My concentration faltered for a moment while I panicked and I felt the first counter slip off my little finger. Not thinking, my immediate reaction was to look down to see what colour the counter was that fell, which of course tipped several more counters from that hand to the floor. I was horrified and quickly jerked my head upright, which sent the remaining counters from the other hand cascading to the floor. Oh my God, I thought in sheer terror. What would Mistress think now when She returned? She’ll think I’ve moved! Worst still, now I was definitely going to receive a thrashing for losing my counters. Maybe I could try to replace the counters on one hand at least, and then the thrashing wouldn’t be so bad. I contemplated that thought for a moment but before I could make a decision, Mistress returned. I froze.
 
    
 
   “I have been checking my emails Karen and Sandra copied me in on one she sent Katerina asking if she would take over the decision of your release. Katerina replied saying she will be very busy for the next 6 months completing her PhD and couldn’t possibly consider it until then. Good news though, she said you may approach her after July 31 and then she will consider it. 
 
    
 
   Six months! And that was good news? I was crestfallen. It had been 6 weeks of frustrated agony and I knew if I was allowed to I would have the most unbelievable orgasm of my life but now the opportunity had been taken away. The last 6 weeks of chastity had driven me to an intolerable level of frustration, but now I would not enjoy orgasmic pleasure for at least 6 months! The incredible delight of an orgasm after weeks of chastity made all the frustration worthwhile. My despair must have shown on my face.
 
    
 
   “Stop looking so sorry for yourself Karen, you have brought this all on yourself! You should be grateful Katerina has even agreed to consider it after you violated her with your ogling! There are many sissies whose only release is a milking, and at this rate, if that attitude keeps up, I’ll be suggesting to Katerina that a milking may be the only course of action she should be considering for you. In fact, it will do you the world of good!”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress, I’m sorry Mistress,” I said in fright. The thought of a mere milking after another 6 months of chastity was almost too much to bear and I almost choked on my reply.  
 
    
 
   “I think you should be offering Katerina a day of chores as well Karen.” 
 
    
 
   The suggestion turned my blood to ice in the veins. Normally the word ‘should’ in such a suggestion would imply a choice but in my case, it was not. I knew full well that I would be shortly ‘offering’ my services to Miss Katerina whether I liked it or not! A day of serving Miss Katerina was not a prospect I wanted to endure willingly.
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I said remorsefully. At that moment I was agreeable to anything so as not to prolong my chastity further. But this was too much. I found it extremely difficult to be grateful to Miss Katerina or Miss Sandra after all they put me through.
 
    
 
   Incredibly, Mistress had not yet noticed the fallen counters and my hopes lifted slightly. Perhaps She may not notice at all. I was still on my knees with my hands on my head, and I truly thought for a moment that I was going to be dismissed.  
 
    
 
   “Ok Karen, this next week is going to be very hard going now that you have a Detention to complete on top of the annual spring cleaning.” 
 
    
 
   I groaned inwardly as I thought about that. Mistress had already given me a list of the spring-cleaning chores before She went away, including some very laborious and time consuming chores. On top of the spring clean the week would be interrupted by my final exam at Beauty School on Friday. Unfortunately I was hoping to spend this week leading up to the exam studying in my leisure time, but that plan had been dashed now. I sincerely hoped I could remember enough to scrape through with at least a pass. 
 
    
 
   “Ok, seeing as you’ll be starting this evening with your lines I have prepared your assignment along with your Rules right here. You can make a start right after dinner.” She placed several typed pages on top of Sister Patrice. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I said trembling uncontrollably from the increasing agony in my limbs. By now I was in extreme pain and tears of torment were rolling down my cheeks. 
 
    
 
   “And Karen…”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress?” I replied, desperately trying hard not to clench my teeth. 
 
    
 
   “Why are those counters lying on the floor beside your knees?” 
 
    
 
   It was not until 10 that night that I would start the first lot of lines in my horror week of Detention and to put it bluntly it was the last thing I felt like doing at that time of night. I was thoroughly exhausted after a nightmare afternoon of shovelling soil and would have loved nothing more than to collapse into bed. Instead, I now had to face writing lines.
 
    
 
   Speaking of my nightmare afternoon… 
 
    
 
   Straight after my morning thrashing for losing the entire collection of counters I was put on garden duties. There was to be no light duties apparently, as was the usual practice after discipline, which would ordinarily have allowed me to indulge in feelings of sooky self-pity. Instead Mistress produced an old flannel dress that I was told to wear while gardening, along with a faded floral apron. The dress was an Op shop special by the look of it and very unattractive. I had not seen it before. I eyed it disdainfully before taking it from Mistress’s hand.
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, here’s what I want you to do. That tonne of organic soil I ordered last week has arrived I see, and I want it moved from the front lawn to the new back garden bed. Obviously you’ll have to use the wheelbarrow for the job. And put this hat on, it’s going to be a scorcher today, 37.5 I believe with a late storm predicted, so make sure you don’t dally. I want it all shifted before that storm hits.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I gasped, nearly choking on my reply. The hat was identical to the one Miss Sandra had made me wear to the beach that horrible day, and the memories of my lengthy castigation came flooding back in an instant, immediately diverting my attention away from feeling sorry for myself. My bottom was already smarting and throbbing dreadfully after the thrashing I’d just received, but the sight of that hat made it prickle unbearably. 
 
    
 
   I scurried to change before Mistress added something extra, which I was fast learning was Her way if I dawdled or stood too long contemplating. At least I could be thankful I was allowed to wear my pink runners…
 
    
 
   I soon found out that shovelling soil was hot, heavy work. Shovelling organic soil in a flannel dress, faded apron, wig and an oversized floppy hat was even hotter and ten times harder! Added to that was a considerable degree of difficulty in having that knee length flannel garment constantly wrapped around my sweat-streaked legs clinging steadfast while I toiled. 
 
    
 
   More concerning than the dress however, was the sheer physics involved with the task. Mistress’s house was a nightmare, to say the least, as far as attempting that kind of work. The block is sloping with a passage running down each side of the house. One side is a precarious, winding, stone path with a number of unstable steps leading down to the pool and backyard, making that route out of the question for carting barrow loads of soil; the other side is simply a straight slope down but overgrown with Wandering Jew. A neglected straight, steep slope down, I might add…God only knew what obstacles lay submerged beneath the thick, knee-high vegetation. It made that prospect very treacherous. I stood contemplating the options for several minutes before surrendering to the fact that there was nothing else for it, I’d have to take the slope.
 
    
 
   “KAREN, WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR, BETTER DAYS?” 
 
    
 
   The sound of Mistress’s voice from somewhere inside the cool house snapped me out of my deliberations and I hopped to it immediately. 
 
    
 
   15 minutes or so later I had filled the barrow and was now negotiating my way toward the passage. I’d filled the barrow high thinking that the more soil in the barrow, the less trips I’d need to make, and the quicker the job would be done. I managed to struggle my way to the top of the sloping path and once over the one lone step at the top, headed downhill. ‘Ok, this won’t be so bad,’ I thought, ‘so far so good…’ But the instant the barrow sloped downwards the sheer weight of its load made it impossible for me to hang on to it and regrettably, nature stepped in and took the matter right out of my hands, literally. For a few seconds I struggled to hang on to the barrow and to keep it upright, but unfortunately I skidded on that deadly slippery carpet of vegetation and lost my footing, and my grip on the barrow handles. I landed heavily on my stomach and watched helplessly as the barrow slid downwards for a few feet, quickly gathering momentum as it went. Then to my even bigger horror the front wheel struck a hidden obstacle in the undergrowth causing the barrow to bounce, sending the mountain of soil and barrow skywards before coming to land on its side and gliding to a halt some several feet further down the slope. 
 
    
 
   I lay staring at the trail of spilled soil and upended barrow in silent dread. ‘What on earth would Mistress do if She saw this?’ Quickly I scrambled to my feet and set about retrieving the shovel to rescue as much soil as I possibly could before Mistress had a chance to pop out and view this latest calamity. It took some time, and clearly I had lost about half the load to the depths of the undergrowth, but in doing so, realised that the weight in the newly filled barrow was at least much more manageable. 
 
    
 
   And so it was with deep gratitude that I was finally able to dump the first barrow load of soil into the garden bed before struggling my way back up that treacherous path to face again the steaming mound of organic soil some 60 metres away. 
 
    
 
   The sun was high overhead by now and any movement in that flannel dress and wig made the heat so much worse. I was soon covered in sweat and filth and my lungs felt like they were coated in a layer of dust from that steaming, pungent organic pile. I was certainly panting while I worked, straining every muscle and really putting my back into the task to get it down before the storm. Rather frustratingly I had no option but to fill the barrow with small loads in order to navigate my way down that dastardly slope, but that unfortunately stretched out the task over several hours. As it was, it was after 5 when I carted the last barrow load and by then I was ready to collapse in exhaustion. 
 
    
 
   “Karen, I can still see soil on the front lawn,” She announced, coming out to inspect my work. “That will never do, go and get the dustpan and broom and sweep it up off the lawn, quickly now.” 
 
    
 
   ‘Surely not,’ I questioned silently… Obviously when the storm came it would wash the excess soil into the ground soon enough, but I had learnt better than to dare question my Mistress. I simply retrieved the dustpan and broom from the shed, and spent another hour on all fours sweeping the soil out of the grass. I felt very self conscious and very stupid as a group of three fit looking women, perhaps in their 50’s, walked by. I went as red as a beetroot with embarrassment and heard one of them say as she passed “What do you make of that girls?” there was a round of laughter as they strode away from me. 
 
    
 
   Heavy dark thunderclouds had gathered overhead by now and I heard the first rumble of thunder as I worked. Any minute the heavens were going to open, however not before I was to complete my painstaking chore. Oh no, I could not be so lucky! Mistress came out again and inspected the lawn just as I was finishing. This time thankfully, She was satisfied with my efforts.
 
    
 
   “I suggest you learn to do things properly the first time Karen. In future, finish the job correctly and don’t let me catch you leaving the mess for someone else to clean up. Now I want you showered quick smart and dressed in the Muir uniform, ready to prepare my dinner Karen.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I replied, exhausted. 
 
    
 
   “And Karen…”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress?” 
 
    
 
   As it is Day 1 of your Detention, you may have the Detention meal for your dinner tonight. It’s already defrosting for you.” 
 
