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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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Julia and I were to stay at the empty school during the holidays. Whilst there I was to learn a lesson at the hands of three girls, one dying to have me caned, one tickled pink at the thought, and the other the most competent caner I had ever met to date.
 
 
   Ma’am True Dominance
 
   By Sonny Boy Jacobsen
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Elizabeth, Richard’s mother-in-law, held tight to his ear as she led him back to his room after his punishment spanking with the hairbrush. “Ow!” he objected. “You don’t have to be so rough! I know where to go!”
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Deputy Headmaster Edward was spending a lot of time down in the gym store room where he had identified the ideal structure for securing boys who would be subjected to the new regime for twelve stroke canings.
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“Stevie Stevenson,” she said in a low, menacing voice as she drew near, “You know the rule about playing in your Sunday clothes. Now prepare yourself for immediate punishment!”  
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A year and a half ago, we decided that having a male lodger in the house might be worth a try, so long as he was quiet and trustworthy. At first we seemed to have made a wise choice, he kept to himself and seemed no trouble...
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   By Derek
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Some notes on how severe canings are administered
 
 
   A Nursery Punishment for Muir
 
   By Mrs Birch  
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   By Christopher Muir

Muir’s Detention essay on Bows, a  marked improvement on his first effort!
 
 
   The Delight and Joys of Prolonged Chastity
 
   By a 'Chaste One'
 
    
 
   An essay on chastity by a rather contrite ‘chaste one'. "I have been directed by Mrs. Birch to write an essay on the delight and joys of prolonged chastity.  This assignment stemmed from punishment for a lapse in my obedience to Her rules of chastity. It is a just and fair punishment and I humbly thank Mrs. Birch for Her wisdom and guidance, without which I would no doubt be wasting my time and energy surfing the internet for inappropriate material and playing with my penis like an errant teenager!"
 
 
   Growing up in the 1950’s & 60’s
 
   By Jimmy Boy
 
    
 
   I grew up during the 1950's and 60's when Dr Spock was causing controversy with his child rearing ideas revolving around ‘to spank or not to spank’. In my mother’s mind there wasn't any question.
 
 
   The Summoning for Discipline from my Mistress…
 
   By Nicky

This is a reader’s account, when one truly hands themselves over to a trusted disciplinarian, for real life actions and consequences…
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The Life and Times of Derek Brady

Derek Brady at Home
 
 
   By Scotia
 
 
   The young man tests the iron with a finger before clamping the steaming metal soleplate firmly on a pleat of Auntie Elizabeth's best all round pleated skirt. As the iron is run up the pleat under pressure he thinks what will happen to him if his Auntie is not pleased with the hang of the skirt when he has finished pressing it. A comment from his younger cousin, Miss Tina to the effect that a couple of pleats were pressed in squint the last time earned him a caning. 
 
    
 
   Nine strokes, bare bottomed of Auntie Elizabeth's best. This time he is aware it would be a round dozen. He had been duly warned earlier. No excuse then, or so he had also been told. 
 
    
 
   Actually he has had some practice since that punishment as Grandma had bought from a Charity Shop, what must be the longest pleated skirt ever made. Intended for a woman of say six foot six inches tall! This skirt Grandma had dropped in a bucket of water and whilst wet had made Brady press out every pleat then hang it out to dry. Once dry he had to start and press in the pleats, long and straight. As Grandma had done the first few herself to provide a template he really had no excuse for squint pleats. 
 
    
 
   That skirt has been done several times from scratch now and to watch Ms McCabe dropping a beautifully pressed skirt with seventy-five knife edged pleats into a bucket of water is heart rending. 
 
    
 
   "Practice makes perfect young man, and you would not have required these exercises if you had done your work properly earlier. You upset your Auntie Elizabeth giving her a badly pressed skirt in the hope it would not be noticed". Brady felt like saying that Auntie Elizabeth would not have noticed. Just that little bitch Tina had noticed and caused a lot of trouble for him. Including these pressing exercises of Grandma's. 
 
   Last time Ms McCabe had him watch her drop the knife-edged, pleated practice skirt into a large bucket of water and press it down she had spotted tears in Brady's eyes. The man thinking of the time he had spent in getting the skirt to that knife-edged, pleated state only to have the whole effect destroyed and the task of doing it all again from scratch. 
 
    
 
   "Dear me, what is this then? Do I see tears, Brady? You know that I kindly gave you this skirt to practice on so as you would not be in trouble when pressing one which is to be worn. No need for tears, Brady, after all this skirt is meant to be put back to the state of not having any pleats, so you can avail yourself of my generosity and start to press them all back in again. How many pleats are there in this rather long skirt, lad?" 
 
    
 
   "Seventy-five Grandma." 
 
    
 
   "There you are then, see how generous I have been, not just some scruffy cheap pleated skirt with say thirty or so pleats but a really nice one, which you can now take the iron to and press it FLAT!" 
 
    
 
   As he pressed Auntie Elizabeth's skirt he reflected just how he had got into the position of having his life controlled by four dominant females. 
 
    
 
   As a University student (Accountancy) he had been flagging in his studies and, sure he was going to flunk out on his exams, he confided his fears to his landlady, Elizabeth. She offered to tutor him, being as she was well qualified to do so. In relief he had agreed to putting himself under her total control. It had seemed both fun and sensible at the time. He had been silly enough to think she had a crush on him. A little like The Graduate he thought, with Mrs Robinson, and he would gladly enjoy a romp in the sheets with Mrs Kermath. Indeed at first he thought it a little kinky. Of course I shall set a curfew for you, and I will be concerned about your attire. Heck, that was little to ask he thought. And I will expect you to do a few chores about the house. Well, that wasn't unreasonable either. But far too quickly Brady found his whole life turned upside down. 
 
    
 
   Somehow during her tuition he had found himself not just obeying her, but her sister too, Auntie Margaret, who had moved in with Elizabeth after separating from her husband James. 
 
    
 
   Margaret's daughter Miss Tina, two years his junior had also moved in, and she had now become a total tartar. There had also been a brief period when Uncle James came to live with them. Now he was married again, though Brady still fell under the rule of he and his new wife on occasions. There was also that dragon of a woman Grandma, Mrs Florence McCabe, Elizabeth and Margaret's mother. Of course none of these ladies are related to Brady, not even remotely; but it suits the situation for them to be Aunties, Cousin and Grandma, and to keep him in a juvenile and servile position. 
 
    
 
   Saturday afternoon and the pile of pressing and ironing did not seem to diminish much no matter how hard he worked. Commencing at 1.30 he had until Auntie Margaret required him for kitchen chores. Not finished and Auntie Elizabeth would be unhooking her three tailed Lochgelly Special tawse which hangs in the hall. To have to work for Auntie Margaret with what her sister Elizabeth describes sweetly as ‘warm’ fingers does not bear thinking about. ‘Warm’ from Brady's point of view is not the correct adjective. Agonisingly stinging, extremely hot and deucedly painful would better describe the feeling. 
 
    
 
   Funny too when all this had started Auntie Margaret had been, if not against corporal punishment, prepared to distance herself from any connection with it. Somehow that had fallen by the wayside too and now Margaret used the tawse almost as often as her younger sister. To just as good effect. That made four dominating women, suitably described as ‘an awful regiment of women’. 
 
    
 
   Completing the skirt pressing, with the last long pleat in place Brady hangs the skirt on a skirt hanger and hanging it high from a convenient hook in the utility room, studies it from all angles. He can see nothing wrong but knows Miss Tina says she has an eye for pleats, which are even just a shade off the straight. Or perhaps, just perhaps, Miss Tina says she has an eye for such, merely to get him into trouble. As if she requires to do that when trouble is almost his middle name these days. 
 
    
 
   Better get on with the rest of the pile of unironed clothes now, which includes two pairs of his knickers. These, which Auntie Elizabeth insists he wears at all times, are schoolgirl knickers with elastic at the knees. These require special care as not one hint of a crease is permitted. Being cotton the panties crease and can burn with a too hot iron. To have the knicker cloth melted on to the sole of the iron is one of his nightmares. But also the fear of a crease in his panties as one means six strokes of whatever implement is chosen to discipline him at the moment of truth. Two is unthinkable as the tally of strokes goes up in sixes. Once he had copped twenty-four from Grandma McCabe for four creases that would take a magnifying glass to spot. Unfortunately the old bitch had such a glass, which she unashamedly used in front of visitors. 
 
    
 
   His mind switches to thoughts of life as it is now. Up at 5am and the first consideration was preparing his room for inspection by whomever is the ‘Duty Mistress’ of the day. If it's Grandma, unless she is staying overnight, that inspection will be some time away. Any of the others and it may well be before he leaves for the office moments before 9am. Punishment also may well be given before he leaves, especially if Miss Tina is involved, which every fourth day she is. 
 
    
 
   His room is not difficult to put to rights as it is basic containing a single bed of prison design with thin prison mattress, two hairy prison blankets and a straw stuffed pillow. No sheets or pillowcases are permitted. A school desk and incorporated tip up seat complete the movable furnishings. A small cupboard, a wardrobe and a bookshelf. The cupboard and wardrobe contain his uniforms and his office suits, shoes, and on special hangers both his shocking pink punishment knickers and his schoolgirl everyday wear knickers. These are hung so as he cannot say they have been creased on the shelf. Shoes, all of which shine brightly, uppers and soles are placed neatly on the floor of the cupboard. 
 
    
 
   The bookshelf until recently contained a Bible, which was the only reading material allowed him. In fact he had to read so many chapters each evening as a task. Not a punishment task, just a task. Ms McCabe's idea. 
 
    
 
   Nowadays the bookshelf contains his schoolbooks. Recently on the suggestion of Miss Tina he has been having lessons from a lady who normally teaches at a Reform School. Miss Edith is strict and hard as nails and an hour or so of her company in a classroom, up to three evenings a week, is a penance he could have done without. Miss Edith has a rubber tawse, which is the longest he has ever seen. She seems to stand about a mile away, when she is swinging at his outstretched palms. One has to be an expert to give a thrashing with that particular tawse and Miss Edith undoubtedly is an expert. Her swing arc is incredible and the resultant crack and instant pain have to be heard and experienced to be appreciated. An appreciation Brady could very well do without. 
 
    
 
   Miss Tina had set the curriculum and she had chosen the most boring and uninteresting subjects imaginable. The ones she had hated at school herself. Algebra, Greek, History, which Tina knew he detested, and English Literature. Boring Shakespeare whose sonnets he is currently trying to contend with not too successfully. So his bookshelf is now quite full of textbooks, work sheets and jotters. 
 
    
 
   Miss Edith has written a textbook for use in schools. It is a collection of work sheets put together into a full course in of all things ALGEBRA. He is having to work through these sheets to allow Miss Edith to evaluate the success of her work. Shit is Brady's assessment. Though he tries, albeit unsuccessfully to ‘butter up’ Miss Edith by telling her how good are her exercises. 
 
    
 
   "If that be the case, my lad, why are you always failing when I mark them?" 
 
    
 
   "It's because you have made them so difficult, Miss…� said with an angelic smile. 
 
    
 
   "No, it's because you are so bloody THICK, Brady. Thick as mud in a bottle. I think we should have you stood out here at the front presenting me your hands for a minute or so and I'll see if this length of rubber might somehow stir your apology for a brain into some kind of useful action for me". 
 
    
 
   Does the bitch not know I am a qualified accountant? Not one who has any remote need for her algebra damned exercises. Or any of her other exercises either. Miss Tina in her contention, she did not think I had enough to do and some school lessons would fit the bill nicely, needs her charming little backside kicked and HARD! How I wish I could take a tawse, slipper or cane to her palms and backside! Impossible as that would ever be. Sanctions she now partially has with me and will have totally before long. 
 
    
 
   Preparing my room includes polishing the floor, which must shine so as the ladies can see their reflections in it. By dint of hard polishing they can do, but I am not allowed to rest on my laurels on that account. Every so often they have me remove built up polish and get the battleship quality linoleum back to its basic condition. Then I scrub it and start the backbreaking polishing, which within a week must be back to the shine, which I removed earlier. Fit for the ladles to see themselves in. As if one of each was not enough, they want a mirror image! 
 
    
 
   Then down to the kitchen, where the stone floor and kitchen table are scrubbed daily. Work tops and cooker top washed and sinks cleaned. Kitchen window washed inside and out. Auntie Margaret likes to see what she is doing in the kitchen. 
 
    
 
   The lounge tidied, hoovered and dusted. The hallway awaits lunchtime or evening chores as the ladles are still asleep upstairs and to wake them would be unthinkable. And unwise, to say the least. 
 
    
 
   The downstairs bathroom is next and gets a good clean as the inspection of bathrooms and toilets is ultra strict. As it should be, of course, in the best regulated households. This one is extremely well regulated for a certain young gentleman. 
 
    
 
   At 8.30am up to his room walking on his room floor with pads on his feet so as not to scratch or dirty his beautifully (he hopes) polished floor. 
 
    
 
   The rules for him in the bathroom are, stripped completely naked and the door to be left wide open at all times. He hates when there are visitors in the house as no dispensation of the rule is given. No matter who they are. As he hates when Miss Tina sees him and ribs him about his ‘squishy little piggie wiggle’. 
 
   "What's that thing in the steel cage between your legs, Brady?" she asks sweetly. 
 
    
 
   "That's squishy little piggy wiggle, Miss Tina." 
 
    
 
   "With the emphasis on 'little' I presume?" she grins like a cat, which has got the cream. 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss". 
 
    
 
   "But surely there is something different about your squishy little piggie wiggle. I am convinced none of my boy friends have squishy little piggie wiggles, which look even remotely like that one you have there. Theirs are more inclined to either stick out or stand up - depending, well you know as well as I do what it depends on, do you not, Brady?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss." (Undoubtedly I do, but Grandma has me in this cage with my ‘squishy little piggy wiggle’ drawn down under my scrotum and secured by a strap and belt. How I wish I could get sticking out or UP HARD!) 
 
    
 
   "Well, you see naughty boys must have temptation removed and between Grandma and Sister Emily they have sure removed any temptation from you. You know that my friends, Rebecca (22) and Rachael (21) just happened to see you naked in the bathroom, when they stayed recently. Accidentally, so they told me, but having seen you in the all together I would personally doubt the accidental bit. They did pass comment on ‘squishy little piggie wiggle’ though and reckoned you would qualify for ‘safe sex’. The safest sex around in fact. ‘Sweet William’, I think Miss Rebecca called yours. Well, she was, of course, quite right. Very sweet because it cannot present a problem to any woman. Impotent indeed!" 
 
    
 
   Miss Tina's peals of laughter at the thought of my particular brand of safe sex made anger well up inside me. But I know it is best not to show upset or anger with any of the ladies here. 
 
    
 
   "Which reminds me I must come with Grandma and yourself to Sister Emily's Maternity Clinic the next time they are to give you a ‘seeing to’. I'm sure I would enjoy watching you having ‘relief' as it is sometimes termed. Though I gather Sister Emily's brand of relief is perhaps not what the normal male would be having? What are they, hand job, blowjob, or ‘wham, bang, thank you, Ma'am! Some hope of you ever having either." 
 
    
 
   Again Miss Tina laughed and continued, "I'd really love to see you standing waiting amongst the seated ladies. Having to hold out your arms whilst balancing a clean towel on each hand until Sister Emily is ready for you. Then the ice cold bath, well, I'd like to be the one to pour water over your head and bring fresh bags of ice cubes to drop in the bath. Then when you get to the inspection bed and your legs and feet go in the stirrups and are secured there whilst your bum is raised for Sister Emily to put her finger up your arse" she paused a gleam in her eye before continuing with, "of course too, the ice pack around your ‘squishy little piggie wiggle’ and balls, lovely and the little flask to catch your goo. Didn't the good Sister say it would take about a year or so to make a pint? And it can be stored in the freezer until then when you can drink it all down so you don't lose the protein? I think I shall come and watch that day for sure." 
 
    
 
   She'll enjoy that evening I'm sure as much as I will. Talking about stirrups, these are the only stirrups you are likely to be putting your feet in and there will be no riding of any kind for you EVER!" this a reference to my old sport of horse riding. I had no time for sports now and besides Tina had given my horse to Miss Rachael for her birthday! 
 
    
 
   The sound of music from Miss Tina's bedroom indicates she is at least awake as the next sound indicates it is the TV she has switched on. 
 
    
 
   Hurriedly now Brady dries and in his bedroom puts on his office clothes, ready for inspection, when her young ladyship is ready. 
 
    
 
   A negligee clad Miss Tina emerges into the top hallway and eyes Brady standing to attention before going to his room. That she must have been satisfied with what she saw there was indicated by her returning and taking a slow walk around Brady. 
 
    
 
   There was no comment as she took a six-inch ruler from the hail drawer and approaching Brady drew it slowly down each of his cheeks, under his chin and all areas of his face and neck required to be shaved. 
 
    
 
   There was a slight scrape under his chin and the young lady did that area again and again to satisfy herself she was hearing and feeling correctly. 
 