    
 
   I gulped. “Yes Mistress, thank you,” I replied crestfallen, watching Her as She turned and walked back toward the house.
 
    
 
   As I headed for the house I felt the first large drops of rain on my face as the storm broke. The lightning flashed and the thunder crashed violently as I scampered indoors just in the nick of time. Suddenly the rain was bucketing down heavily, mercifully washing away all evidence of the fateful end to the first trip down the dreaded slope…
 
    
 
   It was an enormous relief to finally peel that horrid flannel dress off and step into the shower. It was glorious to freshen up and put on that clean uniform. By the time I donned the apron I was feeling somewhat revived and ready to face the preparations for the evening meal.  
 
    
 
   Later as I served Her meal Mistress remarked, “Mmmm…it smells delicious, I trust you will enjoy your evening meal tonight too Karen?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I replied feeling the first pangs of jealousy. She seemed to enjoy rubbing it in but I dared not show any traces of resentment. All I could think of was how much I would have preferred Her lovely pasta dish full of fresh herbs and fresh Italian tomatoes from Her garden than the defrosted gruel that awaited me. After serving Mistress I was despatched to the kitchen to consume my first Detention dinner of the week. I took the container of vegetable slop and gave it the ‘allowed’ 1-minute in the microwave. When I peeled off the lid a vile smell wafted upwards, nearly causing me to dry wretch. Looking at it, I could tell straight away that it was nowhere near warmed all the way through. Clearly there were still icy cold patches among the lukewarm contents. It didn’t matter though as it had to be eaten, every last morsel. And before Mistress had finished Her meal and was ready for me to clear her plate. 
 
    
 
   Reluctantly I sat to begin the first meal of my week long Detention. At this point I feel compelled to admit that the evening Detention meals would easily have to rate as one of the most difficult experiences I have ever endured over my entire lifetime, and so much so, that I try to avoid Detentions like the plague because of them. In fact just looking at the meal before I start makes me nauseous. It is difficult to know which is the hardest mouthful to take but I would hazard a guess that it’s probably the first mouthful. Forcing myself to make the necessary decision to ferry that first forkful of foul slop into my mouth is a form of mental torture in itself. Once done, every mouthful after that is done so with a varying degree of difficulty causing extreme mental anguish. It’s a supreme effort just to overcome the mind and body’s natural desire to reject this food, and once consumed, to resist the urge to projectile vomit it back out into the world from whence it came. This particular instance, I sat for 20 minutes of torture as I struggled to force it down. Then to add salt to the wound, I knew I was facing the accompanying glass of the putrid squash water as my ‘liquid refreshment’, which made the whole ordeal ten times worse. By now my stomach was groaning and feeling very bilious and my throat was nearing the point of refusal to allow more disgusting food passage.
 
    
 
   I had one mouthful to force down when Mistress entered the kitchen quite unexpectedly. “Karen I noticed earlier that there is ironing in the laundry which was obviously not done from before I went away! You will not be starting your lines until it’s done!” The lump in my throat increased to the size of a golf ball as I recalled the last garments in the basket I’d neglected, and why…
 
    
 
   After the dishes, I was doomed to face an hour and a half of difficult ironing, before it was time to start my lines. There were three skirts with difficult pleats and another dress with tricky folds that had to be ironed. I had put these difficult pieces off till last and had run out of time before being sent to Miss Sandra’s last weekend. I had conveniently forgotten about them, until now…
 
    
 
   By the time I finally finished, it was 9.55pm when I reported to Mistress. She immediately led me to the study and pointed for me to sit at the small school desk facing the wall.
 
   “You may sit down Karen and read through your rules. I am going to leave you to it for the time being but I’ll return shortly. And I warn you, I mean business, if your work is not up to scratch, then you will keep doing it until I am satisfied it is.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I mumbled disheartened as She walked over to Her computer to switch on the webcam. 
 
    
 
   I delicately sat my aching body down at my desk and began my first hour of lines. I was not off to a good start after asking Mistress before She left if She might allow me to sit on a soft cushion on account of my freshly thrashed and aching bottom. She replied that not only was I NOT going to be allowed a soft cushion to sit on, that any further whining about my bottom hurting would result in my chair being removed’ and then I’d have to complete my lines on my knees. – For the rest of the week!
 
    
 
   I felt suitably incentivised to be quiet and get on with it! 
 
    
 
   My instructions were simple. I was to complete at least 40 times the following line in any one-hour period:
 
    
 
   ‘When given the honour of serving Mistress’s friends I must ensure that I am obedient, respectful, subservient, hard working and humble. In these times I must remember I am representing My Mistress and my behaviour is a constant reflection of Her training.’ 
 
    
 
    The instructions went on to say that if a mistake was made I must add a line to the total for that day. So during any occasion I completed 40 lines but made 6 mistakes, I was now to complete 46 lines for that day. There was another added bonus. For any lines not completed, there would be a punishment stroke added to Monday’s punishment. A shiver ran down my spine at the thought. 
 
    
 
   The thought of having to face a Detention at the end of an exhausting day made this incredibly challenging and for a moment I nearly succumbed to a tantrum. I was really in the wrong headspace for such a task tonight but there was not the luxury of choice about the matter. As I began writing I was feeling utterly miserable and after just a few minutes Mistress did indeed leave me to my misery well in view of Her webcam, ensuring I was not tempted to steal even a moment’s break. 
 
    
 
   After a little while Mistress returned and stood peering over my shoulder, making me very nervous. Finally She went to Her laptop on the desk and made a few adjustments. “I am recording you Karen so I can play back and check you don’t stop or fidget or move position. I am going to bed so when you are finished make sure you are as quiet as a mouse and turn all the lights off. Do NOT touch my laptop though.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I replied as She left me to work in silence. 
 
    
 
   There was something surreal about being watched by that camera and knowing that even though my Mistress was probably fast asleep She was still controlling my every move. Over the course of the hour I made three mistakes, and had to start each of the lines again, but at least I didn’t have to rip the entire page out and start completed lines all over again. 
 
    
 
   It was close to midnight when I crawled into bed bone-tired and weary. After one day I felt I had reached my limit but knew full well that the ordeal had only just begun. With the Day of Reckoning to contend with at the end of the week it was hard to find anything to look forward to. I fell asleep quickly feeling sore and sorry.
 
    
 
   Tuesday was another day of hard work. Having to start the day with an uninviting breakfast of soggy Farax baby food after serving Mistress Her breakfast of luscious fresh strawberries and rockmelon was a real struggle and reminded me that this was to be my lot as far as breakfast was concerned for the entire week. The strawberries looked and smelt divine. They were a delicious bright red colour and very plump, and according to Mistress, incredibly sweet and juicy, ‘just like a real strawberry should taste’. I knew from experience exactly what they tasted like. I had been sent a few times to pick some up for Mistress from the organic strawberry farm nearby. It certainly did nothing to lift my spirits listening to Mistress extolling the virtues of those strawberries. And to make matters worse, She kept me standing while She ate them going over the chores for the day, telling me about this and that, inspecting my uniform while all the while commenting on how beautiful the strawberries were. I am ashamed to say that I was filled with envy for Mistress’s breakfast and if I were a dog at that moment, I would have been salivating all over the carpet as I was forced to watch Her eat. When I was finally told to clear Her plate I saw She had left a little bit of one of the strawberries…
 
    
 
   Mistress still seemed displeased with me, and that thought put the fear of God into me, which in turn incentivised me to work as hard as I could for the rest of the day. 
 
    
 
   At lunchtime, I stopped to prepare lunch of toasted Turkish bread smeared with Philadelphia cheese, and topped with baby spinach leaves, smoked salmon, capers and rings of Spanish onion. I was to have a Peck’s paste sandwich. While I prepared the lunch I tried desperately hard not to succumb to the temptation of sneaking a little piece of salmon. Never before had I experienced such ravenous thoughts over food, but now that I was denied it, I was overwhelmed with thoughts of nothing but. This was in many ways, worse than facing a formal punishment or ice panties!
 
    
 
   “Mistress I have prepared your lunch, where would you like me to serve it today?” I asked meekly. 
 
    
 
   “Actually Karen, I’ll have it right here thank you, I’ll eat in the kitchen, with you.” And with that, She promptly sat down at the kitchen table and picked up a slice of Her delicious smoked salmon lunch. I reluctantly sat at the other end of the table, steeling myself for another torturous ordeal of watching Her as She enjoyed Her tasty lunch at a leisurely pace. I looked down at my unappetising slice of white cardboard and swallowed my rising jealousy. 
 
    
 
   Later, though I was spared the torture of cooking Her dinner I suffered a worse fate as Mistress sent me out on my pushbike to the local Indian restaurant to fetch an Indian curry for Her dinner. Before I even reached the restaurant the distinct aromatic smell of spicy Indian food reached my nostrils and immediately besieged my olfactory system. Then once inside the restaurant, seeing all the curries in the Bain Marie had me positively captivated and drooling with hunger. The smells were intoxicating and I could not take my eyes off the tandoori chicken in the window as I waited to be served. Mistress deliberately chose not to pre order by telephone, opting to have me order when I arrived at the restaurant; which of course meant the need for me to spend more time in the presence of food waiting for the meal to be prepared. Watching a couple eating at a table was horrendous in its ability to torment me. 
 
    
 
   On returning home and serving Mistress I was sent into the kitchen to eat my disgusting gruel. With each meal it got harder and harder to stomach despite me being ravenously hungry before I sat to eat. 
 
    
 
   I felt wretched as I sat to face that slop once again while Mistress enjoyed Her meal of scrumptious Indian curry and fragrant Basmati rice. I was so tempted to tip my squash water out but somehow resisted. After dinner and chores were out of the way, it was time to face my lines again. I have to say that it was really hard to sit down at that tiny desk. I immediately felt cramped and uncomfortable but began writing that dreaded line. Being tired ensured more mistakes and again I failed to complete the lines within an hour. The way Mistress would wander in so casually, record my infractions in Her Black Book, and then saunter off, leaving me to my misery made it all so much worse. 
 
    
 
   By Wednesday the monotony of this disgusting diet was starting to get to me. I had never done more than one day of the Detention diet before and now in the third day it was really becoming hard to face. Mistress was up early and caught sight of my miserable expression as I forced myself to spoon the lukewarm pasty glug into my mouth. “That’s a face and a half Karen! Whatever is the matter with you? Don’t like your breakfast?” She scolded and I cringed. She seemed to be making a habit of popping in when I was eating lately, leaving me little chance to suffer my spartan diet in peace. “I do hope you’re not sooking or feeling ungrateful for the quality food I provide Karen?” 
 
    
 
   “No Mistress…” I whined. 
 
    
 
   “Poppycock! I know that misery guts face when I see it. Well, see how you like this! I’ll teach you what happens to ungrateful sissies,” She admonished and stuffed a dummy straight into my mouth. 
 
    
 
   “There, you may suck on that all morning while you work as punishment for your ingratitude.” And with that, She turned and left the kitchen. Oh how I hated that. It was so humiliating. 
 
    
 
   Mistress had been invited over to Miss Sandra’s for dinner so I was again spared the agony of having to prepare Her evening meal, although She did supervise my mealtime before She went out, ensuring I would not be tempted to dispose of it. Standing before me with hands on hips, Her presence was indeed imposing. I forced the swill down quicker than I ever had before. 
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, after you’ve done your evening chores, you can start your lines but remember, the Webcam is set up so Sandra and I will be able to keep an eye on you while you work so I suggest no tantrums. When you’re done for the evening, you can go to bed. Don’t wait up.”
 
    
 
    
 
   “No Mistress…” I said as I watched Her leaving. My heart sank like a stone when I thought of facing those lines again. The importance of being a good representative of my Mistress was certainly sinking in deeply. 
 
    
 
   The next morning I rose with a sense of doom. Detention Week was fast beginning to feel like a great black cloud was hanging over me, dogging my every waking thought. I certainly had no choice but to remember that I was under discipline with a punishment pending. When I later sat to face yet again the prescribed bowlful of breakfast glue it was all I could do just to face it.  I sat peering down at the bowl for a few minutes allowing my thoughts to drift off. I was reminded of my schooldays, and the pink pots of Perkins Paste we had as primary school children and just how much this looked like Perkins Paste. I let out a groan and said “Oh yuck!” 
 
    
 
   I had no idea Mistress was standing behind me. 
 
    
 
   “I’ll give you ‘Oh yuck’ Karen!” Mistress spoke sternly and sharply giving me an almighty fright, which caused me to let out a high-pitched sissy shriek. Fright turned to fear as She went to the pantry and brought out the bottle of Cod Liver Oil and grabbed a large tablespoon from the drawer. 
 
    
 
   “Two spoons now, open wide! I’ll not have language like that in My house!”
 
    
 
   Before I could protest She forced the disgusting oil into my mouth at the same time pinching my nose between Her strong fingers and lifting it upwards. I did not think my taste buds could take anything worse than what I had been through but this was an absolute horror. It took all my willpower to swallow it. Then once it was down it took a supreme effort to fight back the dry retching. It surely was the most disgusting taste I had ever experienced. It was positively foul and my body was seriously rebelling against the onslaught. 
 
    
 
   “Now care to say ‘Oh yuck Karen?”  She sneered while I grimaced. 
 
    
 
   “No Mistress, I’m sorry Mistress…” I replied apologetically. My body shivered in disgust at the lingering taste. But it was not only the initial taste that was so appalling; it was the thought of it hanging around on my mouth for the rest of the day. From past experience I knew that it was going to serve as a reminder for quite some time. 
 
    
 
   No matter how much water I drank throughout the rest of the day while I toiled I could not rid myself of that taste. Even later that night I was haunted by the flavour of Cod Liver Oil as I forced down the watery gruel. In fact I wouldn’t be rid of that taste for at least 24 hours. 
 
    
 
   That evening’s torment was to prepare a spicy Thai stir-fry for dinner. Not for me of course, oh no. Mine was the slop in a bucket, as I was beginning to think of it - with contempt. While I cooked, the flavoursome aroma of all those delicately fragrant Asian herbs wafted dangerously up into my nostrils causing my taste buds to protest wildly against the inevitable denial of pleasure that could be so easily assuaged by just one spoonful of food - surreptitiously pilfered from that sizzling wok, of course. I felt miserable. I felt desperate. I was ravenous and bordering on insanity at the thought of having to produce such delectable culinary delights for another while I was forced to face that awful, lifeless swill day after day. All I could think of was food, and Detention lines. I now knew what must happen to drive people to commit acts of desperation.  I had become a desperate sissy.
 
    
 
   Later I felt like I was walking the Green Mile as I walked to the study. I was reluctant to face again the mind numbing monotony of writing out the same line over and over, facing the same wall, sitting at the same cramped desk and chair, night after night. More punishment miles…how could something so simple become so dreadful? This was truly a cruel punishment. No surprises that I failed to complete 40 lines in time without errors. That meant more punishment strokes added to Monday’s ordeal.
 
    
 
   Friday was a break from chores for me but certainly no holiday. After serving Mistress Her breakfast I was allowed to don my male clothes and head off for my final exam at Beauty School. “Hmmm…judging by the look of that weather Karen, I think that you’d best forget about riding your bike and take the train. That rain doesn’t look like stopping anytime soon,” announced Mistress coming into the kitchen. I was just finishing my bowl of Perkins Paste.
 
    
 
   For this small mercy I was eternally grateful as it now meant that I could cram in some study on the way. I was really quite nervous because I had originally planned to use my leisure time this week to study but due to the harrowing Detention I was unable to do any study at all, much less think about it. Luckily the bus and train trip allowed some last minute cramming. I hurried to get my class notes and headed for the front door, eager to catch the early train. 
 
    
 
   “Oh and Karen…” I heard Mistress call as my hand reached the doorknob.
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress?”
 
    
 
   “Those wouldn’t be your class notes under your arm now would they?”
 
    
 
   Terror struck and my stomach constricted. “Er, um, yes Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Hand them to me…you won’t be needing them today.”
 
    
 
   I was floored. Now I was really going to be in trouble without that final chance to cram. I handed my notes to Mistress and left the house with a deep sense of foreboding. 
 
    
 
   I arrived early and was greeted with unkind comments about my shaved head from each of the other students as they arrived. “Hey chrome dome!” called Sue-Wei laughing hysterically, “What happened to your hair?” Naturally as the ringleader in my humiliation she teased me mercilessly and encouraged her cronies to join in too. “Oooo T-Ball, may I rub your shiny head?” laughed one of the others as she ran her palm over my scalp. “Oooo oww, his head not smooth, its prickly like porcupine,” laughed another. 
 
    
 
   I felt very humiliated and this nastiness continued until Mrs Lee entered the classroom and quietened everyone down. It did not put me in the best frame of mind for an exam that’s for sure. 
 
    
 
   Mrs Lee wasted no time handing out exam papers and I was soon finding out how much I would have benefited from being able to study! I was not encouraged by the fact that the others seemed to be writing furiously and turning pages frequently while I was still contemplating the first few questions. I found the test excruciating difficult and clearly I did not know a lot of the answers. Mistress would not be pleased with a poor result. After an hour and a half of battling my way through the questions Mrs Lee finally called ‘Pens down’ and swiftly bustled her way between the desks gathering papers, dismissing the class. I hoped I had done enough to scrape through but was not confident. 
 
    
 
   I rode the train home in a daze, feeling wiped out and totally dishevelled.  It had been a harrowing morning made worse by the thought of having to face Mistress and tell Her how I think I went in my exam. On top of that, I was rocketing towards the inevitable. 
 
    
 
   Another bloody Pecks Paste sandwich…I groaned and closed my eyes and thought about a delicious hamburger with onions, and lettuce, and beetroot…
 
    
 
   The gentle sway of the train calmed my nerves somewhat and I allowed my thoughts to wander. I marvelled at the simplicity of such a cruel punishment. But I couldn’t decide which was worse. The same line, over and over again, night after night, or my food rations for the week. Then I thought about the meals I had been forced to prepare these past days and nights while I had suffered my way through the Detention diet and how Mistress seemed to be deliberately tormenting me with food, and then I wondered what delicacies would be the cause of my anguish tonight…
 
    
 
   Regrettably it was a succulent piece of grilled salmon served on a bed of fresh baby salad leaves, along with capers, slices of fresh Brie cheese, avocado and asparagus spears… But this time, preparing such an appetising meal later that evening actually nearly tipped me over the edge. Many times I reached the verge of the point of no return but caught myself just in the nick of time. I had become like a feral animal that had not seen food for many long days. So many times I was tempted to throw caution to the wind and just scoff down that piece of salmon without fear of reprisal. Then fortunately good sense would prevail… or was that fear?
 
    
 
   I had been truly dreading the Day of Reckoning but now I was starting to look forward to it as it meant that once it was over, I could eat real food again. 
 
    
 
   10pm saw me trundling into the study to begin the final phase of my torture for the day. I was caught by surprise to see that there was no chair at the desk. 
 
    
 
   “Mistress may I ask if there is a reason I don’t have a chair?” I asked as politely as I could.
 
    
 
   “Yes, you will be doing tonight’s lines on your knees Karen; I am determined to make this lesson sink in!”
 
    
 
   ‘Oh, I thought the lesson had sunk in…’ I thought wearily as I reluctantly kneeled before my desk. I could feel the life force at a low ebb as I turned over the page to start my lines. Behind me, my voiceless sentinel was already switched on and ready to record my digressions. 
 
    
 
   Saturday morning was going to prove a huge test for me. My constant cravings were ever present by now and I could hardly think of anything but food and eating. It was shopping day. Mistress had made up the shopping list and handed it to me as I struggled to finish my Perkins Paste breakfast. Was that a deliberate torment on Mistress’s behalf? Such a subtle gesture... I wondered… 
 
    
 
   This would be the straw that broke the camel’s back, I was sure. How on earth did Mistress expect me to be able to cope with food shopping after being on that disgusting Spartan diet all week? I’d have to visit the fresh produce section of the mall, and the delicatessen, along with the butcher and baker. Then I would have to visit the supermarket for the rest of the items on the shopping list. I’d be totally immersed in a sea of food for many hours to come. ‘How could She be so cruel!’ I whined inwardly. 
 