    
 
   "Did you hear and feel that, Brady?" asked Miss Tina. 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss," he replies. 
 
    
 
   "Right, you shave again this evening as soon as you get home. I shall inspect the quality of that shave when you are finished. If it does not satisfy me I shall belt you. Meantime take a demerit and get yourself off to work". 
 
    
 
   Demerits are entered in the rear section of the Punishment Register, which is on the table in the downstairs hall. Brady makes the necessary entry before leaving for the office. Miss Tina will sign that entry in the evening when he presents the book to her. 
 
   8th March, Time 8.20am. Not properly shaved as detected by Miss Tina at morning inspection. Awarded demerit and ordered to shave again for further inspection in the evening. Demerit total - Previous 46 plus 1 = Present 47. 
 
    
 
   With trepidation Brady adds the demerit to the ever-increasing total. He is just 3 demerits away from a caning from Auntie Elizabeth or Grandma McCabe. Either will use the Dragon cane, which is reserved for the more serious offences nowadays. 
 
    
 
   It is 42" long, a man's middle finger thick, and exceedingly flexible. It has a leather wrist loop at the â€˜comfortableâ€™ end so as the caner, with the loop around the wrist, can flick the wrist just before the final impact of the rattan. Thus making the stroke more telling than ever. No crook handle on a Dragon cane, this is an ‘I mean business cane’ and used for Judicial punishments in many Asian countries. A John Gray special for those of you who know canes. 
 
    
 
   Steeped in brine it is heavy and dense and the ‘after burn’ imparted is intensely painful. Twenty-five strokes for having 50 demerits, the thrashing is normally given over three days, Twice times eight and the latter punishment of 9 strokes. So severe is the Dragon cane that even at the last punishment session Brady is wishing it was only eight strokes instead of the nine required to complete it. Even one stroke makes such a shattering difference. Often Auntie Elizabeth and Gran take it in turns to land the strokes so as they may be harder. One either side of the caning horse, the cane handed over at each stroke. Thus neither ladies caning capabilities or strength are impaired or overstretched by wielding the longer cane. 
 
    
 
   The office is not far, just around the corner really and so it only takes minutes to get there. Which is just as well as be has to report to his secretary Jane Milson promptly at 9am. 
 
   
You can follow Brady’s tale in Table Drill, in this Volume
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Caned In Front of the Girls
 
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   By Zeitgeist
 
    
 
   Prep School Holiday
 
   
The train lurched and rumbled through the points in the early morning sunshine as we made our way to visit my step-sister’s old school friend. The carriage was full and as we made our way out of London towards the quiet countryside of Suffolk, a group of public-school girls boarded the train for the holidays. We had already been finished over a week; maybe they had different holiday dates in London.
 
    
 
   The schoolgirls chopped and changed seats constantly and were mildly annoying to other passengers, but eventually they settled, and to my favour. A beautiful slim blonde, almost the image of Julia when she was younger, sat opposite and was increasingly careless about her posture when sitting. Her maroon pleated skirt rose higher and higher upon a pair of thighs that just begged attention. Up to my old tricks, I gradually slipped down in my seat, enabling me to view further and further between her legs. I even took bets with myself as to how long it would take before I got to see her knickers. Would they be the same plum colour as her uniform or as an older pupil would they be different? Sure enough as we approached Colchester, a slight twitch with her thighs whilst talking to one of her friends revealed that most revered cloth triangle, and to my delight the sunlight streaming in through the train windows, caught the bright white cotton perfectly. As the journey wore on I continued to focus my eyes on that triangle, sure that I could see the shape of what lay beneath.
 
    
 
   Mesmerised by what lay in front of me, I failed to spot the recognition in the girl’s face as she realised what I was doing. A sudden squeal and clamping together of her legs brought the attention of the other occupants of the carriage. Her school friends shrieked disgust, the girl herself turned the colour of her uniform in embarrassment. Like an angry Victorian governess, Julia leapt from her seat by the window and demanded to know what I was up to. It didn’t take long for the schoolgirls to put Julia in the picture and with me now becoming the colour of their uniform blazers, she rounded on me and gave me a thorough dressing down and in the course of this gave me two vicious slaps to the face, one forward and one back-hand. Impressed with Julia, the girls settled down and took notice of the threat given.
 
    
 
   ”That’s nothing, just wait until we get to St Georges, there’s a proper thrashing awaiting you there you horrible boy.”
 
    
 
   This news put smug grins on most of the girl’s faces and two large palm prints on mine. The offended girl left the carriage and Julia moved into her place, able to keep an eye on her little step-brother. Julia must have known that the temptation for me to offend had not gone away, as the view she presented was simply a more mature version of what had been there previously. Polo necked white sweater, perfectly formed breasts poking out of the front, short swirly wrap over red kilt and legs in sheer tights that just went on forever. Careful not to display her knickers, Julia kept her golden thighs tightly closed.
 
    
 
   With parents away abroad for the summer Julia had been left in sole charge during the holidays. I had been keeping my distance from both Julia and her mother since they kept their promise of giving me a good hiding for letting down the family whilst father was away. I had also managed to avoid the cane at school during the last term. The knowledge that I had been caned so severely in front of the sixth form girls in the spring term, soon got around the school and acted as a deterrent in the way that the teaching staff hoped it would. Others were not so fortunate. Three fifth form boys had been caught drinking out of school at lunchtime. Not in a pub, as they would never have got near whilst in school uniform, but simply drinking cider in the school grounds. They were caught by duty staff having been snitched on by a group of disapproving girls. More than three days passed between being caught and receiving their punishment. Caning in assembly had not been seen for a little while so this occasion was being used to make an example of them.  The morning of their punishment was indicated to the rest of the school by the absence of the boys from assembly and also by the addition of the single school desk with the long limber rod of a senior cane laid across it’s top. Strangely the junior forms of first and second years were dismissed from the assembly prior to the punishment. They clearly thought that the lesson to be learned was aimed at those old enough to have discovered the delights of drinking.
 
    
 
   Once all the juniors had filed out of the hall, the headmaster retrieved the cane from the desk and slashed it against the top with a deafening crack. We were all brought forward to the front of the hall into the space vacated by the juniors, and then given the sort of stern lecture we were all used to. Winding himself into a frenzy was all part of his stage managed act of public caning. Having got many of the pupils quaking in their shoes, especially the boys, it was time to bring on what for some was a major form of entertainment, especially for the girls.  Three sorry looking boys were led on to the stage and told to stand facing the audience. The vitriol from the headmaster now turned against the three stood before us, as they shivered in the cool air dressed as they were. School punishment was always carried out with the offenders changed into their PE kit, with the stipulation that underpants are removed before pulling on tight shorts. You could hear a pin drop as the first boy was directed to go centre stage. He knew the position, he had after all seen it before, right over the school desk with hands gripping the front legs and his own feet braced against the outside of the rear legs of the desk. With tightly stretched cotton shorts facing the two hundred or so girls, boys, masters and mistresses, it was possible to make out the individual buttocks and the deep crack between, so tightly bent was the position. The headmaster placed himself in good striking distance and measured his arm and the cane across the bent bottom. Two sharp aiming taps and then the concentration of all present was broken by the sudden sound of tapping of a different sort – the sharp clacking of heels approaching. Turning round I saw the vision of Julia’s fellow churchgoer, the school secretary, yes the one who had been present during my punishment some months before. The brunette mini-skirted miss was carrying the mail towards the offices when she came across the assembled senior school with a public caning about to take place. She stopped and as though it was quite routine, stood legs crossed with the mail in front of her waiting patiently before proceeding. Of course this gave her a birds eye view of the proceedings, no doubt part of her plan all along. 
 
    
 
   Having to settle himself again, the headmaster gave two huge swishes of the three and a half foot senior cane and then realigned the stick with two further sharp taps on the waiting buttocks. By this time the boy’s legs were shaking and quivering in anticipation. Without wasting any further time the head stepped into the first stroke with power and skill that had come from many years of practise. The indentation in the boy’s shorts was clear despite the tightness of the material; the boy took a lung full of air as the bite of the pain took hold. This was followed fractionally later by the intake of breath from those watching, the sheer violence together with noise as the crack echoed throughout the assembly hall. Most found it quite shocking in spite of the culture of corporal punishment, which existed in the school. By four strokes the boy was hissing and stammering and by six strokes he was sobbing loudly. The caning continued until nine strokes had been delivered, the allotted number, by which time the sobs had tuned to open crying. Whilst the victims changed places I looked around to see an astonishing difference between those viewing. Nearly all the boys were white as a sheet, knowing that any wrong move could see them up on the stage themselves. Many of the girls were bright eyed and quite flushed; others wore smug looks. Three times nine strokes took nearly fifteen minutes to administer, leaving its intended effect both on the recipients and those viewing for some time.
 
    
 
   Change of trains at Ipswich, losing the schoolgirls and some of my embarrassment, we climb aboard a local train which travels up the coast through Woodbridge and on to our destination in the heart of the Suffolk countryside. I had met Julia’s friend Nicola previously. A very attractive girl with shiny red hair and very talkative, I often used to seek out her lovely legs whenever the two girls played tennis at home. She had taken up a teaching career and was currently a new probationary teacher at the place we were now headed for. Her name was purely coincidental. The only other similarity between the 6th form girl who became the centre of my attention during the punishment by me Headmaster, and Julia’s friend was that the former was a tease who was not aware of her delightful exposure, but the latter was a deliberate tease with a temper matching her red tresses.  
 
    
 
   St Georges was a traditional boys prep school, with the emphasis on traditional, it would seem that most of it’s parents wished their offspring to have an experience based on the style of most pre war prep schools. The only departure from this was that a new wing was recently built to house girls, although they were small in number. We took a taxi from the village station to the school and were met by Nicola, who looked even more ravishing than I remembered, met us in the deserted reception area of the school. It seemed that the head, bursar and other staff were away on holiday and for two weeks Nicola was the sole occupant of school apart from a caretaker who only came in once a week during the hols. I was greeted with a knowing look, but otherwise everything seemed normal. After a nice meal during which all the usual things were discussed between the two girls as I was more or less ignored.
 
    
 
   Then came the first shock. I was shown to what was to be my accommodation. Unlike Nicola’s comfortable cottage, I was shown to what was obviously a boy’s dormitory, which was everything you would have expected a pre war boy’s dormitory to look like. Two rows of iron beds, with metal lockers in between each of the twenty-two beds. Very austere by the standards of the day, there was just one bed made up and that was for me to sleep in. Both girls were grinning like Cheshire cats as I took in my surroundings. Nicola briefly showed us around the dormitory including the housemaster’s office, which was at the end of the corridor outside. Hanging formidably from a hook on the wall was a standard school cane. Julia spotted it straight away, grabbed it like an excited child, swished it, then pointed it at me and proceeded to tell Nicola of my little indiscretion on the train. I coloured up as usual, thinking it was their intention to punish me there and then but Julia replaced the cane whilst saying that it appeared far too junior to have any effect on me. Nicola confirmed that it was a small cane intended for the under elevens. 
 
    
 
   Nicola then looked at me and said, “I hear that you have been a very naughty boy and you are in need of some special St George’s discipline, well we shan’t disappoint you, my friend Vicky will be returning to school in a couple of days and she’s an expert, believe me.”
 
    
 
   Who was this Vicky? And why was I being made to wait, and for what exactly? Tagging on behind the two girls, we continued on a tour of the rest of the school. Quite boring until we reached a couple of areas where my ears pricked up. We entered the administration area, which was mostly as you would expect but as we entered the Headmaster’s Office Nicola opened a tall cupboard in the corner of the spacious but very old world room. It opened to reveal a collection of implements on hooks, two leather tawses, three canes of various types and a collection of gym slippers on the bottom shelf. The longest of the canes was withdrawn and flexed with a grin, a grin shared by Julia but not me. It was quite a weapon – not as deadly as that particular monster that my own headmaster had used on me after being caught in the girls changing area, but pretty horrid all the same. Handed to Julia to examine I saw that it was standard senior length of about three and half feet but had a straight handle but Nicola told her to look at the tip. She said that it was swollen and heavy because of a lead weight that had been inserted. This cane had never been used according to her friend Vicky who had been at the school for a few years, because the boys were considered too young and it was used mostly as a threat. Both girls then tried the cane out by giving it some hefty swishes. I was asked how I felt about making acquaintance with this particular piece of rattan. I recoiled in horror, but it was well clear that I had been set up good and proper. We moved on from there to the gymnasium, which was quite small but contained all the usual equipment. Nicola casually mentioned that Vicky carried out most of her punishments in here, as it was more convenient for her as PE instructor. Turning to me Julia announced her intentions. In return for not contacting the police over my behaviour on the train I was to be given a formal caning here at the school. In those days I was too naïve to have any knowledge of the law or how I was being manipulated by Julia as she found a way of indulging her sadistic desires.
 
    
 
   “I know it’s the cane that really frightens him, and he’s been so deserving of it recently, I can’t wait.”
 
   
We made our way in silence back to Nicola’s small but comfortable quarters. I was required to eat my food in the small kitchen whilst Julia and Nicola ate at a larger table in the sitting room. I could still hear their conversations and much of it did little to calm my nerves. 
 
    
 
   The set up had been planned many weeks earlier, after our parents had announced their holiday arrangements. Nicola was well aware of Julia’s wishes in my direction and though she did not totally share Julia’s sadistic interests, there appeared to be other elements she was interested in. She talked about her interest in young boys bodies and particular their genitals and it seems she made a point in checking on boys when on dormitory duty, often suddenly pulling back the sheets to see what might be revealed and also embarrassing her favourite subjects by carrying out inspections of pyjama trousers, looking for signs of self abuse. Masturbation was, if caught, a punishable offence, often by caning, carried out by the house master/house mistress. Nicola divulged to Julia that there had been successes and the canings were carried out in her presence. I also discovered that corporal punishment only applied to boy pupils – this was of no surprise to me; after all it did seem to be the order of the day throughout education. I also discovered that there had always been one or two house mistresses, even when the school was boys only. The next item of conversation on this theme had a more direct relationship to what fate lay ahead for me. 
 
    
 
   Vicky, the staff member that I had not yet seen was currently a house mistress and also had a leading responsibility for the discipline of older pupils, in this case those aged twelve and thirteen. Beyond this of course, it was common entrance examination and entry to public school. According to Nicola, Vicky had similar interests to Julia and was a true professional in the art. However in spite of the fact that this school was one of the most prolific users of corporal punishment, and gave many opportunities to indulge her interests, she had the desire to extend her knowledge base by practising on older pupils and in turn increase the level of severity by several notches. It seems she had every opportunity to carry out her wishes on willing adult playmates but this lacked the necessary sparkle, as the recipients were willing and not frightened in the true sense of the word. It was the fear she invoked in the boys that was the incentive for her. Many years later I know that it was pure sexual desire of a twisted form that drove all three of these girls.
 
    
 
   Two days later having spent two very strange and creepy nights in the dormitory in my iron bed, I was introduced to Vicky. I wonder if there is a typical description for a PE mistress? Vicky was much older than either of her companions, early thirties, very tall, at least six feet and at first glance five feet of this was entirely leg! Now, when I hear the term ‘leggy’ I always hark back to this lady. Topped by short dark hair in the style seen on the models Twiggy and Jean Shrimpton, she had quite a hard face, which matched her demeanour. Never smiling, at least not to me, her attire was also ‘hard’. Plain white blouse with a black cravat, small breasts I guessed, very short grey skirt, black nylons or tights and heels. New rules were instantly conveyed to me after a brief greeting and introduction. From now on all three ladies were to be referred to as ‘Miss’ at all times. I questioned if this applied to Julia as my step-sister, as I was quite stung by this demand. The reply given with a raising of her voice was, ‘especially your step-sister’. I was dismissed to my dormitory as the three women retreated to Miss Vicky’s quarters. Two hours later, having had no tea, at about seven o’clock, the door to the dormitory opened and I was commanded by Miss Vicky to stand at the end of my bed, soldier fashion. The programme was then revealed to me. The whole process was to take five days, commencing with twice-daily inspections of the dormitory, which they demanded would be spotless. Any one of the three of them could carry out these inspections. I was in the army cadet force at my own school so knew all about the sort of regime they were talking about. On the fifth day I was to be severely caned. No other details were given, but bit by bit over the next few days snippets of their plan were revealed. 
 
    
 
   I found out that later on we would be joined by yet another girl. It seemed that during the planning of my fate, Vicky, wiser than the younger Julia and Nicola realised that some sort of medical supervision of my punishment would be a good thing to have in place. The nursing staff at the school although commensurate with the corporal regime at St Georges were not considered to be ‘on side’ when it came to the clandestine games being carried out now. One of Vicky’s friends was a qualified nurse and acted as assistant matron at one of the nearby Public Schools for older boys. It seemed that she would be definitely ‘on side’. The pleasure of meeting this girl would no doubt come later!
 
    
 
   At ten o’clock that night I stood at the end of my bed, dressed in my simple striped pyjamas awaiting the first inspection. My bed was still unmade with the sheets and blankets ‘packed’ army style. My clothes in the locker were laid out as neat as I could make them. I thought that no one was coming but after a few minutes there was the sound of heels clicking on the lino floor of the corridor. When the door opened, the silhouette of Miss Vicky stood in the doorway and paused a moment, then swiftly walked in and stood so close to me our noses would have touched if she hadn’t been several inches taller than me, especially in the high heels. We were so close that her perfume enveloped me, but she did not at first speak. Then after what seemed an age she said,
 
    
 
   “I know all about you boy, your disgusting habits and about some of the punishments you have been given when you have been caught. Let me tell you now that what you are to be punished for here, are all the nasty horrible things that you have done and remain unpunished for, together with special attention for that dreadful display on the train, oh yes I know about that too.” 
 
    
 
   She then stepped backwards and for the first time I was able to observe her and instantly saw what she had been carrying behind her back. Brought forward and flexed between her hands was what looked like the frightening weapon I was shown in the headmaster’s study. She let me look at the cane as it was being flexed, smirking at the look on my face. I was then treated to a history lesson about the rod in her hands. The canes I had seen were modified versions of rods previously used at the nearby Naval training centre for boy sailors. (This establishment, now closed for a number of years, still stands and can be seen for miles around by the huge mast that stands on the parade ground). Miss Vicky took great delight in showing me the ‘business’ end of the cane with the lead insert, and also one other addition. An ex boyfriend who was a Chief Petty Officer instructor at the establishment, unaware of her possession of this cane, told her about the grip at the other end. Forty odd inches in the other direction from the tip was a rubber bicycle handle bar grip. An epoxy resin had been poured into the gap, forming a solid handle, which allowed the fingers to wrap around perfectly and give the greatest control, vital with such a long and flexible cane. Miss Vicky gave it a loud swish and in her words described it as “such a marvellous floggy whip”.  
 
    
 
   She asked me how many strokes I had received from my headmaster for the changing room incident and I told her it was twelve, with four extra strokes for breaking position. 
 
    
 
   “Well you will be getting more this time - no silly regulations this time boy.” 
 
    
 
   She continued with her condemnation of my offences, in the time honoured way I had become used to, making out that I had offended the whole of female society. The word feminism hadn’t been generally used in those days, but these girls were extreme feminists and there was no doubt about it. Throughout the lecture I was not prevented from examining the female form, I used to switch off in these situations and use my own perverse thoughts to my advantage. For a woman in her thirties she was still very athletic in build with clear evidence of muscle in both her arms and legs. Dressed in her evening wear, the girls had been out for a meal, the super short black dress was sleeveless which revealed easily the evidence of her physical prowess on both her arms and those oh so very long thighs, this time in flesh coloured nylon. Dropping the cane athwart the bed opposite, Miss Vicky then commenced the inspection, saying little as she went behind me to look into my locker. To the sound of my clothes being pulled out and dropped on the floor military fashion I looked over at the rod that was in my future – about the same length as that horrible thing used by my headmaster out of the cardboard tube, but not as dark in colour. Easily half an inch thick at the business end but less in the middle section, the end seemed to have some sort of yellow substance coated over it. This was more of the epoxy resin glue, which had been used to secure the lead insert and to prevent the cane from splitting on impact.  The locker was apparently not up to scratch, and I was led down the dormitory in my bare feet to the office. In here Miss Vicky found a photograph of a perfectly laid out locker and bed as an example. 
 
    
 
   “Take this photograph and study it carefully and if I find any variation from it, you will suffer for it young man.” With that she turned on her heels and walked back down the dormitory, thighs whispering together and heels clicking, stooped slightly to pick up her cane and left. 
 
    
 
   I thought that was it for the night but before I fell asleep, the door opened again to reveal Miss Nicola who was also smartly dressed, carrying a plate of sandwiches with a drink of milk. I hadn’t eaten since lunch and no dinner was made, probably because they intended to go out for the evening. Putting the plate on the small bedside table, she sat on the edge of the bed with her long red hair falling over her shoulders; she looked and smelt lovely. I thought at least she didn’t want to put a cane across me, but I had yet to be introduced to her particular methods of dealing with naughty boys. She said similar things to Miss Vicky but in a softer, sexier tone, as I feasted on her thighs, seen as the skirt rose naturally from sitting on the low bed. Standing suddenly and smoothing down her skirt she gave her instructions for the morning. “I shall be here at seven thirty sharp for your morning inspection, I want your bed pack made and your pyjama bottoms over the end of your bed. I expect you to be stood to attention, in the nude – yes that’s right stark naked.” Seeing the look on my face she smiled and then departed.
 
    
 
   At twenty five past seven it felt quite cold in the dormitory, even for summer, and the goose pimples showed on my flesh as I finished off tidying up my locker as in the photograph. The thought of being nude in front of this young woman who was still a stranger was even more humiliating than being nude in front of Julia or mom, so I had no erection but I knew that dependent on circumstances I could find it difficult to prevent it from happening. Twenty five to eight and no Miss Nicola, Vicky or Julia. In fact I hadn’t seen Julia since lunchtime the previous day. The sun started to catch my body through the window behind me, which was now pleasantly warm. Daydreaming I was startled by the sudden appearance of the vision with long red hair that I found such a tease. Tease was definitely her style and she knew it. Flouncing in to the dormitory wearing a short dressing gown and flip-flops, she had obviously just got out of bed. 
 
    
 
   “Pleased to see you are ready for me boy, now put your hands on your head and spread your legs for me, its time for a little matter of an inspection”
 
    
 
   Miss Nicola never bothered to look at my bed or locker just looked me up and down, front and back in a most embarrassing way. At times she was so close her dressing gown brushed against my skin and her perfume was still intoxicating to me. Completing her visual inspection she stood in front of me, and my eyes were instantly drawn to the little bit of cleavage displayed down the open top of the dressing gown. I quickly averted my eyes as I was in enough trouble already.
 
    
 
   “I asked that your pyjama pants be laid over the end of your bed for my attention, where are they boy?”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Miss, I forgot, shall I get them?”
 
    
 
   “Quickly boy! I haven’t got all day. I shall have to report this disobedience to Vicky, you might well be sorry you forgot.”
 
    
 
   I retrieved my pyjama bottoms from the locker and handed them over. With a shake of her head, the red hair moved out of her eyes and face and she pulled the pyjama bottoms inside out and to my shame inspected the area that covered my private parts. 
 
    
 
   “No stains this time boy. Masturbation of any kind is severely punished here. Make sure that they remain clean.”
 
    
 
   She threw the pyjamas back on my bed walked away up the centre of the dormitory, leaving me still naked with my hands on my head and legs spread. Nicola had very white skin, given her hair colour and in places was suffused with a few freckles, which to me made her quite delicious. Her legs, though not displayed to their best in flip-flops were still long and shapely and visible for most of their length due to the short dressing gown. She grabbed hold of an upright wooden chair and carried it back and placed it down in front of me with the back facing towards me. Expecting to be told to bend over the chair back for some sort of punishment, I was surprised when she suddenly straddled the chair facing towards me. Instantly, the scene changed tack. I was now faced with an even deeper view down the top of her dressing gown and a view of her thighs stopping only just short of what lay beneath the dressing gown. Before my privates had time to react of their own accord, my penis was gently grasped by her right hand. Her left hand weighed my testicles and a thorough examination was underway. I knew that I was blushing from head to chest, but the inevitable happened down below. If there was any doubt about the end result, it was removed the moment she pulled back tightly on the foreskin to expose the sensitive area. Speaking in gentle tones, my tormentor told me that I had a decent ‘girth’ for one so young, no matter what Julia said. Thinking it was over when she let go and stood up, I was sadly mistaken as she moved the chair back a few feet, plonked it back down and resumed her position athwart the seat of the chair. Grinning wickedly I was now told to remove one hand from my head and commence to masturbate. I was also told to let her know when ‘something’ was about to happen. The view down her dressing gown top was now gone but replaced immediately by something at the core of my desires. Through the open back of the stand chair, Nicola’s wide apart stance pulled open the gown to reveal the most delicious white panties. Masturbation now well under way I was asked what I was looking at but couldn’t answer. She knew only too well. After no more than thirty seconds I had to tell her that I was about to come. 
 
    
 
   “STOP” She shouted.
 
    
 
   Dropping my hand away failed to stop the gush of semen from my penis, but with my hand taken away it was a funny sort of sensation, frustratingly empty despite the volume of white liquid now in globs on the floor. Giggling at my acute embarrassment she rose from the chair and departed quickly telling me to clean it up fast and get dressed as breakfast was in her rooms at eight fifteen. I had to go to the ablution areas to find a floor cloth to clean up the mess. Dressed and down to breakfast again saw me eating cereals in the kitchen as the three young women dined on a cooked breakfast elsewhere. With no such thing as daytime television or any newspapers to read I was directed to the school library to spend time as I wished. The school also had a swimming pool but I was forbidden to use it whilst the girls were out. I swam in the morning for a couple of hours, had sandwiches for lunch and was then left on my own whilst the trio went shopping in the afternoon. I soon got bored in the library and decided on a good old expedition of discovery around the school. Wishing to see what the girl’s accommodation was like I made my way to the newly built brick building. The sign outside gave the warning ‘Out of Bounds to all male pupils’. The door was firmly locked but no self-respecting schoolboy would give up so easily. I made my way back into the main body of the school and found the bursar’s office. There on it’s hook was the key. 
 
    
 
   Opening the main doors led into a spacious and pretty hallway. The contrast could not have been greater. The boy’s dormitory was old and fusty with long rows of iron beds, the whole impression being of a reformatory. The girl’s dormitory couldn’t even be called such. Small light and airy rooms with just four beds in each. Modern beds and furniture completed the picture. Disgusted with the disparity of treatment I locked the door and replaced the key. Now seeking other pleasures, I let myself into Nicola’s rooms; Vicky’s were locked. Straight to her bedroom and taking care, sought out her underwear drawer. Intoxicating perfume filled the air in her bedroom, as I plundered that most secret of places. Not expecting or knowing of what passed as exotic underwear in the 60’s, the samples found were I suppose simple and pretty if not plain. However it was exciting enough for me as I viewed the white cotton briefs, some with a pattern, some with lace, and some with matching bra’s and slips. Other private belongings were strangely interesting to me because of my fascination with Nicola. I also sought out Julia’s underwear as she was staying in Nicola’s rooms. Some of these items I was more familiar with because of previous secret forays at home. I still found this exciting because Julia was clearly more daring, some of the items being in black and red.
 
    
 
   Dinner was served promptly at seven o’clock, this time in Vicky’s cottage. A simple rice meal served to me outside on her small patio, whilst the girls ate inside. Deep in discussion, other than occasional laughter I was unable to overhear the content of their conversations. Afterwards I went for a walk around her garden to pass the time. Julia then appeared in the garden and with a cheesy grin asked me if I was enjoying my time at the school. I snapped back that I wasn’t but knew there was little I could do about things. I hadn’t really seen or spoken to Julia in a couple of days and she continued to tease and torment by insisting that I call her Miss even when we were alone. 
 
    
 
   “Never mind, only a couple of days or so and then we can get you what you need eh? A nice long session with the cane. Are you scared? You ought to be, I’ve seen Vicky in practise, I can’t wait!”
 
    
 
   After further teasing and tormenting in the usual Julia fashion, I was told to return to my dormitory and await inspection.
 
    
 
   Ready as ordered I awaited the elder of the trio of girls to carry out the inspection. This time there was the click clack of more than one set of heels on the corridor floor and sweeping into the dormitory came both Vicky and Julia. Both changed into casual wear for the evening, Vicky was wearing a thin white polo necked sweater and tight black trousers. Julia was wearing a pink sweater and short white tennis style skirt. Relief as this time Miss Vicky did not carry that awful cane with her. Both strutted around my bed space supposedly inspecting every detail.
 
    
 
   “Better this time, don’t let it slip boy. However there is the small matter of failing to lay out your pyjama pants for Miss Nicola right?”
 
    
 
   With Julia glowing in anticipation, Miss Vicky stood in front of me and put her hands on her hips before asking Julia to pop to the office at the end of the dorm and fetch what hangs on the wall. Quick as a flash Julia scuttled down to the office and returned brandishing the thirty-inch standard cane with crooked handle. Proffered to Miss Vicky she took it and gave it the customary flex and two or three sharp swishes through the air. My bottom cringed at the sound, but my nether regions it seems were safe for the time being.
 
    
 
   “Take a seat Julia, we may be here for a little while. I am going to save his bottom for a more auspicious occasion, but we have other means at our disposal.”
 
    
 
   Julia pulled up the stand chair used by Nicola at the morning inspection and sat down conventionally for the entertainment. Her eyes were sparkling with the expectation and her posture careless enough to reveal a massive amount of thigh.
 
    
 
   “Left hand out boy!”
 
    
 
   Oh no, I always hated hand punishments and did my best not to court them at school. I put out my left hand tentatively, but it was immediately tapped upwards into the correct position by Miss Vicky. She positioned herself to my right, intending to strike fully across the palm and fingers. As the tall willowy tigress lined herself up with gritted teeth I was looking directly at Julia with that hint of a grin on her face – and at her exposed crossed thighs as she sat looking alternately at Vicky with the cane and then at me. Suddenly a sibilant hiss cut the air and the cane scythed into my palm right across the centre. Always the sharpest of punishments, I took a deep breath and withdrew my hand to try and shake away the pain. 
 
    
 
   “Out again boy, same hand! If you remove it again there will be a visitation of the cane on another more sensitive area of your anatomy.”
 
    
 
   The sibilant swishes started again, and continued at increasing intervals to six strokes then nine strokes. My palm was badly swollen and my fingers like dark red sausages. No boy had ever had to take so many strokes in my school. I was now desperate to put the hand under my arm to assuage the pain, tears coursing down my face. 
 
    
 
   “Come on boy, hand up and out I haven’t quite finished with it yet. What do you think Julia? Do you think this filthy boy deserves another three strokes where it will do most good?”
 
    
 
   Julia by now looked a little flushed but hesitated only slightly before saying, “It will make sure that he doesn’t use his left hand for playing with himself tonight. Carry on Vicky I just love those tears.”
 
    
 
   We had reached the point where I couldn’t hold my hand out any longer, I kept pulling it back, much to the annoyance of Miss Vicky. 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   “We have ways of dealing with this as well,” she snapped. “Can we borrow your chair a moment Julia?”
 
    
 
   With the chair vacated I was told to lower my pyjama pants immediately; a little bemused I hesitated not wishing to bare all to these two girls. 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   “NOW!!”
 
    
 
   This was shouted in true school mistress fashion and I quickly complied. Julia’s eyes now staring boldly at my private parts, I was told to sit on the chair and immediately noticed the warmth of the seat on my bare bottom. I was instructed to place my legs together and to put the sore swollen hand above my exposed thighs. Any departure of position now would cause the cane to lash into the front of one or both of my bare legs. A further refinement was to make me put the tops of my toes on the ground under the chair. This was to provide a natural trap, making it difficult to move the legs instinctively. Pleading and sobbing to be let off any more strokes, I was ignored completely as my hand was tapped into the correct position by the hard young school mistress. Such pitiful wailing would normally have softened the heart of most step-sisters, but not Julia she stood there and studied the actions closely. I think that the last three strokes were slightly less severe than the previous ones had been, the knowledge of the punishing mistress probably told her that my hand and particularly the fingers had almost reached the limit. Thankfully the cane used was the small standard issue one reserved for younger pupils, it’s combination of regular length and quarter inch thickness making it ideal for hand caning or a very sharp and stinging lesson across the buttocks, especially if they were bare. Left to nurse my dreadfully sore hand I struggled to undress and get into bed, all too aware that another tormentress would be visiting me in the morning.
 
    
 
   The sound of flip-flops on the corridor floor could be heard before I was quite ready on the second morning. Miss Nicola swooped in through the door at a pace.
 
    
 
   “Get to attention boy, I need a dip in the pool before breakfast.”
 
    
 
   I sprung to position before realising that I had again not remembered to put my pyjama pants over the end of my bed, but they were on the bed, even if in a heap. Picking up the pyjamas without comment and turning them inside out for a close examination, Miss Nicola’s dressing gown was not fastened up at all. Underneath she was wearing a pink spotted white bikini ready for her dip. Throwing down the pyjamas without comment she said, “This morning I require two good performances from you, we don’t have a lot of time. Which hand was caned by Miss Vicky last night?”
 
    
 
   “My left hand miss.”
 
    
 
   “Let me look.”
 
    
 
   I removed my left hand from my head and showed Nicola my swollen hand. It looked quite a mess. Clear welts across the palm and thick purple fingers made any movement with the hand very painful.
 
    
 
   “I don’t suppose you will want to be doing much with that hand, still now you know the penalty for disobeying the rules here. Get those legs well apart for me and start pulling with your other hand, quickly!”
 