    
 
   Normally I loved strolling around the food hall, breathing in the fresh aromas of the different produce stores but today it would simply drive me mad. Instead the shopping expedition turned into a major ordeal, predictably. Seeing all the food on display and knowing I could have none was sheer hell. And of course the deli just had to have a young lady cooking gourmet organic lamb and rosemary-flavoured sausages on a hotplate outside the deli just to torment my appetite again. And the smell was divine. The attractive girl promoting the sausage tried hard to tempt me with a fresh little bit on a toothpick and I seriously had to draw on reserves of will power I did not know existed in order to decline her offer and walk on by. Oh how I was finding out things about my character that I did not dream existed! 
 
    
 
   Mistress seemed to have all my favourites on Her shopping list. Nearly every item of food I put in the trolley I wanted to devour! By now I was truly climbing the walls. After 6 days of the disgusting, gut wrenching Detention diet I was totally ravenous and could think of nothing but food, Detention and my upcoming punishment. Regrettably, Mistress had instructed me to roast a leg of pork for Saturday’s evening meal, and I was to serve it for dinner with roast potatoes, steamed fresh broccoli and cauliflower, and lashings of rich brown gravy. It was my favourite meal. 
 
    
 
   It was more than I could stand to prepare the meal later that night. The delicious and tantalising smell of roasting meat cooking for hours on end sent me into extreme hunger pangs. My salivary glands were working overtime. The urge just to devour a slice of meat while I was carving slices for Mistress’s meal was overwhelming but somehow, miraculously I controlled myself. 
 
    
 
   Later while Mistress was enjoying a leisurely dinner I was sent to eat my frightful slop in the kitchen. If at all possible tonight it seemed to taste even worse than it ever had before. My tear stained eyes remained glued to the remnants of the leg while I sat choking on my swill.
 
    
 
   At 10pm I sat at my desk to face my last set of 40 lines for the week. I was determined to complete the lines without mistakes, without attracting further punishment. Before I began, I reflected upon the week. Not one night had I managed to complete the prescribed amount of lines in the hour and I knew I would be paying the price on Monday. Could I change the pattern tonight? 
 
    
 
   I did not. 
 
    
 
   On Sunday morning I awoke to an early alarm set by Mistress through the night, and found a bedside note to be ready and at my desk at 7:30am precisely. I was to wear the green checked schoolgirl’s uniform; crisp white blouse and school tie with regulation woollen tights and my Mary Jane school shoes. The uniform brought back unpleasant memories of my last detention. Somehow it had turned into a weeklong saga and a memory I would rather suppress. This time the detention was the other way around and I was now heading towards the end of a weeklong saga, the memory of which I knew without a shadow of a doubt I would one day rather suppress. 
 
    
 
   The instructions stated that I was to complete 480 lines that day. I was to work in three-hour blocks with a 5-minute break at 10.30am and a 30-minute break for lunch at 1.30pm. After lunch I was to complete two more blocks of 3 hours with a 5-minute break between the blocks. 120 lines were required in each of the 4 three hour sessions. I groaned and struggled to pull myself out of bed. 
 
    
 
   480 lines seemed a like a mountain too huge to climb…
 
    
 
   I dutifully sat down at 7.28am precisely to complete my first set of 120 lines…
 
    
 
   I went to bed that night frightened and exhausted. I had reason to be, I had failed my task dismally…
 
    
 
   After a fitful sleep dawn finally arrived. It was Monday, the Day of Reckoning. It was to be a formal punishment and I was very scared. I knew I was to be kneeling in front of Sister Patrice at 9am with hands on head. 
 
    
 
   At 8.58am I began my walk of doom along the corridor from my room to the lounge to face Sister Patrice. As I kneeled I saw again that Mistress had left her mobile phone on top of Sister Patrice forcing me to stare at it and panic for an hour before She finally entered the room. When She did finally arrive, She strolled casually around the room in silence, holding a cane in Her hand, but swishing it malevolently every so often adding to the tension of the moment and putting my nerves on edge.
 
    
 
   “Now Karen, of all the infractions that you committed while in Sandra’s care there is one that stands out above the rest. Do you know what it is?”
 
    
 
   I was shaking in fear and dreaded these sorts of questions. It was so hard to think under this kind of pressure.
 
    
 
   “er…er…I’m not sure Mistress,”  I stammered.
 
    
 
   ”Come, come, Karen, what shows disrespect more than anything else?”
 
    
 
   “Was it ogling Miss Katerina Mistress?”
 
    
 
   “Precisely!”
 
    
 
   “Now as you well know I find this behaviour particularly nasty and you seem to be a repeat offender so I will be administering a very salutary punishment for that offence. The punishment for ogling will occur first and last, so as to ensure it is well and truly etched into your memory. Now before I deliver copious quantities of corporal punishment to your backside there are going to be a couple of ‘added extras’.”
 
    
 
   I felt a shiver run straight up and down my spine at the way Mistress mentioned ‘added extras’. 
 
    
 
   “Stand up Karen.” The pain on moving as the blood flowed back into in my knees was intense and I struggled to stand up straight. “Follow me.” I was marched into the bathroom and told to kneel in the shower recess with hands on head again. Straight away my knees and arms were in agony yet again. Mistress returned without delay carrying the ice bucket. “Lift that skirt high Karen!” She ordered stopping in front of me. She bent forward, yanked open the front of my panties and promptly tipped the entire contents of the ice bucket down the front of my panties. I let out an involuntary yelp at the unexpected onslaught and was told in no uncertain terms to be quiet and suffer in silence!  
 
    
 
   The initial shock was excruciating. My little clitty and balls went into immediate shock and shrivelled to a worrying size. “Right Karen, you can stay there and enjoy the consequences of your ogling for a wee while. We’ll continue your punishment once the ice cubes have completely melted,” advised Mistress coldly as She let go of my panties allowing them to snap back against my stomach. Then She turned and left me to my misery once more. “I’ll check on you in a moment Karen and see how things are progressing, so I suggest you remain very still while I’m gone.
 
    
 
   It was hard to gauge how long I’d been kneeling in the bathroom with my genitals on fire in a sea of ice-cubes. Time could have been standing still for all I knew. My thoughts ranged from trying to cope with the pain to wondering how long I’d be forced to kneel in agony. I would just get to the stage where I could tolerate the cold when Mistress would return and order me to jiggle the cubes around. This would cause them to touch fresh skin and the agony would start all over. It wasn’t long before my knees felt they could take no more. My back and arms were already aching and tired from the first hour of hands on heads and now I had to endure another what seemed like another hour. As the water dripped down my legs it felt as though I was wetting myself. I tried to go into a trance to get through the ordeal. Somehow I made it through the melting and Mistress returned.
 
    
 
   “All melted Karen?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress”
 
    
 
   “Give me a look.”
 
    
 
   I showed Mistress my shrivelled red penis and testicles. I was worried looking down at them, as they now resembled three fiery red oversized marbles. 
 
    
 
   “Mmmm, that all looks suitably traumatised! Now Karen before the punishment begins I have decided to bring that lot back to life. And no, you may not think that today’s your lucky day. Far from it, as you will see.”
 
    
 
   She handed me a rubber gardening glove.
 
    
 
   “Now put the glove on. While remaining kneeling you will rub ‘little clitty’ with your gloved hand. As soon as you feel an ejaculation stirring you will stop immediately.”
 
    
 
   I felt momentarily exulted. Could Mistress be allowing me a milking? After I donned the glove, She ordered me to hold out my gloved hand. She produced a small glass jar and promptly poured a reasonable quantity of clear liquid from it onto the glove.
 
    
 
   “Now make sure you rub that into ‘little clitty’ good and proper. Use it as a lubricant.”
 
    
 
   I rubbed my little clitty furiously, but she was still red and shrivelled from the ice panties and refused to be coaxed to life for some minutes. The glove was rough and insensitive but with 6 weeks of built up ‘mess’ inside me it did not take long to feel the ejaculation coming. All of a sudden I could feel heat start to build first in my testes and then my ‘little clitty’. Just then I had to stop rubbing before ‘little clitty’ was even fully hard and let her spill her mess. I was horrified and felt hysteria rising. ‘Surely not yet?’ I cried inwardly…
 
    
 
   At first I was not even sure it had happened, but when I looked more closely, I nearly burst into tears of frustration as I recognised the distinct look of semen lying in a pathetic little puddle on the tiles in front of my knees. As I looked on in horror, I felt the heat really kick in. I had suffered hot chilli juice before and this felt mighty similar. Mistress saw the look of confusion and despair on my face and gave me a look that said ‘serves you right’.
 
    
 
   “Fresh from my Jalapeno bush Karen.”
 
    
 
   I was horrified. I knew what was coming next and I almost burst into tears. This was going to be pure hell when the burn really started to kick in.  Now my testicles were on fire as well. The heat was really starting to build and was positively murderous. How I wished for the ice panties back now! To add to the pain I felt deflated and cheated by Miss Sandra. She deliberately baited and trapped me and now I would not know the joy of orgasm for at least 6 months. I cried tears of self-pity and pain.
 
    
 
   “Remain there with hands on head.”
 
    
 
   Once again Mistress left me there for what seemed like an eternity. The burning was vicious, and I could even feel the heat in my feet, and I was in tears with the added agony of remaining in the kneeling position with my hands on my head. 
 
    
 
   Mistress returned, “Now Karen, clean up that mess, then back to the lounge room on the double. I want you ready with knickers to knees and skirt held up high.”
 
    
 
   I obeyed as promptly as I could but it was difficult getting anything to move ‘on the double’. Back in the lounge room I could see She had laid out a number of disciplinary implements across the nearby lounge chair. A bar stool stood in the centre of the room and I was ordered to lean over with my hands on the stool with legs straight and bottom up and out, ready for punishment.
 
    
 
   “Now for each text message I received from Miss Sandra there are going to be 12 strokes from a different implement. There will also be another 12 for the hair incident, which I had not been told about. Making 10 times 12. You will have 10 minutes corner time between each set of 12 strokes. Following that there are your punishments for not completing the prescribed amount of lines throughout the week on time making 9 occasions in total. There will be one stroke of the cane for each of those occasions making 9 cuts on top of your punishment. Then we shall finish off with a little reminder not to ogle. Let us begin. This is going to be a long day Karen.”
 