    
 
   Moving the chair into what was her normal position, straddled across the seat facing me, I soon became erect and found the view of a now smiling Nicola displaying her brief but sixties style bikini, bringing me to the brink of orgasm very quickly. Before I reached the point of no return, I was commanded to stop and whilst my penis pointed lewdly at her, I was given an order that when she next told me to stop I would find it hard to pull my hand away, but failure to do so would not be advised. Told to continue it was only about thirty seconds before I was boiling to the surface. As the first spurt was on it’s way she shouted for me to stop. I pulled my hand away which caused this strange unsatisfying orgasm where the fluid seeped out of my penis and dropped onto the floor but unable to continue touching my swollen member, there was great reduction in pleasure compared to normal masturbation. 
 
    
 
   “Get yourself to the washrooms and clean yourself quickly, then back here and into position again.”
 
    
 
   I rushed out and washed my private parts quickly in the cold water using my flannel that was still there where I had left it from earlier. Back into the dormitory and Miss Nicola had removed her dressing gown and was stood examining my bed and locker in just her bikini. I could now see the extent of the freckles covering her lovely flesh. In today’s terminology she had a bottom to die for! Careful not to stand in my sticky mess, which was still spattered on the floor, I moved to a different place and stood hands on head, legs apart, nude and now shivering. Saying nothing again about the inspection of my locker and bed, she moved back to the chair and repositioned it, this time facing me and sat down. I was told to move closer to her until my legs were straddling her knees. Her legs felt warm, as she shocked me by immediately handling my flaccid penis. She carefully pulled back the foreskin until it was tight as a drum, running her fingernail around the rim, checking for cleanliness. I must say here that it was always fortunate that in this respect I was fastidious in this area. Her nails were long but not painted as was the fashion at the time. My penis soon grew back to erection as she handled it quite delicately. She seemed to have particular fascination with the eye in the end of my penis, which she prised open with her nail almost seeking to look inside. Whilst all this was going on I was breathing heavily and looking down into the bikini top, which drooped just enough to show the tan line, which was rapidly putting me in a high state of arousal. Noticing where I was looking, she smirked and told me to turn sideways between her legs. While still holding onto my penis with her left hand, I was suddenly shocked by a sharp slap to my bare bottom with her right hand. Unexpectedly I found this quite painful, this was followed by further slaps making me gasp for breath, how could this be when I was used to more painful attacks? 
 
    
 
   After twenty or so sharp slaps, some of which struck painfully at the back of my thighs, she stopped and quickly looking round spotted the mirror on the wall at my end of the room, which was meant to check your appearance before you left the dormitory. Turning her chair to face the mirror she demanded I place myself back between her legs but this time facing away from her into the mirror. The view was exciting as she leaned around me and grasped my erection in her right hand, telling me she didn’t want any of my horrible seed spurting on her. Nicola commenced a rapid and hard masturbation, pulling the flesh back fully, this even hurt at first. This I found was her intention. She had the ability to be either a gentle or harsh masturbatrix according to her whim. In spite of the pain, the view of the lovely Nicola in the mirror doing what she was doing sent me very quickly over the edge. Once again, she sensed my impending orgasm and just stopped her action. My penis spurted by itself, the semen splattering on the floor but with none of the additional pleasure for me. Checking her watch, Nicola quickly got up and recovered her dressing gown, telling me to get the floor cleaned up and get ready for breakfast. I just felt drained and strangely depressed. 
 
    
 
   “If I have time tonight I might just come and watch Vicky flog your other hand – you do realise you have earned a caning again don’t you?”
 
    
 
   Grinning wickedly she swept away down the corridor leaving me to quake at the thought of another beating from Miss Vicky.
 
    
 
   The day continued in similar vein, much hilarity from the girls, together with quieter conversation about me. It was during these conversations; with me listening unnoticed outside the door, that I learned of my fate and the rationale behind the way in which I was being treated. Nicola was asked how I was ‘performing’. She said that I was quite capable for my age, but not to worry, as by the time I was ready for punishment, she would have me totally wretched and worn out. Vicky explained to Julia that the purpose of constant forced masturbation was to make me feel dreadful but it’s main purpose was to make the punishment much more painful. Julia expressed surprise at this and was informed by Vicky that amongst other things she learned of this when as a teenager in Rhodesia, her parents worked at a special prison farm for young boys. It was really an African version of the Approved Schools we had in the UK, the discipline was very strict with total reliance on corporal punishment. Vicky told them that black matrons employed there had often told tales of forced masturbation for caning as it made it hurt much more. Nicola asked if the ‘special pants’ had arrived. Vicky said that they should be arriving in the post that day. There had obviously been previous conversation about this that I had not heard as Julia piped up that she really preferred to have me caned on the bare bottom. Vicky said not to worry as the item due to arrive should take care of her concerns. She went on to say that in SA punishments up to twelve strokes were given across naked buttocks but those deserving more were put into special thin shorts, which gave little protection against the pain but prevented excess cutting. In practise this meant that the cane was laid on much harder as there was less need to be careful and she had heard of boys taking up to fifty strokes, but to her personal knowledge twenty four was more common. Further evidence about the efficiency of this method was that at the nearby Naval Training Establishment boys up for punishment with a weighted cane were beaten across thin cotton trousers called ‘ducks’. All the girls laughed at this.
 
   
  
 

 
 
   “What do you think about your step-brother being given twenty four?”
 
    
 
   “How long will that cane mark him for?”
 
    
 
   “Probably for about a month – How long before your parents arrive back?”
 
    
 
   “Just about a month I suppose – the only danger is if my mother suddenly decides to punish him, but I don’t think she would do that with his father in the house and if he gave him a slippering it would be across his pants at least.”
 
    
 
   Having satisfied themselves that they would be in the clear, Julia asked some more general questions of the two girls about the corporal punishment regime at the school, and if Nicola ever administered it. Nicola said that she supported such punishment but had no particular interest in giving it herself, preferring to watch others do it, she would be limited to hand spanking and the slipper anyway as the cane was reserved for the head, deputy head and the two senior house masters of which Vicky just happened to be one. Julia asked what the policy was regarding the girl pupils and Nicola said that there had apparently been much discussion before the school went co-educational and in the end the decision was that such measures were unnecessary for girls and there was almost no precedent for such action in mixed prep schools. Most public schools and prep schools that turned from boys to mixed sex usually kept the prevailing corporal punishment regime but excluded girls from it. All the young women agreed that this was a good thing. Julia said that at her (now mine) old school boys were beaten in front of the class and sometimes in front of the school, she asked if that was the case at St Georges. Vicky said that the slipper was always given in front of the class but the cane was usually given either in the house master’s quarters or in the head’s office, but it was her practise to always punish co-offenders in front of each other. On the occasions that both sexes were guilty it meant that impositions or extra work projects were given to the girls and then the boys were caned before all offenders were dismissed. Nicola said that she often sent boys to Vicky for the cane as it meant that she could be present and get to see some of the older boys in the flesh so to speak. Vicky said that when both boys and girls were present she didn’t go any further than caning them over their trousers but on their own would invariably have them strip below the waist for the cane. Julia said she was under the impression that Vicky used the gym for her punishments. Vicky explained that this was reserved for boys undergoing a special punishment routine. This involved a form of punishment PT where they were made to undergo forced exercise around various apparatus until they were broken. The earlier they broke, the more severe the caning at the end of the routine. These punishments were always given on Sunday mornings after Church, which ensured that other pupils would not be around. Sometimes Nicola would just ‘happen’ to be present in the gym, mostly Vicky would be the only member of staff present. Special punishment in the gym was always carried out in the nude, this had been happening before Vicky started in her job as PE Mistress, so she saw no reason to change things just because she was female. Headmaster’s punishments were always in his office and usually not in conjunction with any other staff member. Vicky said she had however been present at a couple of his canings and could confirm that they were to be avoided. Mostly because he used a heavier cane and always bared the offending bottom. 
 
    
 
   I had heard enough for one session and tiptoed out into the school grounds for a walk. A Post Office van came to the school before lunch and I guessed that it might be the ‘special pants’, I shuddered at what they might entail. I watched some television in the evening and conveniently put the ten o’clock inspection out of my mind. At five past ten the corridor rattled to the sound of three sets of high heels getting louder and louder. The door bust open to reveal three girls fresh from their evening out. Quite casually dressed though this time. Miss Vicky in tight white trousers and tee shirt, Miss Nicola in a short but pretty frock and Julia in one of her pink jumpers and white skirts with white socks and pumps. Miss Vicky was carrying a small paper parcel with the end undone, which she tipped out onto my bed, to reveal what looked like a pair of baby’s nappy pants but obviously larger and the material seemed different to plastic but a similar colour, a sort of see through pink.
 
   
  
 

 
 
   “Strip boy quickly, everything off. Julia sweetie could you get the cane from the office.”
 
    
 
   I hurriedly stripped as Julia returned with that thin swishy stick. The item on my bed was held up for all to see. It was decided that I should don the said item as quickly as possible for them to see the fit.
 
    
 
   First glance told me they were going to be too small, as I placed my feet through the material. As I pulled them up my legs it was getting more difficult.
 
    
 
   “Get on the bed on your back and heave them up or do you want some encouragement from this cane?”
 
    
 
   I heaved and pulled until they were up. I was pulled off the bed and told to stand in the middle of the floor so I could be seen from all sides. The pants were very smooth material and felt like rubber but so, so thin. 
 
    
 
   “Just the job! See how his penis and balls are crushed to his body out of harms way and just look at that bottom!”
 
    
 
   “Bend over boy – further than that. Try and touch your toes.”
 
    
 
   I tried to get right over but the pants were so tight I couldn’t get further than my knees until my legs were kicked apart to allow my hands to go further down. The girls just gawked at my rear without comment until Nicola said, “It’s a second skin! Like he isn’t wearing them at all, look you can see through to each buttock clear as a bell.”
 
    
 
   “Yup, we’ll be able to see every stroke so aim shouldn’t be difficult. Feel it, it even feels like a second skin – it’s called latex.”
 
    
 
   I was prodded and poked by all the girls until they were satisfied and then Vicky said, “Of course he will still bleed, perhaps even quite profusely but at least the cuts won’t be deep ones.”
 
    
 
   Julia was impressed and asked how it was possible to hurt more with the pants on. Vicky said, “It seems that by compressing the buttock flesh it retains shape even after being struck hard and the pressure of the tight material makes it just hurt more – well that’s what the Navy think as well.”
 
    
 
   “Well I do like the way that the seem in the middle pulls in so that each cheek separates just as though he was bare. But they don’t cover any of his legs and I think a boy always needs some of the more unkind cuts to the tops of his legs.”
 
    
 
   Vicky admitted that perhaps no more than four strokes could be given in this area at a push. 
 
    
 
   “Stand up! Keep those legs apart boy. So tight you won’t be getting excited wearing these eh! Right hand out and up! There’s a little matter of your forgetfulness this morning to be dealt with. I’ll give you the first six as normal but then Julia here gets a turn.”
 
    
 
   So Julia finally gets to use the cane, but I was more than a little worried about her ability to use it on the hand. Miss Vicky was clearly experienced and every stroke landed where she intended. It was Julia’s turn to watch and learn from the sinewy Miss Vicky as she stood spread legged and wound herself up with the cane over her shoulder for the first stroke. My right hand quivered during the pause and I saw that Nicola had taken a seat on the bed opposite with her legs pulled up and arms encircled round her knees with her chin on top eagerly awaiting the caning to commence but seemingly with her eyes on my squashed up private parts under the tight rubber pants. Right on cue my eyes focussed on that triangle of exposed underwear that peeped out underneath Nicola, but before I could decide on the exact colour, Miss Vicky lashed the thin cane across my palm and followed through, exacting a loud yelp from me and an excited squeal from Julia. I managed to put my hand back into position slowly after each of the six strokes from Miss Vicky, but tears were rolling down my face and my hand seemed twice it’s normal size.
 
    
 
   “I’ve never seen a hand caning before, only bottom canings, it’s very intense isn’t it, seeing the pain in his face?”
 
    
 
   “Yes but we will get to see his face even when thrashing the daylights out of his bottom.”
 
    
 
   Now it was Julia’s turn, but as she took possession of the junior cane, Miss Vicky made me sit on the chair, hand above my bare legs. Now at eye level with Nicola’s knickers, only my tears spoiled the view. Julia took her time lining up the cane and heaved herself backwards to follow through with a stroke of staggering viciousness, but it missed my hand and landed right across my wrist raising a dark twin tracked welt. Vicky advised her to ease up on the power until she had got her eye in. 
 
    
 
   Crying pitifully from the cruel stroke to my wrist I held it quivering in position, fingers turning to cooked sausage already. I lost my nerve as Julia lashed the stick in, moving my hand but allowing the cane to stripe across the front of my thighs just above the knees. 
 
    
 
   “Move that hand again and you’ll be sorry you were born – that’s already earned you a penalty,” Miss Vicky warned. The next four strokes lashed in perfectly on target with only the last one given with the vigour that she started out with. Crying beyond myself, I watched as Julia studied the welts on my hand with pride. 
 
    
 
   “Time for your penalty and Miss Julia’s prize boy, get those pants peeled off now!”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t manage to grip the rubber pants as my hands hurt so badly. Nicola volunteered to remove them for me and sprung off the bed, gripping my hips and looking intently at my genitals she slowly peeled the pants inch by inch down my hips, with Miss Vicky telling her to be careful not to catch the inside with her sharp nails. Having removed them I was told by Miss Vicky to step inside the bottom rung of the bed end and she pushed me over the upper rail. 
 
    
 
   “Now then Julia a little treat by way of a penalty for him. Six hard strokes across the back of his legs, about half way should do. Give them quite quickly and you can lay it on as the cane is very thin and not too long.”
 
    
 
   With my face buried in the bed all I heard was the high pitched whistle as Julia took advantage of her first opportunity to use the cane in the proper manner albeit across my legs as they were saving my bottom. Not as devastating as the caning across my hands it still managed to produce a level of sting that took my breath away, especially as the strokes were given quickly one after the other. I was later to look at my legs in the long mirror and found that the strokes were quite widely spread covering from behind my knees to the top of the thighs. As the girls went away down the corridor Vicky was heard to reassure Julia that she would give her some coaching and let her get plenty of practise the following day.
 
    
 
   The next morning found me sore and finding great difficulty moving my hands to get ready for inspection. At least I did not have to dress, but I did have to make sure that things were clean down below as Nicola was bound to look closely before getting to work on me. Eight o’clock found me in position and flaccid awaiting my masturbatrix a full half hour early as instructed. When she appeared I found she was not as before, in her dressing gown but was wearing tight green shorts and a tee shirt top. Plenty to look at all the same. I had to show her my hands, the left recovering slightly and the right all plumy and swollen. Too sore to masturbate myself Nicola instinctively knew and pulled up the chair in front of me and began to masturbate me quite gently whilst talking about last night’s caning. Within less than a minute I was spurting white globs onto the floor as she quickly moved out of the way having stopped her ministrations. I was despatched to the washroom to clean myself up. Upon my return I was stunned to notice that she was now stood with just her shorts and pumps on. Bare breasted she was stunning. The tan line revealing stark white lower breasts with pink nipples stood proud in the morning air. I was told to lay down on my bed whilst Nicola sat down on the edge, her breasts jiggling as she sat. 
 
    
 
   “Put your hands behind your head, and put the soles of your feet together and don’t move position.”
 
    
 
   The positioning of my feet ensured that my groin area was wide open for her attention. I soon became semi-erect, due to the close view of Nicola’s breasts and at first the gentle movement of her hands on my penis and testicles. Using her usual format of pulling back the foreskin very hard, giving a mixture of pain and pleasure. This was followed by rapid movement causing me to gasp, partly at the discomfort of such harsh handling but also at the jiggling movements it caused her bare breasts to make. The oncoming rush was soon spotted by Nicola who ceased the manipulation and stroked and squeezed her own breasts as my seed just gently ebbed out of my penis, reducing all possible pleasure due to the lack of touch.
 
    
 
   “Get out and get yourself clean boy and back here at the double!”
 
    
 
   I rushed out to the washroom area and commenced to wash myself down. It took longer this time, as the sticky white liquid had run onto my body. There was quite a mess considering that the amount produced was much less than the first time I spurted over the floor. When I walked back into the dormitory I found that Miss Nicola had changed her persona as well as her clothes. She had replaced her tee shirt but had removed her shorts and panties. Stood in front of me with legs akimbo and holding between her hands the thin junior cane from the dormitory office, my eyes bounced from the luscious triangle of thick red hair covering her private parts to the bending and flexing cane in her hands.
 
    
 
   “I must not have you thinking that I am a soft touch compared to my colleagues, so get yourself into the standing position and get pulling NOW!”
 
    
 
   My sore hands commenced to pull on a now flaccid penis trying to bring about the required result for the third time in twenty minutes. I was feeling the usual physical symptoms of arousal but my poor penis failed to get further than being half erect.
 