    
 
   “Bottom up…”
 
   
The End
 
    
 
   Karen’saga is continued in Volume 3, Part Time Work
 
   


 
   
  
 



An Essay On Impositions…
 
   By Scotia
 
   Dear Mrs Birch
 
   If I may crave your indulgence, Ma'am, may I commence by saying that I only had lines at day school once? That imposition was shared by 36 other boys, when our gym teachers decided we had not left the changing rooms tidy enough before proceeding to the gym. Clothes left lying on the bench and not hung up. Some even left on the floor. We each received 100 lines. 
 
   During the Second World War, no direction was given as to what we should write. So we decided we should write something pertinent to the situation. Accordingly we wrote something along these lines. (no pun intended) 
 
   "We consider this punishment to cause a waste of scarce paper resources during wartime." 
 
   To say that they were not well received would be an understatement. Thirty of us had written something similar but six, of course, had got cold feet and written something more conventional. Thirty fifteen year olds were each sentenced to a dozen of the tawse. 
 
   Now we had one male gym teacher and two female, and one was young and quite a ‘honey’. But the ladies were not to be punishing us. We were split into groups of six and five male teachers came to the gym with their tawse (the plural of tawse is tawse) and a start was made on the culprits. 
 
   The noise of the five straps being well laid on and the shouted orders to, "Hold out your hands!" "Again!" "Other hand!" "Keep them UP!" "Come on out with them!" was one of the worst cacophonies of sound I have ever heard. A dozen strokes at school was almost unheard of but there were thirty of them that day. 
 
   My experience of lines and punishment tasks came from the Minister of our Church, who was also my tutor and disciplinarian. This position gave him authority over me in class, in Church, in Sunday School and as he punished, on request, misdemeanours committed at home, his authority extended outside these Church orientated situations. 
 
   Corporal punishment was not always possible so the alternative was detention. Awarded for a three-hour period on a Saturday afternoon, 4pm to 7pm. This timing effectively ruined any possibility of doing anything constructive on a Saturday afternoon or evening. Such as a football match in the afternoon or the cinema in the evening. (Not that I would have been permitted either but that was beside the point.) Detention was served out in a small classroom within the Church building. The classroom triangular in shape held one double school desk and one single. A teacher’s desk, a wall blackboard and a wheeled portable blackboard. Also a small cupboard. 
 
   As the room had been specially constructed from a larger classroom, there were no windows but a sliding glass partition dividing the two rooms. The door was let into the partition. Known as Reverend Cox's classroom, it was used for me over six years. And hate it I did. 
 
   As with all tuition classes (3 each week), to be late for detention meant a taste of the tawse. Four strokes all on the left palm or given on both at the end of the two hour period. Even when detention was supervised by the Minister's wife, or his Housekeeper, Miss Yule, they always went to the Vestry to bring through the tawse at the beginning of the period. The Lochgelly Extra Heavy, two tailed tawse, was kept locked up, hanging in a cupboard. The Reverend did not believe in folding or coiling his tawse. Said tawse with kinks or curls interfered with, what should be, a clean downstroke. Even after a good flexing. 
 
   The tawse at detention was used for being late, allowing the mind to wander (gazing into space or at the partition), failure to complete the task in the given time. Two such faults could mean eight or a dozen strokes. 
 
   Written punishments consisted of either: repetitive lines, non repetitive lines, or punishment tasks. The latter being Maths, English or Scripture exercises. At the discretion of the Supervisor - 20 spellings - to be learned before the end of the period and/or poetry or prose to be copied out. 
 
   In the event of my being finished before the end of the period then mental arithmetic or spellings were given. These I had to stand for and answer smartly. The spellings given were from those I had learned previously, so two strokes (one on each palm) were given for each one spelled wrongly. Mental Arithmetic did not attract punishment, as I had not learned the questions at any time previously. 
 
   The types of punishments, and here I have to remember back over fifty years, were: 
 
   The filling in of each and every square on a sheet of graph paper, back and front, with a "£" sign. There would be at least 400 small squares in a complete sheet and 50 sheets were given to be completed. Twenty thousand! 
 
   Lines, I was given 500 of this paragraph, "1 have been punished a number of times for fidgeting, inattention and wandering eyes during the Church Service. This imposition is designed to assist me improve my behaviour and general demeanour." 
 
   I normally got six of the strap for the above "sins" and having been shown the Punishment Register I had been punished sixteen times (at that stage) for these offences. (A number of times afterwards too.) 
 
   Failure in day school or Sunday School exams was punished. Due to a fair amount of time having been spent on me doing revision. Therefore I had not taken advantage of the time spent revising. In a Sunday School exam, when I was 17, I got 72%. The pass mark was set at 75%. Of course the Reverend had set the papers and marked them. Need I say more? As I had received a belting in the Vestry shortly before the announcement of the marks 1 was not able to have the strap again. I was awarded three Detentions and Psalm 119 to write out TWICE! It has 176 verses!! 
 
   Repetitive Lines. 
 
   Were the usual "I must not etc" but each line had to contain 15 words at a minimum and be relevant to the offence. These took up more than one line in writing out and thus one could not go down the page writing a single word one under the other, so varying the punishment and possibly breaking the monotony. Later, once ink was more plentiful and different colours were available the lines were colour coded. Written in "sets" of five. Blue, black, red, green, and repeat blue. Next Black, red, green, blue and repeat black. Next Red, green, blue, black and repeat red. And so on. 
 
   One set of lines I also remember: 
 
   "My schoolbag will be properly packed after I have checked its contents thoroughly with my timetable. In that fashion there will be nothing forgotten." (500) 
 
   Another: 
 
   "When I am ordered to go around to the Vestry, for punishment, I shall go there directly and without delay of any description." (1000) 
 
   These were due to my having been caught talking to someone whilst on my way to stand outside the Vestry door. I am not sure, to this day, if I was awarded due to Sunday School or home behaviour. In fact more Detention was served between the ages of 16 and 18 than formerly. 
 
   I had punishment tasks, which comprised Chapters of the Bible to be written out ten or twenty times. 
 
   The Punishment Register, which I saw, fleetingly, on occasions did actually contain a record of each and every punishment. Those in class, in the Vestry, at Detention and home reports. Those given by the minister's wife, Miss Yule and later by my Sunday School Mistress, Miss Brown. I stayed at Sunday School until I was 18 in an all girl class for the last three years. Boys left at 14 and 15 due to boredom or ‘too grown up’. Not me however I was different, I was under my Aunt’s and the Minister's thumb. 
 
   I am unaware as to whether the Reverend had to show the Punishment Register to the Church officials but I would say not. I was a private pupil, though dealt with in Church premises. The record would be kept for his own edification and perhaps that of my Aunts, whom I know did inspect the Register from time to time. Though they obviously knew when I had been strapped or caned. Especially if they had ordered it to be done. 
 
   Perhaps it is not surprising I am besotted with these youthful days. Mind you I might have liked the minister's wife! MIGHT!!!! Though she may not have liked me after all. 
 
   Scotia
 
   The End


 
   
  
 



The Five Degrees
 
   This is an oldie but a goodie about guess who?
 
    Sadly Ralgex in its tubular form is no longer available on the shelves in the UK or anywhere else for that matter. A better substitute I have never found but one may like to try Ben-Gay, Icy-Hot, Deep Heat, Oil of Wintergreen, Tiger Balm or fresh chilli juice or other such embrocations…
 
    
 
   Richard stood before me looking most dejected. 
 
   I prepared to lecture him for his behaviour. The essence of this little talk was to engender a suitable degree of respect, and a large degree of fear, into what was to transpire. For this I believe a cold, calm, detached voice is essential, the miscreant needs to appreciate how helpless his situation truly is. How uncompromising I shall be and how little I concern myself with the protracted suffering that shall shortly occur. 
 
   "Richard, you have been advised of the importance of chastity and self-restraint yet you have been unable to manage the necessary degree of self control of your own volition. I trust that after today we can instil in you a complete understanding of the necessity for self-control. I can guarantee however that you will deeply regret your wilful behaviour by the time I am finished with you. This is a first visit isn't it?" 
 
   "Yes," he muttered. 
 
   "Let us then establish some very important ground rules for the day. Obedience is the key word today. Obedience and acute pain. You are going to suffer enormously that is certain. Just how much will depend upon how obedient you are. Now there are only three rules…
 
   One - you will not talk or utter any words except in direct response to a question from me. 
 
   Two - you will answer all questions with a positive statement. 'Yes Ma'am in a bright clear voice is expected. I want obsequious obedience. 
 
   Three - you will do as instructed immediately and without question. 
 
   I hope that is very clear?" 
 
   "Yes Ma'am," he replied in a clear voice. 
 
   Richard would be well aware from his colleagues just how serious a predicament he was in. 
 
   "Good. Now we are going to introduce you to the Five Degrees of Ralgex. You are currently scheduled to receive the First Degree. However if you breach any of the above rules you will move up a degree. You shall all too soon be made aware, most painfully aware, as to just how dreadful the First Degree is. 
 
   I offer you a sincere promise - within five minutes of commencement you will be screaming and howling in extreme agony. Your little William will be a mass of fiery pain and torment that will burn excruciatingly for an hour or more. That is where you are now." 
 
   Richard gulped in fearful anticipation, his eyes wide with fear, "Yes Ma'am." 
 
   "Imagine then moving up to the second degree? Not only is the initial pain more unbearable, if that can be imagined, it will last for several hours! You would be advised to be very careful not to proceed further through the five degrees. 
 
   Let me also warn you that there are no second chances and no discussions. If you breach a rule we simply move up a degree without question. Is that very clear?" 
 
   "Yes Ma'am" he replied with a husky croak as his body trembled and shivered. 
 
   I smiled, "I am looking forward to hearing you shriek. Now that's enough friendly discussion. Lets get ready… Strip." 
 
   Richard leapt to remove his clothes and quickly stood before me in his naked glory. His William rather was erect. 
 
   "My, my, William looks rather cocky and self assured. Is that defiance I detect?" I smiled. 
 
   "No Ma'am," he replied out of fear, embarrassment and as an attempt to ingratiate himself. 
 
   "I don't tolerate disobedience and impertinence Richard," I calmly replied, my tone tinged with icy menace, as a look of bemusement and abject fear crossed his face. "I warned you at the start that I expected 'Yes Ma'am' as the response to my questions. Did I not?" 
 
   "Yes Ma'am," he trembled more nervously. 
 