    
 
   “Keep going boy. If I don’t see an improvement in that pathetic display by the time my watch reaches quarter to eight, I’m going to cane that insult your showing me, after all look at the extent to which I have gone to help you!”
 
    
 
   I was quite scared now. I had never heard of such a thing, having your penis caned, surely she doesn’t mean it. I failed to reach the deadline for improvement despite the mixture of fear and arousal. I was commanded to stand at the end of my bed as Nicola put one of my towels over the rail, my poor penis was now level with the towel and she rapped the cane against my bare bottom, shuffling me forwards until my penis lay over the towel supported by the rail underneath. Hands back on my head I watched as Nicola smiled wickedly and rubbed the cane in a saw like fashion across my penis. Raising the cane to about chest height she lashed it down, but I quickly moved away causing it lash across the towel with a thud. Seething with anger, she pushed me forward over the bed end and immediately lashed away furiously with the thin cane into the backs of knees and calves. It stung so much that after over a dozen strokes given at a pace of at least two lashes per second, I collapsed sideways off the bed gripping behind my knees and rubbing for relief and gasping for breath. I was pulled back up and repositioned at the end of my bed with penis over the towel. A novel method was then employed to prevent me anticipating the lash of the cane. Nicola held between her hands the panties that she had been wearing earlier and pulled them over my head covering my eyes. The gusset area was of course directly over my nose and mouth, for me, this provided me with the female aroma that I had discovered when rummaging in the girls changing room at school some months earlier. Without any preliminary warning the cane lashed into my exposed penis. I screamed and collapsed onto the floor grasping my injured member. 
 
    
 
   “Get up and get back on your bed, we have work to do don’t we?”
 
    
 
   Amused by my antics she had me confirm that I did not think she was soft; in fact I was considerably frightened of what she was capable of. I didn’t know it but I was about to be presented with my first close up view of female genitalia, even magazines didn’t show beyond a wisp of pubic hair in those days. I was told to put my hands behind my head and not to remove them under any circumstances. Nicola then climbed up onto my bed facing my feet, allowing me to see her bare bottom with a terrific tan line. The shape of her bikini pants ensuring the whitest of bottom flesh dipping into a darker area between her legs. Nicola squatted down slowly, opening up her small white buttocks, revealing the bright red of her sex, the lips opening slightly. She settled down on her knees with this wonderful sight just in front of me. A firm grip was taken on my penis and it now hardened considerably. 
 
    
 
   “Keep still, this is going to hurt, at first.”
 
    
 
   She commenced to pump in long strokes forcing back the skin and then pulling forward as far as possible. My penis was quite sore and sensitive after two ejaculations and the motion became more rapid and more aggressive as I gained full erection. The sight of her bottom and sex parts so close, together with female fragrances that would become familiar to me in future years, drove me ever closer to orgasm. The pain in my shaft was caused by the friction of the fast frigging motion but I eventually came to release my sperm at which point she dropped my penis and grabbed my testicles in a fierce grip and applied pressure causing me to cry out in distress and eventually beg for her to let go. She got up and giggles as I fought to recover from the unexpected attack to my scrotal sack. Her pants and shorts were back on before I recovered. Seemingly happy with my sobbing and holding of my sore bits, she said that would be my last inspection from her as tomorrow morning I would be preparing for a ‘proper’ thrashing. However just before leaving she said that she had one final unpleasant surprise for me but that would wait until before I left the school.
 
    
 
   After lunch that day served in Nicola’s quarters, I noticed that Vicky and Julia were missing; they must have lunched earlier. Still in her tee shirt and shorts from earlier, Nicola still cut a dash and would have tempted a priest with the amount of leg on show. Finishing my lunch and clearing away the plates, I was pinched on the ear by Nicola and dragged gently across the quad towards the gymnasium area. I was taken inside and along a corridor, then she put two chairs together and stood on one to look into a top window of the corridor into another room. Invited to climb onto the other chair, I found we were looking into a spacious room that was used as a practise area for ballet. Mirrors down one wall and the bar across the width of the room completed the lay out. However at this time it was being used for practise of an altogether different kind. A pair of shorts filled with what looked like pillows, hung from the bar. The legs of the shorts were held down taught with heavy looking coal weights. The shorts had several white lines across the seat, just then Miss Vicky could be seen rubbing a stick of chalk along the length of the cane I had seen her with on that first day. Julia was stood to one side watching as Vicky, dressed in what must have been her PE gear, similar to Nicola’s outfit, walked back about four paces from the impromptu bottom, leapt forward and with the huge cane held out behind her, brought the length of rattan forward and struck the proffered shorts hard. 
 
    
 
   Nicola whispered, “Not quite the right sound eh boy. Just missing that satisfying crack as it hits nice soft boy flesh!”
 
    
 
   Vicky had already carried out a number of these practise strokes and judging by the white lines across the stuffed shorts, they were very accurately laid on. She could then be seen but not quite heard in conversation with Julia, and demonstrating the technique of follow through. Julia’s turn was now to take place and we continued the clandestine view through the window. Julia had changed into PE kit but instead of wearing shorts was wearing a green skirt that looked like a PE skirt and white socks and gymshoes. Her hair had been gathered tightly into a ponytail and for all intents and purposes she looked just like a typical American high school girl. But this high school girl now held a vicious length of rattan and was smearing it’s length with chalk of a different colour to that which Vicky had used. Julia, on advice stood in position behind and to the left of the cloth bottom and brought the cane back behind her shoulder. Held in this position for a moment, Vicky coached her by getting her to twist her body correctly and bend the knees, finally explaining the wrist motion and the importance of follow through. The effort was not considered too bad, although the green chalk mark was angled downwards whereas Vicky’s white marks were almost horizontal on the blue shorts.
 
    
 
   “She will improve you know. By the end of the afternoon I bet between them they’ll split those shorts right open! I wouldn’t want to be your bottom tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   We withdrew across the quadrangle back to her quarters where I read a magazine and worried about the next day. I forgot all about the ten o’clock inspection, but just in time put myself into position by my bed as heels clicked in the corridor. It was Julia by herself this time. This was unusual, I was so used to receiving attention from the other two tormentors. Whatever situation I was put in and with whom, I always had to remember that Julia was my ‘bette noir’. She entered with that mischievous look on her face, one that always says she knows something that I don’t. Changed for the evening into a white cotton mini-dress and heels, her hair worn long, she exuded the perfume that she had virtually made her own. 
 
    
 
   “Get used to this boy, I shall be utilising these methods in future, whenever we are on our own.”
 
    
 
   She proceeded to carry out the inspection of bed and locker with an air of authority, picking fault in several places.
 
    
 
   “By rights I should be fetching that cane from the office, but as you have so much coming your way tomorrow we’d better leave that for the moment. You know you deserve it don’t you?”
 
    
 
   I asked why I had to be punished here by these other women rather than just by her.
 
    
 
   “Let’s just say that I am investing in some training. When Nicola told me all about Vicky I just couldn’t resist. It’s such a marvellous location don’t you think?”
 
    
 
   I told Julia that I was really frightened of what was going to happen the next day and asked her if she could tell me anymore about what was going to happen. She told me that all would be revealed and it was best not to spoil the surprise. 
 
    
 
   “Anyway it’s not been all bad for you, I know that Nicola at the very least has provided you with some of what your crave – looking at girl’s knickers. I have caught you trying to look at mine often enough and you had better watch your step in future because every time I catch you at it, with me or with any of my friends I’ll have you touching your toes like lightening.”
 
    
 
   Julia continued in a similar vein and all the time doing what she always does so well, being careless about how she sits and positions her long legs. Crossing her legs over always sees my eye line dipping to seek out any illicit view of what lies beneath her skirt.
 
    
 
   “Better get some beauty sleep now, Nicola will be coming to fetch you at nine, so you get a little lie in, but make sure you shower properly and be by your bed. Oh and you won’t be getting breakfast as we understand that it was medically unwise to give prisoners food before a judicial caning – well that’s what Vicky says anyway, night night!”
 
    
 
   In Part Four the girls set about making me as wretched and vulnerable as possible before handing out what can only be described as a cane flogging.
 
    
 
   Continued in Volume 4…
 
   


 
   
  
 

Ma’am
 
   True Dominance
 
    
 
   
  
 

By Sonny Boy Jacobsen
 
    
 
   Having laid out my choice on the bed, I ordered Sonny boy to push a low stool to its end. Then I got a silk scarf and a length of cord. “Now, slave,” I said, “before you dress me, you are going to perform a little service. For my amusement."
 
    
 
   “Yes, Ma’am.” He looked quite eager.
 
    
 
   “I am going to kneel on that stool and you are going to come behind me… and lick my bare bottom. You will not touch me in any other way. Understood?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Ma’am.” He bowed his head. Perhaps he had hoped to tongue something else!
 
    
 
   “However, you will not be able to see me, as you will be blindfolded. Also, in view of the privilege you are being granted, I do not intend it to be all pleasure for you. Come here.” Old Sonny boy got off his knees and came to me. I unfastened his penis restrainer, removed it, noosed the cord and then put the noose around his boy-balls, tightening it sharply. He gasped. “Kneel behind the stool,” I ordered. He knelt.
 
    
 
   First I blindfolded him, then I took the cord and ran it back and tied it to one leg of my dressing table, carefully adjusting it so that there would be quite a pull on his boy-balls as he leant forward to tongue me. I went and knelt on the stool. “There I am,” I said, pushing my bottom into his face. “Get that tongue to work.”
 
    
 
   I felt his tongue thrust out but at once shifted myself forward on the bed. He had to follow to keep contact. I heard him gasp. Then groan. There would be a nice, painful tugging on his boy-balls. I held my position. Sonny began to lick me zealously. First long, loving licks. Then more concentrated ones. He probed a bit. It felt good. Nothing like having your bare bottom licked to give you a feeling of True Dominance!
 
    
 
   “Get your tongue in, slave. Well in,” I ordered. At the same time, I moved forward fractionally. He whinnied with pain… but his tongue thrust in more urgently. I kept him at it for about five more minutes before calling it to a halt. Slipping off the stool, I removed his blindfold and then took a look at his boy-balls. My, they certainly were stretched out behind him! As I teased him back, he gave out a great groan of relief. No doubt about it, he had been suffering considerably for his ‘privilege’. That is as it should be. Finally, I un-noosed him. “Now you can dress me, slave,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Ma’am.” He was blinking in the light … and holding his boy-balls.
 
    
 
   “How dare you!” I cried. “You’re touching yourself … without an order!”
 
    
 
   His hand dropped at once. “I B-Beg pardon, Ma’am … it … hurts … so …”
 
    
 
   “So what?” I snapped. “Right. I’ll deal with that little matter after you’ve dressed me. I shall not be wearing nylons. Put my bra on first, then my pink bikini panties.”
 
    
 
   “Yes …  M-Ma’am …”
 
    
 
   He wasn’t too expert with the bra, but I overlooked it. The panties, too, he found difficult for they were simply tight skimpy bikinis. He guessed he’d be in real trouble if he ripped them. “There’ll have to be a good deal of improvement, slave.” I said. “You’re too clumsy.”
 
    
 
   “I … I’ll get better … I will … Ma’am …”
 
    
 
   “See to it that you do.”
 
    
 
   Next Sonny put on my blouse and blue jeans and finally laced up a pair of black suede hiking boots. He’d done the lacing often enough before so was quite good at it. Naturally, I always insisted that the laces crossed in a perfectly symmetrical pattern. A glance in the mirror showed he’d managed it well.
 
    
 
   “Go and fetch the cane, Sonny boy.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Ma’am.” He gulped. Back he came, knelt, and held it up in his palms. I took it and flexed it.
 
    
 
   “You know it is forbidden to touch that worthless thing between your legs - unless I order it.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “So you disobeyed my orders?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “However, since I do realize you were not touching it for pleasure, I shall be lenient.” I smiled down at him. “Just half a dozen. Bend over and touch your toes.” In an instant he was up on his feet and bending. Perhaps he had expected worse and was relieved. More likely his previous training under my tutelage made him so quick to obey.
 
    
 
   The first stroke - laid on good and hard - had him whimpering between clenched teeth as he jerked almost fully erect. Quickly he bent again. Number two was just as hard and fractionally lower. He whimpered more loudly, jerking up and trembling with pain. Down he went once more. And once more he got it. I was really laying on, testing his powers of endurance to the limit.
 
    
 
   “M-Mercy … Ma’am …” he whined as he bent for the fourth. 
 
    
 
   I gave him none, of course. It had him positively writhing in pain, his boy-butt flinching with dread. The fifth sent him into conniptions  … yelping with head thrown back. He leapt about quite a bit, much to my amusement, but he also knew he had better get his ass back in position before time ran out, thus incurring extra, penalty strokes. He bent back down … and over.
 
    
 
   The sixth was, if anything, harder than any that had preceded it and forced a howling cry from him. I saw that there was a hint of tears in his eyes as he knelt to kiss the rod and he was biting feverishly as he went to replace it. Yes … I’d certainly got through to him that time. All the same, I was quite pleased. Not many naughty boys could have taken six like that with such fortitude.
 
    
 
   He came back, kneeling once more. Most humble, uncomplaining, respectful. Excellent! “That concludes your duties for today,” I said. “You may now march yourself outside in the rain and drop your pants and panties down to your ankles, and you may masturbate to orgasm. Remember your manners. You must lick your fingers clean and swallow all of your ejaculate. Then pull your clothes back on … and get out.   
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “And don’t take too long about it, or someone might just report you to the police.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Ma’am.” Up he leapt, bowed, and scurried out. For a twinkling, I caught a glimpse of his well-whipped posteriors. Admiring my handiwork, I espied twelve bright red weals across his backside, just as there should be, six on each cheek. Not a bad job 'if'n' I say so myself! Eventually, I think I could learn to like this.   
 
 
    
 
   The End


 
   
  
 




 
   The Soft Touch
 
   Chapter 3
 
 
   By Jummbuck
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sissy-chrissy Fluffy Lambikins,
 
    
 
   This is the name I have settled on for you.  You are to use it for all written or spoken communication, unless I advise otherwise.   
 
    
 
   You have abrogated any right to be treated leniently or sympathetically.  You know why.  You would do well to keep this in mind.
 
    
 
   For the next six months you will be trained to behave in the disciplined manner I expect from you at all times.  Take careful note: I am a perfectionist and I will be thorough, meticulous and obsessive. Training will cover every aspect of your behaviour, bearing, conduct and thoughts.  Should you fail at any point to execute my directions and commands properly, express lazy traits or go against my wishes and desires, then you will be swiftly and firmly punished.
 
    
 
   Now remove your nightwear, go to the bathroom, carry out your ablutions, shower and shave then come back to your room and dress in the uniform provided for you in the wardrobe.  You are then to proceed to the desk downstairs where you will write a one thousand word essay on the topic, ‘Why sissies must always have their hair kept in a suitably masculine style’.       
 
    
 
   After this, change into the outfit hanging on the back of laundry door and prepare me a breakfast of bacon and fried eggs (sunny side up) with a pot of tea.  I do not expect to be disturbed until 9am.
 
    
 
   Miss Patricia Lamb.  
 
    
 
   This was the note I found on my dresser when I awoke at 5am the morning after my humiliating clippering at the hands of Jennifer Miles. The next phase of this strange, awful existence of mine had begun.  
 
    
 
   I had become all too familiar with ‘downstairs’ being stuck there often for extended periods while I was dressed as the woolly baby.  A former cellar, therefore constantly cool and chilly, it had been converted into a training / punishment room by Miss Lamb.  It featured various torments and implements, as well as a single school desk against one featureless wall.  
 
    
 
   After removing my nightwear and carrying out my ablutions, I opened the wardrobe to discover the uniform. Should I have been surprised?  There hung a schoolgirl’s gray winter tunic over a crisp white long-sleeved blouse. Around the collar was a maroon and white striped tie, and on separate hanger a maroon cardigan. Below sat neatly a pair of plain brown girl’s leather school shoes, on top of which sat a pair of folded thick woolen gray tights. On a separate hanger there was a pink knitted spencer, pink panties and a dreadful foundation garment to wear over them.   
 
    
 
   I dressed and made my way downstairs just on dawn and managed to complete the essay somewhere around 8am (I had to guess the time - there was no watch or clock down there to help me) then went upstairs and discovered the humbling maid’s outfit in the laundry.  
 
    
 
   It was navy blue with long-sleeves and fell below the knees. The sleeves and collar were trimmed in plain white lace, and a starched white apron designed to tie around the waist. To finish there was a matching navy and white trim hat, thick navy tights, and flat, plain black girl’s shoes.  Everything in the right sizes, of course.  
 
    
 
   At 9am on the dot I knocked quietly on Miss Lamb’s bedroom door.  
 
    
 
   “Enter.” 
 
    
 
   She was propped up in bed, reading some notes.  I walked carefully over to her bed and stood there, waiting for her command.  After what seemed an eternity, she placed the papers down and patted the blankets over her tummy.  I carefully placed the tray there for her.  
 
    
 
   “Go and make yourself breakfast - a hardboiled egg and plain piece of toast, no butter or spreads.  Then be back here in fifteen minutes with your essay.”
 
    
 
   I bowed my head slightly and went off to the kitchen. 
 
    
 
   When I returned I was ordered to stand at attention off to the side while Miss Lamb looked over my essay.  
 
    
 
   “How do I know who wrote this?”
 
    
 
   Huh?  “Ummm, I did ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “Who did?”
 
    
 
   “Um...Sissy-chrissy Fluffy Lambikins,” I responded with a vivid blush, overcome by hearing my utterly ridiculous and humiliating ‘name’ for the first time. 
 
    
 
   “Then I expect to see your full name on the top left hand corner of each page and at the close of any assignment or essay I set you.  Is that clear?”
 
    
 
   “Yes ma’am, I’m sorry ma’am.”   
 
    
 
   “I’m certain a solid dose of the cane will help you feel much more sorrow for yourself.”  
 
    
 
   She returned to the essay.  After about ten minutes came words to fill me with dread.  
 
    
 
   “This is appalling.”
 
    
 
   I shifted my stance nervously.
 
    
 
   “Do you know why it’s appalling?”
 
    
 
   Oh god...I swallowed uncomfortably before replying, “No ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “Your handwriting is almost illegible, I can see you’ve made at least twenty spelling mistakes, you’ve crossed out several words and lines and you’ve written close to twelve hundred words.”  My eyes were lowered but I could feel hers boring away into my very core.  
 
    
 
   “I do not expect to be presented with such sloppy work ever again.  You will spend the rest of the day learning how to write a proper essay for me.  After I punish you, of course.  Is that clear?”  
 
    
 
   “Yes ma’am.”  
 
    
 
   “Now your uniform.  Come closer.”  
 
    
 
   She looked me over and ordered me to turn around. “Lift up that dress. Ribbing on your tights crooked, hat not in place properly, apron bow not tied correctly.  Is that how a sissy maid should present herself in front of her superior?”
 
    
 
   “No ma’am,” I replied, feeling quite depressed that I’d blown this test as well.
 
    
 
   “You’ll receive eighteen strokes of the cane, on top of the twenty four strokes you’re already receiving for that dreadful attempt at essay writing.  Lift your skirt up again.”  
 
    
 
   I did so nervously.  “That bulge at the front of your undergarment.  Explain.”
 
    
 
   It had been so difficult to pull the garment on without having my caged penis bulge like this.  
 
    
 
   I swallowed.  “I couldn’t make it smooth like yesterday ma’am.  I’m very sorry if my penis should offend you like this.”
 
    
 
   “In future do not refer to your appendages as anything other than a sissy clit or sissy ovaries.  Is that clear?”  
 
    
 
   “Yes ma’am.” 
 
    
 
   “Good.  Six strokes for the bulge.  I can see I’ll have to show you how to dress your sissy clit and ovaries properly in future.  Mmmm, perhaps that cage is too unsightly for the outfits I’ll be dressing you in?”  She hesitated for a few seconds.  “Yes, it may well be that your clitty and ovaries are best secured with piercings and a chain running to a nice, tight tummy band.  We will see.”
 
    
 
   The cage was constricting enough, but piercings and chains?  I nervously resolved to pay greater attention at hiding my imprisoned penis better.  
 
    
 
   “Now take my tray away then change back into your schoolgirl’s uniform and wait for me in front of the punishment stool.   And you’d do well to remember that I expect that uniform to be in perfect order.  Dismissed.”
 
    
 
   Those forty-eight strokes became fifty-four: I’d folded the ribbing on one of the sleeves of the cardigan back unevenly.  Needless to say, my backside was a seared mess, as was my head, by the time the last of her firm strokes came home on my bottom.  But I had no time to dwell on matters for it was off downstairs for another try at the essay.  I earned several more punishments through the day, as I learnt a salient lesson in the difference between trying to do something and doing it properly.  
 
    
 
   Punishments like this became the norm over the following months, as any failure on my part to present correctly or carry out a task meticulously, saw Miss Lamb wielding one or other of her wide array of domestic disciplinary items across my behind, thighs, palms or fingers.  And there were other punishments too, some worse than others but all designed to remind me to do things properly.  
 
    
 
   One in particular was most unpleasant and occurred later that first week.  I spoke out of turn.  I should never have done it but I was exhausted by the sixteenth attempt to get started on an assignment of 500 lines she had set me.  Each time I made a mistake I had to start the page again, after receiving six painful whacks of the paddle or strokes of the cane across my bottom.  I pleaded with her for a break.  “You’re speaking out of turn, and for that you will have to learn another lesson.  Follow me.”   We entered the bathroom.  
 
    
 
   Miss Lamb picked out a fresh cake of heavily scented soap and began running it under warm water.  I was told to open my mouth as I watched a mass of suds form.  Still lathering the cake, she turned to face me.  “You are never to speak out of turn.  This should help make that very clear to you.”  And with that she popped the cake into my mouth.  “Close your mouth and bite down on the cake.  Now come with me and get back to your assignment.”  
 
    
 
   That cake remained in there for the next thirty minutes and when it left, I discovered just how little relief it offered from the ghastly taste pervading my mouth.  Oh, it was vile beyond belief, magnified by the glass of water I had to gargle and then drink every half hour for the next four hours.  
 
    
 
   “If you show such disrespect to me again, you’ll find yourself receiving longer mouth soapings.  Is that clear?”
 
    
 
   “Yes ma’am,” I replied despondently through soap saturated teeth and gums.    
 
    
 
   Unfortunately I didn’t learn the lesson very well – those longer mouth soapings came my way far too regularly over the following month.  The next instance I had to put up with it for a 24-hour period, receiving soapy top-ups every two hours during the day and twice during the night.  And for making Miss Lamb wake up every four hours, I was thoroughly spanked after each of the night soapings.  
 
    
 
   The next soaping went for two days, the one after that for three.  And then I copped a whole week of it.  I hadn’t said anything outrageous but that wasn’t the point.  After that, I managed to hold my tongue for the rest of the six months, a special soap container that Miss Lamb displayed in the bathroom, a constant reminder of what was in store should I misbehave again.  
 
    
 
   Fortunately at night I wasn’t spanked through these latter soapings – unfortunately, another horrible element stepped into its place.  Miss Lamb simply soaped up a special dummy for me every night.  It was oversized and could be filled with moist soap flakes, which would then be sucked out through the small aperture in its nib.  Restrained arms and ties on the dummy faceplate ensured a horrible night’s sleep.     
 
    
 
   And on the subject of dummies, I soon learned that Miss Lamb viewed them as an essential part of both my disciplinary and punishment regime.  Often with what one usually associates with them: nappies.  No, I wasn’t returned to ‘Sissy Wool Baby’, at least not on the scale of last month’s horrid punishment.  Still, they were put to use, and as I soon discovered, applied regularly.  I hated wearing one, like no other garment I endured.      
 
    
 
   The first time Miss Lamb re-introduced me to them was when I failed to leave the toilet lid down.  Don’t get the wrong idea - I wasn’t permitted to relieve myself le homme, I had to sit like a ‘little girl’ - but after I flushed, I innocently, absent-mindedly, left the lid up.  Half an hour later Miss Lamb called me from my ironing duties to the bathroom.  
 
    
 
   “What is this?” she said pointing to the offending item.  
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes and slumped a little.  “Inappropriateness ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, very inappropriate.  Go to your room and remove all items of clothing.”
 
    
 
   I did as she ordered and soon Miss Lamb entered, holding a large pink terry towelling item in one arm and a pair of pink plastic pants in the other.  “Hold these.”  I took them from her nervously.  She removed my chastity device and told me to lie on the floor.  I suddenly realised what was about to happen.  
 
    
 
   “Any failure on your part to toilet properly will always be met with a suitable punishment. And I’m of the firm belief that time spent in a nappy is the most suitable way to punish any sloppy, bathroom-related behaviour.”
 
    
 
   Once the nappy and pants were on I was put back into my maid’s outfit, albeit without the foundation garment.  
 
    
 
   “I have a simple rule whenever a nappy is worn: it will not be removed until it has been used in the function for which it has been designed.  That means that no matter how hard you to try to avoid wee-wees or plop-plops...” she hesitated for effect, before continuing, “...you will not avoid either, or both, fates.  Do I make myself clear?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “Good.”  She looked at her watch.  “It’s now 9.30am.  As I suspect you will be having a little difficulty adjusting to your predicament, you are not permitted to make use of the nappy until I personally supervise release at 3.30pm.” I didn’t know what was worse: going six hours without relief or having her watch over my soiling.   “Now get back to your duties.”
 
    
 
   Three-thirty arrived and I was ordered to my room to change out of the uniform then make my way to the bathroom.  Every step there was dread-filled.
 
    
 
   Miss Lamb was waiting for me and handed me a bright pink, knitted onesy to put on.  A dummy followed, then a knitted bonnet, mittens and booties.  “On all fours.  Face the toilet.”   
 
    
 
   “Lift your head up and look at the toilet.”  I did so.  “Good.  You might recall that when you were renting the room, you failed to place the toilet seat in the correct position on several occasions.  So this offence is hardly your first and for that reason I don’t intend being lenient with you now.  You will vacate ones and twos into your nappy.  You have five minutes.  Commence.”  She sat down on the white cane chair next to the bath.  
 
    
 
   Evacuating like this, with her sitting there in front of me, not saying a word, just observing: what an utterly crushing experience.  My ungainly shuffling...my awkward squeezing...my humiliation...my smelliness...I felt so shamed…
 
    
 
   She stood up.  “Very good.  You will remain in your nappy for the remainder of the day.  And at 8pm, after your bottle, we will repeat your supervised soiling.  I’ll then decide whether to send you off to bed still in your nappy.”
 
    
 
   She left the room and returned with a wooden-framed, hinged, body-length mirror.  “Over onto your back.”  She wheeled the bottom frame under my thighs and swung the long mirror over my lengthened form.  
 
    
 
   “You will study your situation for the next few hours.  Hands down the sides, no movement whatsoever, eyes open at all times.”   She walked out, closing the door behind her.
 
    
 
   I never left the toilet lid up again.  But within a week, I was back in nappies.  An unintended mistake...but what did that matter?  I had just left the bathroom when Miss Lamb stopped me and ordered me to lift my skirt and petticoats up.  She bent down, studying my crotch closely.  
 
    
 
   “How do I expect you to present your panties at all times?”
 
    
 
   “Arrr...spotlessly clean and arrayed properly, ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “Then what is that wet spot on them for?”
 
    
 
   A wet spot!  But I’d shaken my penis as best I could through the device around it.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t pay enough attention, ma’am,” I quietly responded.  
 
    
 
   “I can see that.  Well a solid dose of nappy punishment should ensure more attention to detail next time you use the bathroom.  Go and take your filthy panties and grubby petticoat off and then meet me back in the bathroom.”
 
    
 
   This time I didn’t avoid spending the night in a soiled nappy.  
 
    
 
   The following morning Miss Lamb painted a ghastly picture for me if I was lazy in the bathroom again.  “A third offence will lead to the administering of an enema immediately prior to you being locked into a nappy and left in the cellar for 24 hours.”  I paid painstaking attention to my bathroom etiquette from that point on.          
 
                                             
 
   ---------------------------------------------    
 
    
 
   I was never permitted to eat a meal at the same table as Miss Lamb; instead a child’s table and chair were set up in the kitchen against a windowless, plain wall behind the main dining table.  There I would consume every meal of the day, no matter what I had been doing earlier or what I was wearing.  “Even dressed as a schoolgirl, maid or secretary, you’re to be reminded that you are essentially nothing more than an emasculated, sissified little child.” 
 
    
 
   As every parent knows, food can be a source of tension with their children; a battleground.  Of course with Miss Lamb’s ‘child’ there was inevitable tension (mine) but certainly no battleground - everything on the plate, no matter what I thought of it, had to be consumed, and consumed in the allotted time set for the meal break.  No exceptions.  “I abhor wastage, especially after I’ve gone to the trouble of preparing your meals.”  Other than breakfast, she prepared all of my meals.  “Quality control,” she called it, with a chuckle.  Many meals were prepared and cooked on a weekend and then put in the fridge for use later that week.      
 
    
 
   All evening meals were devoid of taste, bland and utterly unappealing.  ‘Boiled to death’ vegetables, often swimming in their juices, sometimes mashed, sometimes whole; bland brown rice, over-cooked lentils or other pulses served with an array of appalling sodden vegetables.  And then the ‘meats’ I had to eat: nothing but liver, kidney, brain or offal.  Vile, vile, vile!  No meal contained even the rudiments of spices or herbs, bar some salt for health reasons (I did sweat a lot sometimes under all the layers of clothing I wore).  “You’ll receive enough hot chilli, hot paprika and the like in other forms,” she said with a laugh.                            
 
    
 
   Lunch usually consisted of one or two sandwiches of stale bread, a day or two old.  There’d be a smear of some paste, maybe a piece of cheese, a slice of uncooked eggplant or onion, perhaps a soggy bit of lettuce or cabbage to add some colour and variety.  Other times it would be triangles of fairy-bread - I wasn’t allowed to leave even one little piece of confectionary behind.  That could be quite a conundrum, as I wasn’t allowed to wet my fingers to pick them up.  At least I got to eat some fruit at lunch.     
 
    
 
   Breakfast was sometimes a couple of Weetabix with barely enough milk to cover the bottom of the bowl (and definitely no sugar or sweeteners), other times it was just a piece of cold, dry toast and one or two eggs, hard-boiled, undoubtedly the worst way of delivering that form of protein.  While Miss Lamb wasn’t often up at the time I ate breakfast, she frequently prepared elements of it the night before – there’d be a small amount of milk poured into a jug or a cold piece of toast left out on the benchtop to greet me when I arose.     
 
    
 
   Some meals consisted solely of baby foods, fed to me in a high chair Miss Lamb had been given by Elaine Thomas.  It was the only time I ever had food from a normal bowl, that’s if being served spoonfuls of baby food from a Peter Rabbit-themed bowl can be considered ‘normal’.    
 
    
 
   No noise was usually permitted while eating - thankfully the plastic children’s knife, spoon, plate and drink container I had to eat and drink from, helped me to follow that rule.  There were just two exceptions.  First, I was allowed, indeed expected, to make gurgling ‘happy’ baby noises whenever I was fed in the highchair and had just swallowed a mouthful of food.  Second, crunching noises were expected when I ate my daily dose of raw celery.  But more on that shortly. 
 
    
 
   Other than bread and celery, I was not allowed to touch any food at a meal with anything other than an item of cutlery.  Even fruit, which was always cut into small pieces for me to consume.  And most drinks were served in my child’s cup, the type with a spill-proof lid on it.  As for what I drank, tea, coffee and alcohol was no longer permitted.  “After all, children don’t drink such beverages,” she informed me.  Instead I was restricted to water, weak cordials, bland juice concoctions (ever tried juiced eggplant, zucchini or brussel sprouts, complete with the ‘pulp’?) or ‘milk’ (powdered milk or baby formula only).  Oh yes, every item I ate and drank from was emblazoned with Sissy-chrissy Fluffy Lambikins on it in bright sparkly pink letters.
 
    
 
   All of us have food we avoid eating, for whatever reason.  In my case, I can’t stand celery, in any form.  Always have.  Miss Lamb discovered this when I was still renting - she’d served some celery in a meal and I’d picked it all out and left it on my plate.  She didn’t say anything but the next night I found celery in the meal again.  Same thing; I picked it all out.  She asked why I’d left it there and I told her how I couldn’t stand its taste.  She didn’t find my joke about “banning it from the dinner plates of the Nation come the Revolution”, amusing whatsoever.  On reflection I didn’t either, but for different reasons.  Because now lunch always concluded with me chomping through a stick, or several sticks, of raw celery, followed by a cup of celery juice.  If she was in the kitchen I had to say, in the brightest voice imaginable, “Please Miss, may I eat my yummy, yummy celery stick and drink my yummy, yummy, celery juice?”  And afterwards, with that revolting, abominable taste in my mouth, I’d clean the dishes and tables and return to whatever task or duty Miss Lamb had allotted to me for the afternoon.  
 
    
 
   All these years later, I’m still waiting for the Revolution.
 
                                                           
 
   -------------------------
 
    
 
   A week into my training, I was finishing lunch after a morning of cleaning duties when Miss Lamb announced that I was to change into a “nice little girl’s outfit” for a trip outside.  Panic hit me...no, please, not in public...but a just completed, two day mouth soaping put a hold on my tongue.  I was petrified by what I thought was about to occur and couldn’t hold my nerves in.  My visible shaking amused her for she laughed and commented, “But you’ll look simply adorable all dressed up to face the chill.” 
 