   "Right, that moves us up to the Second Degree very quickly." The look of shock on his face was a joy to behold. I showed no emotion though as I continued to treat him and his discomfort with total disdain. 
 
   "I guess we'll be spending a few more hours together with you writhing in pain. Now please face the wall, arms folded in front." 
 
   At this stage I place a dark pillowcase over the victim’s head. I want him to contemplate and mull over the dire warnings that I have issued whilst I prepare the room for his torment. This way his nerves will be on edge long before we start, his mind all the more teased and made ready to suffer. 
 
   The pillowcase in place I advised Richard, "Place you hands on your head and remain motionless. For the moment I would like you to reflect on your sinful ways and the importance of obedience. In the meantime I shall prepare the room. We shall recommence in exactly one hour, though our further discussions will be rather more distressing for you and young William." 
 
   By the time the hour is up I can be sure I will have a very nervous and frightened young man before me, his nerves raw and frayed, anxious to find out what all those noises have been about, yet fearful of the reality. My role is to ensure his nerves remain exposed and on edge to enhance the pain that will soon arrive. 
 
   After the hour I came over to Richard and stood close enough for him to feel the warmth of my breath. At this stage I like to entice the male to a fierce erection so he will more fully associate the dreadful ordeal to come with his pangs of lust. I use a pair of silken or satin gloves as I don't want to appear over familiar. I stroke and caress his body; perhaps my stockinged legs might brush against him. I fondle his nipples and his William. When the erection is raging it is time to move on. This process is repeated again prior to punishing his actual William. 
 
   "You may lower your arms to your side." He meekly obeyed as I then slipped off the pillowcase. He remained facing the wall. 
 
   "We are going to commence Richard. Turn around." 
 
   When his eyes alighted on the scene I could well imagine the gravity of his situation seeping through his small male mind. The formality an essential aspect of the ritual designed to instil fear and terror. 
 
   I was wearing a dark blue, nurse’s uniform, stockings, low heel pumps and a sister's cap. Before him stood a solid massage table covered with a white sheet with two white pillowcases placed in the centre. 
 
   To one side was a table holding a tray adorned with a white cloth. Pristine and medical. Upon the tray was a bottle of glycerine, a tray of cotton balls, my heavy wooden paddle, two wrist cuffs, two ankle cuffs, a small bottle of alcohol, an eye dropper, a ruler, a pair of rubber surgical gloves, a pair of rubber pants, a candle and matches, a slim leather thong in red and black, a bag of barley, an industrial roll of plastic cling wrap, a hot water bottle and, in pride of place, a stick of Ralgex. 
 
   Also in the room was a heater and, folded on a chair, a heavy doona and a thick woollen blanket. A chair was also placed to one side. 
 
   "We're going to start with a spanking Richard." 
 
   Without a further word I then proceeded to attach the cuffs to his wrists and ankles. I then sat on the chair and ordered him across my lap. I attached his left wrist to the chair leg and his right wrist to his left leg. This I did in silence. 
 
   Richard was the first to break that silence, "I'm sorry Ma'am, please forgive me I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, I will be good, I won't do it again," he sobbed fearfully. I am always amused at how the male can be so contrite when punishment falls due. I am well aware that it is not yet meant though. The errant behaviour will be repeated, unless I provide a suitable lesson. I let his words go, he would regret them soon enough. My continued silence only heightened his apprehension. 
 
   I then took the glycerine and using the cotton balls applied it liberally to his posterior. He shivered as the thick cool liquid coated his behind. He squirmed in apprehension. The glycerine serves to concentrate and escalate the pain of the spanking quite markedly. I highly recommend its use for any punishment spanking. You exert the same effort and the glycerine acts as a synergist to intensify the pain. 
 
   Now I believe that a spanking should be an event to remember. As with any punishment, I don't pay any attention to cries and pleas and promises. When the miscreant finally arises his eyes should be wet with tears, his knees should be quivering, and his bottom should be blistered - and I do mean blistered! 
 
   With regards to the rapidity of blows I think it is essential to take him past his limits. Regardless of the implement used one must strike each and every stroke as hard as possible. I like to use a solid oak paddle, about ten inches long, half an inch thick with a series of holes drilled through it. This allows for a more forceful stroke with less effort. I deliver about forty full-bodied strokes a minute during a punishment session. There is no respite. The blows fall relentlessly and mercilessly as I cover his buttocks and the tops and insides of his thighs 
 
   His screams are simply an indication that the effects are being noticed and should only serve as further encouragement to increase the pace and force. He should be shrieking as the pain exceeds his limits. 
 
   Since this spanking was really only a warm-up or preliminary to the main session that would deal with William, I had intended to proceed in this manner for about ten minutes. A formal spanking would normally last twenty to thirty minutes. This does leave one's arm rather sore, but it is a small price to pay when one admires the results. 
 
   With Richard positioned securely I was ready to commence his first lesson. I picked up the paddle and then broke my silence. 
 
   "Richard, you are about to receive a light paddling. It will be nothing compared to the pain that is to be inflicted on William. Remember that. Now as a consequence of your little outburst when I placed you over my lap, you have moved to the Third Degree. It appears you are either rather brave or exceptionally stupid. I hope it is the latter. 
 
   However you will regret your continued disobedience I assure you. Suffice to say that your testicles shall also be joining William in several hours of the utmost agony. But for now let's warm up your buttocks. 
 
   Needless to say he squealed at the first onslaught of my wicked paddle. I gripped him securely and then proceeded to belabour his behind. As he twisted one way I delivered the next stroke to a new area. I moved the strokes around, and there was no respite. His howls developed as the spanking progressed. My arm tired little, his shrieks providing the motive to strike harder. I had a job to do and I prided myself on doing it well. 
 
   After ten minutes I paused. "Richard I had intended to stop at this point. However in view of how quickly you have progressed to the Third Degree I think we might continue for a further ten minutes." 
 
   Richard simply sobbed in abject distress as I raised the paddle above my head once more and smacked it down hard across his tender cheeks. Again and again the paddle rose and descended with incredible velocity, the retort like a pistol echoed through the room as it entwined with the wailing screams from my naughty charge. After twenty minutes some eight hundred strokes would have been applied, though I had not bothered to count them. 
 
   It was a most contrite young man who slipped to the floor, teary eyed and writhing in pain. I showed no concern to his plight. "Get up on the table now, place your buttocks on the pillows and stop your snivelling. I've barely started. What are you going to do when I really start to hurt you?" 
 
   He struggled into position, clearly most distressed, stiff and in a tremendous pain. I removed his cuffs and then took the rubber pants and slipped them over his legs before pulling them up. "Lift your buttocks up," I commanded as I slipped them on properly. He squealed as they rubbed his tenderised rear. 
 
   I then took the roll of industrial sized cling wrap as he looked on in painful concern. "Fold your hands loosely over your chest." 
 
   "Yes Ma'am," he sobbed. 
 
   I then wrapped the cling wrap around his forearms securing them together. 
 
   "Now sit up." I then proceeded to cocoon his arms to the top half of his body. Round and round, the wrap totally imprisoning him. I then lay him down and ordered, "Now raise your legs." 
 
   He whimpered quietly as the gravity of his position started to take a hold. I ignored his baby eyes and secured his legs with layer upon layer of the cling wrap. 
 
   I then wordlessly pushed his legs down and proceeded to wrap the film right around his legs and the table. Again layer upon layer of the film was wrapped around his legs and the table rendering him immobile, I then worked my way right up to the top of his thighs before doing the same to the upper half of his body. 
 
   By the time I had finished he looked like a silk moth larva with just his head and feet protruding at either end of the silken cocoon, except for the small break in the middle where his penis lay concealed by the rubber pants. He could twitch his feet and roll his head from side to side, but that was all, he was totally encased and trapped… and now very scared indeed. 
 
   I then rolled down his rubber pants to allow William to pop out. He whimpered audibly in abject fear and terror. I smiled grimly down. "Yes, it's starting to sink home isn't it? This is going to be a very nasty punishment indeed, I am going to take you to levels of pain you never knew existed. Hopefully you will then learn to leave young William alone, won't you?" 
 
   "Yes Ma'am" he murmured as his eyes pleaded for forgiveness. 
 
   I changed my tone, concern tinged my voice, "it hurts me to have to do this, but it is so important that you learn your lesson. That's why I have to be so thorough and strict. It's for your own good. Now I am going to leave you for a few minutes to think about things then, when I come back, we'll start to really hurt you. Get you shrieking in agony. Now we're up to the third degree so we'll aim to keep you howling for five or six hours at least, longer if we can." 
 
   The terror in his face was tensile, his helpless position reinforcing the message of suffering. 
 
   "Now, before I leave, let me explain exactly what will happen when I return. Listen carefully as I daresay you will be too distraught later to comprehend what is happening or being said. 
 
   When I return we will cleanse William in preparation for his imminent therapy. After that I shall give him a light spanking with the ruler. Whilst the spanking will certainly hurt and start you squealing, I assure you the pain will be nothing compared to what will follow. The purpose of the spanking is to engorge young William, bring all the blood to the surface, warm him up and open up the pores. That the way the Ralgex will burn far more intensely. 
 
   Once William has been prepared I will give him a liberal coating of Ralgex, right up and down the shaft and around the knob. I will rub hard to make sure it penetrates deeply and causes maximum discomfort. That is the First Degree. 
 
   When I first apply the Ralgex you'll notice nothing at all. Gradually though you'll notice a gentle warmth suffuse through your penis. At first it will not be at all unpleasant. After a couple of minutes though it will start to burn and become quite unpleasant. After that it will quickly rise to a crescendo of fiery pain that should have you screaming. You will not believe such pain could exist. I shall leave you then for five minutes to savour the First Degree. 
 
   I'd like you to remember at that moment that it could have ended there. After an hour or so the pain would have subsided slightly and it would have been all over within two hours. 
 
   I shall then take you to the Second Degree. It will seem hard to believe, but the pain will actually be even more acute and severe. You will feel as though your penis is being broiled on a hot plate, coated with molten metal. And this new threshold of pain is going to last for hours and hours. But that will only be the second degree. Again I will leave you for five minutes to appreciate your ordeal before returning for the third degree. 
 
   Then you will descend into a fiery hell. Your whole groin will be wrecked in utter, unendurable pain as we superheat William with the Ralgex. You will be totally unable to cope with the searing pain that will smoulder like white hot coals in your groin. 
 
   Now I hope we don't have to take you beyond that point. But I will if I have to. And though you won't believe it, it can get worse, and it will last for hour upon hour of interminable torment. You will wish you could cauterise William, cut him off, anything to be rid of the pain, but you will have to bear it. 
 
   You will be left in the dark to ponder on the throbbing pain in your groin, burning as though we were roasting William with a branding iron. You will hopefully have time to think of your selfish ways along with your never-ending pain. 
 
   It will eventually end though. And when it does William will be very sore, very shrivelled, very red and most contrite, but he will recover. You will be hoarse from all your screaming, but that's to be expected too." 
 
   With those terrifying words I left him alone for thirty minutes or so, knowing he would be terrified, dreading my return, praying he were anywhere but where he was, fearful of his hopeless situation, his total restriction, the totally helpless position of his William. I treasured those thoughts; I was so looking forward to hearing his screams, knowing that each scream, each howl would take him closer to salvation. Yes, I enjoy rescuing males from the curses of masturbation and the grip of the devil. 
 
   When I finally re-entered the room my miscreant was clearly in a state of fear. My closing words would have been preying on his mind as he absorbed his dire predicament. His helplessness extenuated by his inability to speak without moving up a degree. 
 
   I pulled back his rubber pants and once more I enticed him to a fervent erection to associate with the searing pain to be inflicted. I stroked and caressed his groin and his William, some caring caresses to his face; I fondled his nipples through the wrap. When the erection was once more palpable and flexing, his mind beguiled by the erogenous feelings, it was time to commence treating William. 
 
   I stood before him, removed the silken gloves and picked up the pair of surgical rubber gloves. I snapped them on without looking at him. I enjoyed watching him jerk as he heard the rubber snap against my wrists. I worked the fingers together to stretch the gloves taut. 
 
   I then picked up the bottle of alcohol and a cotton ball. Wetting the cotton ball I proceeded to scrub William. This didn't hurt, but the alcohol evaporating off sent shivers through his mummified body. 
 
   I then picked up the dropper and filled it with alcohol. "This may sting a little, but it's nothing to worry about, especially with what's to come!" I then irrigated the inside of his William by inserting the glass tube of the dropper into his urethra and jetting the alcohol deep down inside. He squealed and screamed. I smiled and repeated the procedure three times. 
 
   "We need to make sure William is nice and clean inside and out before we start," I calmly intoned. 
 
   "Yes Ma'am," he had the good sense to reply. 
 
   "Right let's exercise your vocal chords," I advised in my most businesslike voice as I picked up the twelve inch plastic ruler. "One hundred strokes." 
 
   His eyes nearly popped out of his, head, even more so when the first hefty blow cracked home on his still erect penis. Holding his penis with my left hand, I then gave another five heavy strokes along the top length of his shaft. I was standing facing him and held his penis downwards for maximum impact and strike area along the topside of his organ. These were real punishment blows. I raised the ruler up above my head and swept it down with tremendous force. He squealed and shrieked like a stuck pig. 
 
   I then pushed his William up against his belly and proceeded to deliver six more wicked swipes along the length of the underside of his penis. Without let up I then delivered six more to each side, again along the length, to leave his William a mass of pain. I then focussed on the head and delivered six more blows there. Thirty strokes in little over a minute left him shrieking and shrieking. William was suffused with blood and a deep red. 
 
   I then repeated the procedure taking a little more time but providing him with no respite. His head bounced up and down, his mouth open in one constant howl, his voice rising from one crescendo to the next as his howls all merged together. Yes we would drive the devil out of this soul. His feet twitched violently in response at the end of his shroud. 
 
   "There we go," I grinned, "sixty and already your getting the benefit. Now that wasn't too bad was it? Only forty more to go." 
 
   I don't think he heard me through the waves of pain that enveloped him though. 
 
   I delivered these last forty much more slowly and deliberately to prolong his torment. His head continued to bounce up and down, his mouth contorted with his screams. I covered his entire penis again, up and down, each stroke as wicked as the previous, no easing up. Indeed each and every stroke was as firm as the first. There is no room for pity when dealing with this type of errant behaviour. 
 
   One must enact remorseless authority. To show the slightest degree of concern will enable the evil to remain. Uncompromising rigid discipline from beginning to end is required. It may seem heartless but it is my duty to deliver such youths up from the evils of masturbation. Relentless pain is essential in the pursuit of this goal. 
 
   He screamed and sobbed for several minutes after I stopped. The whole exercise had taken less than ten minutes. I gave him five minutes more to try and control his choking sobs before asking him 
 
   "Are you ready for the Ralgex?" in a friendly, caring voice that belied the searing agony that was to come. 
 
   "No Ma'am, please! Please! Please I beg you, please no more, please, I'll never touch it again, I promise, I promise. Please no more, no more. I can't take it please…" he whined like a little girl. 
 
   It is so amusing to see how contrite a young male becomes when a little pain is administered. If only they could remember these moments and keep their hands off their Williams life would be so much easier. But I had a job to do, a mission, and such pleadings need to be deservedly ignored. The lesson must yet be learnt. 
 
   Clearly he was not as contrite as I wished. I wanted him totally broken. Not disobedient. He had been told not to plead. He should have replied 'Yes, Ma'am'. Did he doubt my resolution to administer the promised punishment? Did he think that I could be swayed to pity or mercy by such childish pleas when the real pain had not even commenced? He was exceptionally silly to think so. I am always resolute since I understand the need for relentless pain in curing this affliction. I would not be swayed by the utterings of the devil within him. His pleadings surely demonstrated the need for further action to drive out the evil. 
 
   "I am sorry Richard but you will receive your full punishment. In fact you have just graduated to the Fourth Degree." My tone was icy. 
 
   "No, noooooo, no, no," he cried quietly to himself. 
 
   "Congratulations," I laughed lightly, shaking my head as I picked up the tube of Ralgex. Five Degrees!" 
 
   He sobbed and sobbed but finally kept quiet. 
 
   I read the label to him, "Ralgex Stick, warming relief for muscular aches and pains. Apply gently and liberally, do not rub in or massage. Well I'm sure you'll be all the better for having it rubbed in," I grinned. 
 
   I then removed the top and pushed the stick up and took a deep smell. It has a pungent, medicinal odour, positively evil. I wafted it under his nose and watched him cringe. 
 
   Grabbing hold of his penis I proceeded to smear the wicked balm around and around the knob, then with a relish I proceeded to smear it liberally up and down the entire length of his shaft. I then pressed hard and rubbed it in as I proceeded round the shaft up to the knob and down again. Liberal doses were required so I repeated the whole procedure. I then snapped up his pants and proceeded to watch his facial expressions. 
 
   Great concern showed on his visage at this stage, the salve had not yet penetrated but my words of cold comfort would be in his mind from before, slowly his look changed to consternation as the warmth started to penetrate. It was not yet fiery though. Then alarm crossed his face as it started to burn. And then the screams commenced. Yes he was now writhing in sheer agony as the fiery tendrils pierced the length of his treasured organ. I left him alone for five minutes. 
 
   On my return he was still screaming in agony. Poor dear, far worse was to come. He watched my return with alarm as he rolled his head from side to side, his body contorted in its shell by the scorching torment that raged, trapped within the confines of his rubber pants to further escalate the ordeal. 
 
   I smiled as I lighted the candle and let the wax drip onto the tray before inserting the candle in it. I then placed the Ralgex stick, protruding from its plastic case into the flame. Richard looked on in horror as the stick became thick and slimy with dollops dripping off. 
 
   Once more I pulled down his rubber pants and rubbed the hot Ralgex around and around the stem. His shrieks were ear piercing by now. And the pain would remain beyond his threshold for several hours yet. The heated Ralgex is thick and sticky and coats the penis in a deadly vice of inexorable pain. Once more I pulled up his pants to entrap the heat and left him. "That's two,” I advised as I walked out. 
 
   The next time I returned I again lowered the rubber pants before taking up the leather thong. This I wrapped around the base of his testicles making them bulge outwards. I think he knew my intentions as I once more warmed the Ralgex. He certainly howled like a banshee, sweat poured from his forehead as he struggled vainly, his penis burning like a furnace, his feet twisting and kicking but his body was held firmly trapped. 
 
   I smeared the hot Ralgex all over his testicles to create a deadly ache that permeated every fibre of his body. "Just two more levels to go," I declared as I pulled up the pants again and left him for five more minutes. 
 
   During this period I had started boiling the barley in water and I now wrapped it in a muslin cloth. Boiling water was also poured into the hot water bottle. I then wrapped the penis in the hot barley poultice, rolled the cling wrap around and around to hold it in place and finally pulled up his rubber pants again to trap and focus the pain. I then placed the hot water bottle on top. His screams nearly blew out the windows. And he had many hours of this total torture to endure as the heat would be trapped and continue to envelop him for at least eight more hours. 
 
   "That's the Fourth Degree," I smiled. "Now to finish off." 
 
   The fifth degree only served to further prolong his unbearable hell. For this I doubled up the queen size doona and woollen blanket. I then placed both over his body, the blanket first. I then turned on the heater to keep the warmth in the room. Smiling with inward satisfaction, I switched off the light as I departed knowing Richard would be cured and the lustful devil driven out of his William when I finally returned to release him from his travail. 
 
   As I departed I called out, "Now remember, this is for your own good." I had no qualms or concerns at delivering such exceptionally intense pain. 
 
   His screams continued for many hours, his head protruding from his cocoon was a mass of sodden sweat. His feet twisted and contorted, his muscles would ache from fighting his bonds. 
 
   After about six hours he could barely scream, his voice was sore and his throat dry and swollen. I offered him a drink and then left him to the further ravages of the Ralgex. It was a good twenty-four hours before the pain had subsided to a level where I was prepared to release him. By then his penis was a deep red and shrivelled enormously. He could barely walk and could only croak a "Yes Ma'am" when I asked him if he had learnt his lesson. He was totally distraught, his mind addled by the never-ending, unendurable pain. I helped him to his bed where he would fall eventually into a fitful sleep. His tender William well protected from any knocks. It would remain tender and sore for several days, a continuing reminder of the Five Degrees. 
 