    
 
   I was soon dressed in a thick Aryan-style baby blue turtleneck, a matching cardigan buttoned to the neck (the type with large wooden buttons), a three-layered, knee-length white petticoat, a pleated, heavy woolen tartan skirt short enough to allow the petticoats to peek out from underneath, two pairs of cream-coloured woolen tights and shiny black mary-janes.  Baby blue mittens and matching knitted hat were added, and as Miss Lamb pulled the latter’s ear flaps down and tied them off under my chin, she chimed in with, “All snuggly-buggly against the winter chilly-billies!  Just one more thing to add.”  With that she popped a dummy in my mouth.  I blushed.  
 
    
 
   At least my shorn head was covered - maybe no one would notice who or what I really was?  And then I cringed: “Yeah sure, there are lots of five foot eight, ‘five year old’ girls walking round town with Mummy.”  Oh god...     
 
    
 
   I followed Miss Lamb down the hallway, towards the shop front, every step its own little nightmare.  She opened the door and waved me forward.  I stepped gingerly in to the shop, a wave of goose-bumps washing over me.  The blinds were drawn - it was Sunday - but I was still a jangle of nerves, magnified when she turned the light on, moved in front of me and went and opened the front door.  
 
    
 
   “What a lovely day it is...why the sun’s out!”  She waved me forward, took hold of my mitted hand and moved me into the doorway.  My whole body was shaking and I thought I was about to pee my panties, I was that nervous.  “I’m sure you’d love to show everyone what a lovely little sissy you are, all dressed up in your lovely little girl’s woolies.”  No, no, no, please!  “Mmmm, I don’t think I’m quite dressed for a trip down the street but I could write you a note to take to the shop instead.  ‘Pleath Mitheth MacDonald, ma’am, Mummy wanths thome milk and cheeth’.”  Her loud cackle magnified my dread.
 
    
 
   We stood in the doorway for what felt like hours but was probably only a minute or two.  Fortunately the street was empty but then a couple in their twenties rounded the corner opposite, laughing at some private joke; I prayed I wasn’t about to become their public one.  And then Miss Lamb piped up.  “I might leave your trip to the shop to another day.”  And with that she pulled me back in and closed the door.  
 
    
 
   My relief was palpable and I raised my eyes to catch hers.  A beaming smile met me.  “Now, now, eyes lowered.”   Oh...ummm...yes, of course.  “Make your way to the punishment stool.  I will join you shortly.”  The six strokes of the cane I received for raising my eyes seemed almost a relief after what I thought I was going to have to go through that afternoon.  
 
    
 
   After the caning Miss Lamb led me to the backdoor, a thick fire-engine red cape in her hand.  “You can sit outside in the garden and take in the delights of a chilly, winter’s day for a little while.”  And with that the cape was swirled around me and buttoned up at the neck.  We made our way outside. 
 
    
 
   She positioned me on a bench against the house wall and I sat there for perhaps an hour.  While the day was cold, the multitude of layers I wore buffered me against the chill.  Snug.  I had to admit to myself that it felt quite lovely to be dressed in all these layers, sitting out there soaking up the milky-soft, winter’s sunlight.    
 
    
 
   These sojourns into the backyard soon occurred every few days; I began looking forward to them a great deal.  They afforded a break from my various duties, allowed me to simply relax for a little while.  And, to my surprise, I reveled in wearing layer upon layer of warm-as-toast knitwear and undergarments.  
 
    
 
   But I should have realised that Miss Lamb did nothing simply for its own sake.  I must have been outside in the garden six or seven times when she announced one morning, “You will spend today downstairs in your school uniform writing two essays.  The first is to be a 1,000-word account of your thoughts and feelings on being allowed outside in the garden.  The second will be 2,000 words long, describing in full detail what the garden consists of, that is, what the features are, what types of plants and structures there are, etcetera, etcetera.  For this essay you may use sketches to illustrate particular elements and features.”  
 
    
 
   I found I enjoyed writing both essays and a somewhat buoyant mood developed as I stood there in front of her while she read the first essay.  Judging from the several little smiles that emerged, I figured she must have been pleased with my account of how much I liked to sit out there in my snugly outfits, armed against whatever winter wanted to throw at me.  And I was relieved she used the red pen only three times.  Her seeming good mood meant I was hopeful of receiving just three strokes with the cane for these errors rather than her favoured bundle of six times-whatever she usually metered out as punishment.    
 
    
 
   Any comfort I felt soon received a solid shake-up.  After Miss Lamb finished reading the second essay, she led me out to the garden and pointed out the various things I’d failed to include or placed in the wrong spot, such as a garden ornament here, a plant there, a feature somewhere else.  I was taken back inside and given several firm reminders with the cane to observe whatever environment I found myself in, far more closely from this point onwards.  And no, the spelling mistakes weren’t forgotten.  Eighteen whacks with a paddle closed the punishment.  So much for my reading of her mood and temperament!        
 
    
 
   In bed that night I reflected on matters and came to the conclusion that Miss Lamb was not being arbitrary or punitive in any way but was actually intent on encouraging me to use my mind rather than blanking out - avoiding - experiences.  Yes, she may expect me to behave in a certain way, getting to that point where I carried out all duties and activities reflex-like, but she wasn’t interested in having my brain mush away.  I resolved to examine myself and my environment in greater detail from now on.  And with these thoughts came the easiest sleep I’d had for weeks.         
 
                                                           
 
   ---------------------------------                       
 
    
 
   I quickly discovered that Miss Lamb had a voracious sexual appetite and that it was my role and duty to ensure her hunger was satiated in whatever form she desired.  “Having my very own, fluffy little sissy has made me a very, very, aroused woman.”  And it was always in some form of woolly outfit that I learnt to please her.  As for my sexual needs...well, they weren’t a subject in which she took terribly much interest.  Except to torment me with - denial being the most obvious - or in certain contexts, one’s that I hardly found enjoyable or that offered relief in any real sense of the word.  But more on that later…   
 
    
 
   The first time I was introduced to her sexual desires occurred a few nights in to my training.  After dinner I’d cleaned the kitchen and, as expected, made my way to the lounge room to stand in front of her, there to await my next instructions.  
 
    
 
   She put down her knitting and looked up at me.  Of course my eyes were lowered but I’ve always had excellent peripheral vision so I could discern her subtle smile clearly enough.  I sensed I may be in for a caning, whether for something I’d done wrong or simply for her amusement.  
 
    
 
   “Mmmm, my very own fluffy sissy.  Oh you have no idea how much pleasure that gives me.”  She chuckled.  “But you soon will.  It’s time I started training you to please me in other ways.  Follow me.” 
 
    
 
   We moved into her bedroom and off came my maid’s outfit and the constricting tights and foundation garment too, to my great relief.  She handed me a head-to toe, pink woolen cat suit.  “A mohair blend.  I love its feel against certain parts of my body.”  I put it on, Miss Lamb buttoning it up at the back.  It only had one opening, a small hole at the mouth, multi-stitched around its edges for extra strength.  And as the soft gossamer-like fabric began dancing delicately across my skin, I felt my penis stir against its cage.  
 
    
 
   She put a leather collar around my neck followed by leather cuffs around my wrists and ankles then a similar belt around my waist.  I heard a chain being slid off a railing.  “This will come in handy.”   I wondered despairingly what I’d done to cop yet another torment.   
 
    
 
   I was ordered to stand still and through my mohair-blurred eyes, watched Miss Lamb remove all her clothes then put on a huge black mohair sweater that fell to her thighs, nothing else.  
 
    
 
   She stood in front of the mirror and began rubbing the fabric against her breasts slowly, keeping it up for a minute or so, a look of pleasure breaking across her face.  She then picked the chain up and looped it through the ring of my collar, through the wrist and ankle cuffs, back up to the waist belt then clipped it back on to the collar.  I felt myself involuntarily bend, and then bend even further, as she adjusted the chain length tighter.  “On your hands and knees.”  
 
    
 
   She had me move forward slowly and my encased head butted up against something soft.  I made out the shadow of her legs swinging over my head, and then her sitting down just in front of me.  She moved my head back slightly and then said one word as she pulled my head inwards again.  “Tongue.”  I felt her warm sex for the first time. My thoughts swirled; oh...
 
    
 
   I remained rooted to this spot for goodness knows how long; whatever discomfort I was going through soon faded away as her slight tilts of my head or softly spoken directions, helped me to help her reach wherever it was she wanted to be.  In that time she had several orgasms, each one taking longer to reach, each one more shuddering in its physical effects on her.  And then, after one powerful orgasmic explosion, my head gripped firmly between her thighs, she took a deep sigh then gently pushed my head away.  “Very good my fluffy little sissy, very good indeed.”  I wasn’t expecting praise like this; hearing these words made me feel enormously happy...and relieved.  
 
    
 
   Episodes like this became frequent and I was soon trained to pleasure her in several ways.  My hands became adept at working their way inside her, there for my cupped fingers to respond to her commands and quivers; my fingers, at stroking her clitoris.  One method she particularly liked involved having me lying on the floor while she rode a large dildo that was strapped in place around my mouth.  The device had a rubber guard for me to bite down on and she could spend an age riding that dildo to orgasm after orgasm.  And Miss Lamb also enjoyed using a dildo inside me.  The first time I watched her strap on the belt with its prominent, phallus-like appendage, I was absolutely terrified.      
 
    
 
   I begged her not to use it on me - this was the incident that earned me a whole week of mouth-soaping - but of course that didn’t help my situation one iota.  “For whining you can fill your mouth up with my cock.”  She grabbed hold of the back of my head and forced it down onto the dildo.  “It’ll always be suck before fuck, my little sissy.”  Even though it wasn’t a real cock I felt so horrible sucking away, so humbled.  “And now it’s nice and wet you can bend over and spread your rosy cheeks wide for me.”  And then she entered me, my arse searing, feeling like it would explode almost immediately.  My chastity cage had been removed and pretty soon the constant pressure and rhythm inside me resulted in an erection.  This pleased her immensely.  “Ooooh, you do like my hard cock in you, don’t you?”  I couldn’t bring myself to respond.  
 
    
 
   “Rub your little sissy clit for me.”  I hadn’t had any relief since that encounter with my ‘girlfriend’ when I was dressed as a woolly baby about three weeks earlier; I was desperate for relief but I was very worried about making a mess and then being punished for it.  I hesitated.  She leant into my ear and said in a menacing voice, “Rub your sissy clit.  Now!”  I somehow managed to avoid cumming for a few minutes but eventually her thrusting and my rubbing colluded to destroy my self-control.  Huge paroxysms of sticky cum poured over the mohair rug below me.  “You do like my cock!”   
 
    
 
   Regardless of her obvious delight at my orgasm, I knew immediately I was never going to get away with cumming without permission.  Sure enough, after having to clean the rug as best I could with my tongue, being caned, hand-washing that implement and then put to bed with the soaped up dummy, I found my penis swaddled in a chilli-coated and soaked poultice for the night.  I didn’t know what was worse - the soapy dummy I was forced to suck on, or the fiery sensations around my penis and balls that went on right through the night.  Fully restrained in my bed, in intense discomfort and pain, I barely slept at all that night.  Despite the discomfort and pain from trying to become erect, I was thankful my penis remained restrained in its cage the next time she rode me from behind.                                                
 
    
 
   ---------------------------------------------
 
    
 
   I could be made to change my outfits any number of times a day, an ordeal in itself.  And not only because each dress brought with it expectations of roles, tasks and duties: everything had to be presented perfectly.  Hemlines, collars, trim, adornments, shoes, undergarments, the lot.  
 
    
 
   Underclothing in particular, was a constant source of tension and dismay.  It varied between just panties, panties with tights, panties with a girdle, panties with a girdle and tights, panties with a half-body foundation garment, panties with a foundation garment and tights.  And any of these combinations with layers of petticoats.  The tights, girdles, foundation garment and petticoats were especially worrisome, and not just because they were so hard to get on and off, or up and down, as was the case whenever I had permission to go to the lavatory.  The simplest ‘imperfection’ in their presentation was a no-no.  This became apparent a few days after commencing my training.  
 
    
 
   I’d been working hard as a maid on various domestic duties all day and was halfway through a large pile of ironing when, out of the blue, Miss Lamb ordered me to stop what I was doing and lift my skirt and petticoats up.  She inspected my tights.  “The top hem of the tights is rolled over on itself several times.  Six strokes.  Now pull the tights down and show me your girdle.”  I still had hold of my skirt and petticoat so it was awkward but I obeyed.  “The left thigh hemline has a fold in it.  Six strokes.  To the punishment stool.  Twelve strokes in total, applied across the back of the thighs.”  It was that simple.               
 
    
 
   I was under Miss Lamb’s constant watch, which left no room for relaxation but plenty of room for punishments.  Even when Miss Lamb was in the shop-front or her office, I could never be sure I wasn’t under surveillance, as she had positioned small cameras in all rooms of the house, even the bathroom and my bedroom.  I forgot this fact during one unfortunate essay writing session downstairs.  
 
    
 
   There I was, in my schoolgirl’s uniform, writing away, when I absent-mindedly placed my elbow on the table and started nibbling at my nails.  After Miss Lamb had read the essay and punished me for the spelling and grammatical errors, she told me to sit at my table in the kitchen.  She poured some acrid smelling, clear liquid into a bowl, took hold of my hands and soaked the fingers and thumbs in it for a couple of minutes.  “Now start sucking your right thumb.  And suck good and proper.”  I did so and nearly gagged.  “Not very pleasant is it?”  I mumbled a reply through my screwed up face.  She placed a small clock-like device on the table in front of me, but with the face turned away.  “I have a little alarm here which is timed to go off every six minutes.  When it does you’re to place the next finger in your mouth for the same length of time.  After sixty minutes of this treatment I’m confident you won’t be biting your nails again.”     
 
    
 
   Miss Lamb enjoyed emphasising my predicament in so many simply ways.  Like sometimes I’d have to do the ironing in the lounge-room during the evening while she sat there watching something relaxing on the television.  My back would be turned from it; denied the visual emphasis, denied the relaxing aspect, labouring away, no matter what the time or place.        
 
    
 
   Television and DVDs were strictly forbidden, unless Miss Lamb wanted me to view something for a ‘lesson’.  Unfortunately the ‘lesson’ was often obscure at first, something that cost me dearly in the early days.           
 
    
 
   One morning after I’d served Miss Lamb her breakfast and helped her dress, I was ordered to change into one of my ‘little girl’ outfits.  She plonked me in front of the television, sticking a dummy in my mouth.  “You can spend today watching Series One of Heartbeat.”  Sounds pleasant enough, some light entertainment, nothing too challenging of course; who was I to complain?  Anyone familiar with the early series of this show will remember it was set in Yorkshire in the early-mid 1960s and it strived for an authentic look and feel; music, moors, vehicles, dress, etcetera.  And in that time and place, knitwear was a major item of clothing.  
 
    
 
   So there I am, sitting absolutely still in front of the box, watching all ten episodes of Series One in a single day.  Not as easy as it first seemed.  And it got a lot harder when it was all over.  Miss Lamb handed me a large A4 envelope, told me to change into my schoolgirl’s uniform then head downstairs to the desk, open it and start the examination contained within.  
 
    
 
   I had one hour to complete the test but even if I’d had a week, I know I would have bombed out.  The questions?  
 
    
 
   In Episode Two, Doctor Rowan wears three cardigans.  Describe the styles, colours and number of buttons of each item.  
 
    
 
   How many buttons are done up on Doctor Rowan’s mohair cardigan in Episode Seven?          
 
    
 
   A patient visits Doctor Rowan in Episode Four.  What was the colour of her woolen hat and scarf?  How many buttons did her cardigan have?   
 
    
 
   Doctor Rowan and her husband Nick, visit the local public house in Episode Five.  He is wearing a turtleneck while Doctor Rowan is wearing a/ a blue mohair cardigan b/ a yellow mohair cardigan, or c/ neither? 
 
    
 
   Miss Lamb had a simple pass mark for any exam: 100%.  So scoring 10% for this test didn’t auger well for my behind.  When I sat down (with a very sore bottom!) the next day in front of the television to watch all of Series Two of Heartbeat, I had a much better idea of what I needed to concentrate on.  But after six or seven consecutive episodes, the numbers of buttons on a cardigan or the exact type of woolly garment some character wore in an earlier episode, began to blur.  The 75% I scored for the exam that followed, again proved woefully inadequate in avoiding a severe punishment. 
 
    
 
   Every essay, assignment or examination had similar themes, focusing on knitting and knitwear or emphasizing ‘girly’ and ‘sissy’ clothing, mores, manners and behaviours.  In her words, “Fluffy little sissies need to absorb, absorb, absorb.  And quickly.  Or else.”   
 
    
 
   To this end, I was given all manner of activities to absorb.  She could hand me a complex sewing pattern and tell me to copy it out perfectly on graph paper (including ruling up the graph on blank paper); give me a knitting text book to study then examine me on different styles and patterns; set me an assignment on a lace trimmed blouse worn by some actress in a movie; have me write sonnets or haiku about satin bows or lace petticoats; give me essays to write on subjects like Why pretty buttons are the making of a little sissy’s cardigan or Themes for embroidery on girl’s cardigans - discuss.      
 