   I must say though, I never get repeat visits, and I don't have to worry about stained sheets and handkerchiefs or young men subjected to the ravages of illness brought about by self abasement. 
 
   No I won't be seeing Richard again. Thanks to the exquisite therapy provided by the Five Degrees!
 
    
    The End


 
    
 
   
  
 




The Tingle ‘o’ the Tawse
 
    A Scottish Tale
 
    By Richard Edwards
 
     [image: ] 
 
    The Lochgelly Tawse
 
   
 
    
 
   Just as the cane is associated with England, so is the tawse (also known as “taws”) with Scotland, where it has a long and distinguished history as an implement of physical punishment in schools from the final decade of the 19th century, when education became compulsory in that country until the gradual banning of corporal punishment in educational institutions between 1994 and 1998. 
 
    
 
   The term "tawse" most likely derives from the plural of the old Scots dialect word “taw” meaning a thong of a whip; it also possibly refers to a specialist method of curing leather. Tradition attaches the invention of the true tawse to the Scottish town of Linlithgow, where it is reputed that the bootmakers' wives notoriously became expert at inflicting it across their apprentices' bottoms. 
 
    
 
   Originally, tawses were typically cut from leather by any local saddler, but the ones made by Robert Philp in Lochgelly, a small town 12 miles north of Edinburgh, became particularly famous. Philp is reputed to have produced the first Lochgelly tawse for his own daughter to use when she entered the teaching profession. His tawses were to prove so effective that other teachers soon wanted to own a Lochgelly, and the business quickly expanded.
 
    
 
   After this, the tradition of the Lochgelly tawse was continued by another maker called George W Dick, and after him by his son, John J Dick, who originally made tawses for the school and domestic markets. Later, he decided to concentrate on supplying schools, and a teacher's registration certificate was required to buy one of his tawses. The firm moved to nearby Cowdenbeath and was managed by three generations of the Dick family until they ceased trading in 1984. At one time, the firm was selling between 70 and 80 tawses a week and also developed a thriving export trade. John Dick made 12 different models of tawses, covering all the punishment needs of teachers according to the age and behavior of their pupils. The name Lochgelly quickly became a synonym of tawse. 
 
    
 
   Of course, the tawse was not only made in Lochgelly; other famous makers were J G Stevenson and Leckie & Graham who manufactured tawses for the Glasgow Corporation, which were widely known as “Glasgow Straps”, as they were the regulation straps for use in Glasgow schools.
 
    
 
   The tawse was also in widespread use as a punishment implement in Scottish households. Folklore has it that young mill girls, when leaving to be married, were given a tawse for their new home inscribed either with “Ca’ Canny Maw” (meaning “go gently”), or another with “Fur the Weans” (meaning “for the children”), or even “For the Wee XXXX”, whatever the surname might be. 
 
    
 
   The standard design of the purpose-made tawse is distinctive in that, at its ‘business end’, the thick and relatively hard piece of leather is cut into two, three, or four parallel tails. These splits enable the piled-up air (which normally retards flat implements - such as with the tawse’s close cousin, the strap) to escape more easily during the downwards swish, and thereby increases the speed of descent and the power of the stroke. Somewhat confusingly in Scotland, the tawse was frequently referred to as a ‘belt’ (normally a term for an unforked implement); probably from the fact that a tawsing was popularly referred to as ‘a belting’.
 
    
 
   Lochgelly tawses were produced in four different weights; Light, Medium, Heavy and Extra Heavy. Each tawse would be stamped either L, M, H or XH to indicate its thickness (and thus effectiveness). The vast majority purchased by school teachers were of the H or XH variety.  
 
    
 
   The typical Lochgelly was 1¼ to 2 inches wide, ¼ to 3/8 inch thick and 21 to 27 inches long. The tails were about 10 inches long. At the hands end, they were a little narrower; forming a kind of a handle, which afforded improved control. And they usually had a hole at the end for hanging from a nail on the classroom or household wall – thereby doubtlessly proving a most persuasive deterrent to any potential young recalcitrant. 
 
    
 
   The basic design of the tawse changed little during its long history except that, after the 1930’s, it tended to be slightly shorter and was divided into fewer tails, most teachers being content with two or three. Whether two or three thongs were more effective was, in fact, a matter of long dispute among teachers, but most agreed that, while the broad thick tawse made the most noise, it was the long narrow one, which pupils feared most. 
 
    
 
   Although it might appear that a heavy tawse needed two hands to swing it, this was not necessarily the case and women teachers could belt 15-year-old boys very effectively with a one-handed stroke, which was also more accurate. It was common knowledge among both staff and pupils that it was not the teacher who used the most force when tawsing who produced the maximum effect, but rather the one who knew exactly when to flick the wrist so that the tails struck home with that added sting. Thus, a tawse could be, and indeed very often was, a fearsome weapon equally in the skilled hands of a female teacher as a male one. 
 
    
 
   Traditionally, in Scottish schools, the tawse could be applied to a culprit’s bare buttocks, legs or hands. The instrument was used as frequently on girls as it was on boys. However, with the introduction of a Code of Practice in 1968, its use in schools (except some private ones) was confined to the hands, although this restriction did not apply to domestic settings. Pity the poor Scottish lad then who had got his hands belted at school and who had to face into having his bare bottom belted at home!
 
    
 
   The tawse was applied along the length of the hand, i.e. parallel to the fingers. A standard classroom punishment was a minimum of two strokes on the left (or non-writing hand) with a two or three-tailed strap. A belting with a tawse was a ferociously painful experience and was accordingly dreaded by pupils. Even the lightweight model could inflict an incredible amount of pain with just a few deftly aimed strokes. However, while the pain associated with “the tingle o’ the tawse” was indeed sharp, its effects tended to fade away reasonably quickly, leaving only a little heat one hour after.
 
    
 
   In comparison, a severe tawsing tended to be rather different in its impact. The instruction to “cross your hands” or “both hands” usually preceded it, and was a sure indication that six or even eight strokes were on the way. Both hands were held out, one on top of the other with palms facing up and thumbs tucked in. After each stroke, the hands were changed so that the strokes landed alternately on both hands. Also, with the hands both out, the sleeves could be drawn back, thereby exposing the wrists. The last one or two strokes could then be applied a couple of inches up them, so that the evidence of discipline could be seen by parents (as wrist marks did not fade before the day was out, unlike the reddening of the hands), and, consequently, would almost certainly merit a second homemade application of the tawse. Another advantage of the ‘crossed hands’ method was that there was a lessening of the tendency to pull the hands away while the strap descended, and therefore punishment could be completed more quickly and with less embarrassment to both teacher and pupil. As an element of surprise for unsuspecting wayward pupils, school teachers would often carry a 'belt' over the left shoulder that was hidden under the jacket from which position it could be swiftly drawn with a single motion, while instructing the victim: "Up!" 
 
    
 
   But while the administration of the tawse was an art, avoiding its full effects was an even greater one. Few modern pupils will have heard of their grandfather’s various avoidance strategies, such as placing a horsehair across the palm, or rubbing the palm with a raw onion to cut down the pain. Other boys and girls placed their faith in spitting on their hands, or, if lucky enough, heating their fingers and palms on a radiator before receiving their punishment. Pulling the hand away, so that it appeared to have been well smacked, but was in actual fact almost unscathed, was a skill of which not a few boys were very proud; however, being caught at this ruse would usually bring forth the command, “Keep still, boy, and take that stroke again, along with an extra one for good measure!”
 
    
 
   Unlike in England where a caning was normally administered away from the classroom by the Headmaster or Headmistress, in Scotland, the tawse was administered to a deserving pupil typically in front of his or her peers, who was then instructed, having been suitably chastised, to return to his or her seat. Sometimes, the child would be made to go outside to the corridor and was beaten there. 
 
    
 
   Below is a sample of Official Regulations for the use of the tawse or belt in Scottish schools which reflect some of the above practices:
 
   
1) The punishment should be inflicted in front of other pupils in order to act as a deterrent.
 
   2) The pupil should be called to the front of the class and told to hold out one hand, palm uppermost, and supported by the other hand. This makes it more difficult for the boy or girl to move the hand away during the infliction of the cuts.
 
   3) If the teacher is inexperienced, he or she should hold the belt midway along the handle to give better control. Otherwise, the belt should be held towards the end to maximise its swing.
 
   4) Prior to each stroke, the tails should be rested lengthways on the pupil's upturned palm. This allows the teacher to judge the stroke
 
   5) The belt should be drawn back over the teacher's shoulder and brought down on to the pupil's palm with some force, so that the tails strike the fingers and palm.
 
   `6) If more than one stroke is to be given, the pupil should be briskly ordered to 'swap hands!' When the pupil  offers his or her other palm, the second stroke should be given, once again with force, and this process  should be repeated until the allotted punishment has been completed.
 
   Records show that the tawse was applied remarkably frequently in Scotland. A 1977 survey by the Educational Institute of Scotland (the teachers' trade union) found that 36% of 12-to-15- year-old boys were belted at least once in 10 school days; 21% of these were strapped three or more times in the same period. And in 1980, a study by Edinburgh University's Centre for Educational Sociology, conducted among 40,000 school leavers, showed that 19 out of every 20 boys went through secondary school having suffered the pain of the tawse ("Children under shadow of the belt", Daily Record, 26 November 1980.). This suggests a considerably higher level of corporal punishment overall than was the average in England and Wales.
 
    
 
   Parents also used the tawse as an instrument of corporal punishment on their children and many traditional Scottish homes had one hanging in a prominent place. Home tawses may have been lighter than the more fearsome instruments found in schools, but then parents were not so limited in how many strokes could be applied. In domestic settings, the tawse was applied in the usual punishment positions, but mostly over the naked buttocks. The instrument applied in this manner was severe, but the damage was less than that caused by the cane, leaving for the next day just some bruises where the edge or the points of the tails had bitten.  
 
    
 
   Since the ban on all corporal punishment, the tawse survives today in the UK mainly in BDSM and corporal punishment scenes; especially in Scotland, where there exist several private clubs at which the tawse is fondly used in corporal punishment play. The grand-daughter of George Dick sells original Lochgelly tawses on the Lochgelly website and there is a ready market in Lochgelly replicas.
 
    
 
    
 
   Terrifying and Awesome Weapon of Scottish Extraction
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   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 3 of Mrs Birch’s Classic Literature
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