    
 
   One day she sat me down to watch The Children’s Hour, an early sixties film starring Shirley MacLaine and Audrey Hepburn.  To summarise, they’re close friends who start a school together only to find they’re accused of a lesbian affair.  Both happen to wear cardigans a lot, particularly in the last half.  
 
    
 
   At the end I was given the following assignment:  Describe the relationship between Miss MacLaine’s and Miss Hepburn’s cardigans.  One thousand words.  A completely silly and bizarre topic, intentional so.  So I responded with some silliness of my own, recounting the story of how the relationship between these cardigans evolved, as they hung closely together in the same wardrobe.  They discovered they came from the same sheep but had become separated in the sorting process: Miss MacLaine’s had been made into a lovely, pale, soft lambswool cardigan while Miss Hepburn’s had sadly been mixed with acrylics (it was the height of early synthetic blends, after all).  Initially the two cardigan’s relationship was just supportive and platonic but before long their emotional needs and physical closeness tumbled over into an extremely steamy, button-to-button hole, lesbian relationship.    
 
    
 
   Miss Lamb obviously found my story amusing, chuckling and laughing away and I struggled to keep a straight face when she finished and looked up at me with a wide, beaming grin.  And then it disappeared, replaced with a very stern appearance.   “I don’t recall Miss MacLaine or Miss Hepburn sharing a bedroom, so how did their cardigans end up in the same wardrobe, hmmm?”  Oh, a bit of a hole in my story...  
 
    
 
   “And if the wool came from the same sheep, then it means the cardigans had an incestuous lesbian affair.  And we can’t have that, can we?”
 
    
 
   I guess not.  
 
    
 
   “Make your way over to the punishment stool.”  
 
    
 
   And I thought I’d been so clever.                    
 
    
 
    
 
   Continued in Volume 4...                                                                                     
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   Chapter 4
 
 
   By Steve Forsythe
 
    
 
   Equally vivid are my recollections of the second time that I spent in Sandra and Caroline's company. Caroline introduced Sandra to a new 'game' played at my expense. A 'game' that they have played on far too many occasions since! 
 
    
 
   Sandra came round in the early evening. After serving drinks I was dismissed and told to meet them outside my 'play room'. I scurried off and spent some thirty minutes or so standing with my hands on my head as I knew I should. Naked and shivering in trepidation of what might be planned. 
 
    
 
   Finally I heard their light footsteps on the stairs and giggles. As usual they'd had one too many for my good. Caroline came up behind me and gently looped her arms around me and caressed my chest. "Mmmm, tonight we're going to have some fun," she sighed. I could feel the soft fabric of her blouse and the coarser feel of her skirt against my flesh. It was highly erotic and blood coursed through my body, engorging my organ, encased as it was in its metal sheath. 
 
    
 
   Sandra came round the front and gently squeezed my nipples. My erection as expected strengthened. "Who's a big boy," she giggled, "is William coming out to play?" 
 
    
 
   Caroline meanwhile was gently stroking my groin. It was all too much and I strained at my chastity belt. 
 
    
 
   "Come on, inside," coaxed Caroline. I was then made to lie down, face up on the medical table. "Now this is our game, not yours," grinned Caroline, taking hold of my left hand, "we don't want you jacking yourself off too early do we?" 
 
    
 
   My arm was slowly pulled down and bound tightly with a ski strap to the left leg of the table. She then came round and did the same with my right arm. I could feel the butterflies pounding in my stomach. Whatever was planned would not be for my pleasure. Next my legs were secured and finally a leather belt around my waist. I couldn't escape and I was, accordingly, on the verge of tears. Sandra was simply looking on, smiling, whilst Caroline slowly, methodically, silently, went about the task of securing me. 
 
    
 
   "Look!" she finally exclaimed, as she dangled the keys to my chastity belt before me. "We're going to play with little William. How long has it been since little William spurted his juice out eh?" 
 
    
 
   I was too scared to answer. "How long?" she angrily snapped. 
 
    
 
   "Three months" I replied my voice quivering with fright. 
 
    
 
   "You must be looking forward to a bit of fun then?" smiled Sandra, "and two ladies to play with it too. How lucky can you get? After three months you must almost be coming through your ears!" she laughed. 
 
   How lucky in deed I thought to myself as Caroline pulled the metal sheath off and my organ sprang erect, oblivious to my predicament, it sought only the relief it had been denied for so long. 
 
    
 
   "Gosh its big!" exclaimed Sandra, "what a waste all cooped up like that. I couldn't take three months of nothing at all." 
 
    
 
   "Mmmm, what's this?" smiled Caroline as her forefinger scraped at the slit and removed a spot of juice. She brought her finger to my mouth for me to lick it off. Meanwhile Sandra gently stroked my chest and teased my nipples. I was clawing for relief as they continued to toy with my penis and stroke me. My frustration was an entity of it's own right. My organ felt like a solid rock bursting for relief. 
 
    
 
   "Now do you want a wank or not?" asked Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "Oh gosh Ma'am yes please, I'm desperate,” I begged. 
 
    
 
   "Good," she said "let's put you out of your misery, when I'm finished I promise you you'll be quite sated." Caroline then gripped it in her soft hand and started to slowly, but gently, pump it up and down. I closed my eyes in blessed relief. I couldn't believe it. She was really going to let me come. 
 
    
 
   "They look so funny when they cum," she laughed at Sandra. But the humiliation meant nothing to me. I was gently sighing, eyes closed in total satisfaction. After three months of denial and teasing they could laugh all they liked. 
 
    
 
   "How many men have ruined their lives just to satisfy their lust?” mocked 
 
   Sandra, "when it comes to the crunch it rules their whole existence." By now I didn't care. I was positively euphoric. Half a dozen more strokes and I'd explode. Nothing else mattered. I was almost there. 
 
    
 
   "Oh God Ma'am" I murmured. "Thank you." This was heaven. My tribulations were going. Truly I was ruled by my prick and this one climax, by hand, was worth everything. My mind was afire. Just a few more seconds… I couldn't believe it. It was magic. I was going to explode like never before. It was to be the climax of all climaxes. I was totally in this creature's power. Like a baby in the womb I was helpless, as one with her. I was hers…totally and utterly. It meant everything to me. She was so soft, so gentle. I opened my eyes. She was beautiful. She smiled at me. My breathing was getting faster as I started to gasp for breath, any second now. 
 
    
 
   "Oh god, thank you Ma'am, I'm yours... totally," I murmured. 
 
    
 
   "I think I'd better stop now,” grinned Caroline, coldly stopping and squeezing hard on my knob while maintaining that intoxicating grip. 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am don't stop, just a couple more strokes," I whispered. 
 
    
 
   "If you play with them too much they just shoot this white sticky stuff everywhere,” she laughed to Sandra, ignoring me totally. 
 
   "Uuugh, how revolting!" grimaced Sandra with a wicked laugh. "Would you do that?" She smiled down at me as she continued tenderly toying with my pulsating cock. "We don't want that happening do we?" Caroline cried in mock horror as she let go of me as though I was a hot panhandle she'd grabbed by mistake. I couldn't believe it. I was on the edge. My frustration was going to blow me apart. 
 
    
 
   "Oh dear," smiled Sandra, "just look at all that sticky stuff at the end?" 
 
    
 
   "OK then put it away now," continued Caroline, "you've had your fun. We don't want you shooting muck everywhere too." Needless to say my penis throbbed away, painfully erect. 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am, I need it. Please don't stop," I begged, "you said you'd relieve me. You said I'd be 'sated'. I need it so bad. I can't think of anything else." 
 
    
 
   "Maybe he needs something to take his mind off it," Sandra wickedly smirked. 
 
    
 
   "He'll have his mind off it if he doesn't get rid of that erection right now," snapped Caroline. I couldn't believe it. I'd fallen for their cruel games again. Yet nothing registered properly, I was so desperate for relief. 
 
    
 
   "I'm going to count to three," Caroline coldly announced, "if that lump of gristle is not as limp as a slug by then you'll regret your disobedience. Is that clear?" Her voice was like hoar frost, dripping with icicles of pure contempt. 
 
    
 
   I shivered as she began. "One… two..." a little louder. Needless to say my penis remained proudly erect, defiant. What could be expected? 
 
    
 
   "Three," she announced to deathly silence. "So you're going to disobey me are you?" she coolly advised. 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am no; it' not that; I just can't do anything about it," I pleaded. 
 
    
 
   "Well it looks like we'll have to doesn't it?" grinned Sandra picking up two long wooden rulers and passing one to Caroline. A lump grew in my throat to match my erection. Surely they wouldn't. 
 
    
 
   "Stern measures are need for naughty little boys like little William here,” she said as she tapped the ruler in the palm of her hand. 
 
    
 
   "Yes indeed," echoed Caroline as she slapped the ruler hard on the leather near my groin, "I'm sure you won't mind us dealing with William since you obviously have no control over him." 
 
    
 
   "Please no," I screamed. "It’s not my fault." 
 
    
 
   "Visitors first," chuckled Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "No after you," politely smiled Sandra. 
 
   Caroline pulled my penis upright and slipped one long nail into the slit. She then drew the ruler back as my eyes opened wide in total fear. The ruler was then brought smartly down as hard as she could, her wrist whipping it full against the underside of my penis. I howled in pain. I was still howling when the second stroke fell with equal viciousness. I screamed and squealed to no avail. It was unrelenting agony. Fifteen spiteful strokes fell in rapid succession on the underside, topside and head of my penis. I screeched for mercy. 
 
    
 
   "Gosh he sounds like a stuck pig,” laughed Sandra. 
 
    
 
   "Yes they always act like a baby when they don't get what they want. It doesn't hurt that much though." 
 
    
 
   How would she know? I couldn't believe the raw pain. "And if it does; so what? It's good for them. If he hadn't wanted it he would have put it away when he was told to." 
 
    
 
   I was sobbing with pain, the frustration forgotten in the agony that blazed through me, when she laid down the ruler. 
 
    
 
   "Your turn," she calmly announced, "William obviously enjoys it; he's still erect." 
 
    
 
   "No more…" I screamed and blubbered. 
 
    
 
   "What's all the fuss about? We're only smacking William and you can't control him. So why are you screaming?” mocked Sandra. 
 
    
 
   "Ma'am it hurts too much," I gasped. 
 
    
 
   "But you said you couldn't put him away? So if he's not part of you what's all the fuss about?" toyed Caroline with an evil smirk. 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am, it is part of me" I yelped. 
 
    
 
   "Then you were disobedient so you deserve what you get" she snapped back. I couldn't win. I shook my head from side to side in fearful dread. 
 
    
 
   "Come on Sandra. Fifteen. And pay plenty of attention to the head. Its nice and tender there." 
 
    
 
   And sure enough, Sandra smashed that ruler down fifteen times; eliciting screams loud enough to wake the dead. I bellowed like a dervish as each malevolent stroke fell. And she paid plenty of attention to the knob. Through my veil of tears and the mist of pain I felt her lift up my penis to clear the way for an attack on the underside. There was nothing I could do. If I complained that it hurt they simply said it was my fault for being naughty. If I claimed I couldn't control the erection then they felt I shouldn't feel anything. I was frantic, trapped and close to feinting from pain. They simply treated my penis as though it weren't a part of me. 
 
   Finally she stopped. Her fifteen strokes complete. "I think I got a bit carried away,” laughed Sandra. Thirty wicked blows left me writhing and blubbering in anguish. 
 
    
 
   "See William likes it; for all the fuss," smiled Caroline, "he's still erect... asking for more." Unbelievably my penis, despite the pain was still rigid when I looked down. It was decidedly red, but certainly firm as I continued to groan in pain long after the last stroke. Their voices coming from some place far away. Somewhere outside my world of pain. 
 
    
 
   "What a cry baby he is." My tears had flowed freely, the salt prickled at my lips. It was with disbelief that I finally registered Caroline's question. 
 
    
 
   "So which ruler did you like best?" she queried. Was she serious? The words echoed through the caverns of my mind, a mind tormented by the shards of pain that repeatedly bounced around, scorching up from my tortured organ. 
 
    
 
   "Well?" she commanded more firmly. 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am" I mewled, choking with pain, "they hurt, I don't like them." 
 
   "But you must like one more than the other?" she persisted with a twinkling smile. 
 
    
 
   "No Ma'am, they both hurt the same,” I sobbed. 
 
    
 
   "Well maybe we'd better let you have another feel of them both so you can decide which one you prefer?" 
 
    
 
   "No, please no, oh no, I can't, please no" I gasped in total fright. 
 
    
 
   "Ten each," she calmly advised Sandra, totally ignoring my whimpering pleas. 
 
   "No Ma'am," I screamed, "I prefer yours, please I prefer yourssss... no more, please, no more." I was in a total panic. I barely registered Sandra's words as she lifted my tortured penis "Too late, you're making it up. Now pay attention, mine first..." 
 
    
 
   By the time the twenty savage blows had rained down I was incoherent with pain. My brain unable to register and cope, I dribbled saliva down my mouth, mingling with the salt of my tears. I was crying out loud like a baby. I couldn't hold back. I could feel the dark sounds ululating from deep within me. 
 
    
 
   "Well which one do you prefer?" Sandra coldly asked, oblivious to my suffering. 
 
    
 
   "Oh, my god, Miss I can't take it," I wailed fearful of giving a wrong answer. Yet I knew I must pick or face another dose of both. 
 
    
 
   "Come on," Caroline tartly ordered, "or I'll give you something to really cry about. All this fuss over a few playful swats," she winked at Sandra. 
 
   "Please, Ma'am.... I...prefer...yours," I finally blurted out. I was more afraid of upsetting Caroline than Sandra. 
 
    
 
   "You get to pour the drinks then," Caroline smiled at Sandra. I lay there sobbing like an infant while Sandra went off. Caroline began gently stroking my forehead, pushing back my hair and wiping away my tears. 
 
    
 
   "Sssssh now," she said in her most maternal voice, "it'll soon be over. Just remember it's for your own good. It'll take your mind off wanting to play with yourself. And we're having a lot of fun helping you." She was truly the cruelest woman imaginable. Finally Sandra returned with two gin and tonics. They sipped them and exchanged a few pleasantries. Sandra asked if it wasn't too much for me. 
 
    
 
   "No, he'll be right in the morning," advised Caroline, "a little tender, but he'll live. It's not as though he needs to use it for anything important." It was as though I wasn't there. Certainly I didn't matter. I shivered through my pain as I watched them drink, fearful of what their further intoxication might lead to. 
 
    
 
   "But first," Caroline continued as she placed her drink down on the table, "another twenty from my ruler since he likes that one." 
 
    
 
   "No, nooooh, for Christ's sake no," I beseeched her. I was literally paralysed with fear, in the grip of a panic attack, as the first stroke rained down sending me into a frenzy of hysterics as the pain once more exploded in its intensity and enveloped me. I shrieked and screamed as each blow bounced down. Caroline was quite unperturbed. She slackened off not once, each blow falling with a fearful full swipe of her arm, working like a metronome she slowed not at all. I begged and pleaded for her to stop but she ignored both my entreaties and the concerns of Sandra. 
 
    
 
   "Just ignore him," she told Sandra, "they all cry over nothing as soon as you play with their Willy. They just like getting their own way.... besides he said he liked it. Didn't you? Didn't you?" she shouted down at me as two more spiteful blows landed to punctuate her words. 
 
    
 
   "Didn't you?" she yelled as yet another spiteful blow fell. I finally registered she was asking a question of me. 
 
    
 
   "I didn't say I liked it," I moaned, "it hurts." 
 
    
 
   "Maybe you'd prefer Sandra's then?" 
 
    
 
   "No I prefer yours," I squealed in fear of another dose from Sandra too. I didn't need the same again from Sandra. At least Caroline's twenty had to be nearly complete. 
 
    
 
   "See?" she laughed at Sandra. I was resigned to the worst, again totally broken. Pathetic, haggard, ashen-faced. 
 
    
 
   "Well we were up to fifteen...." grinned Caroline, "now we'll give you one more chance to make up your mind.... do you like my ruler or do you want your twenty from Sandra's instead." How could she be so calm over my agony, I thought as I sobbed away. Appalled, intimidated, trapped and totally helpless I could do nothing but reply, as she wanted. It was Hobson's choice. If I said I didn't like her ruler I'd get Sandra's...and so on. 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma’am... I like your ruler best," I wept. 
 
    
 
   "Right, you heard him," she said to Sandra. "This is hot and thirsty work," she said sipping at her gin and tonic, "but he likes it and it's good for him... so let's finish it off. Twenty wasn't it?" Surely she wasn't going to start again anyway? I prayed fervently for deliverance from this harridan. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am," I groaned resigned to my fate. I had no option. It was twenty however I looked at it. Eighty-five strokes all together!!!! Needless to say I was incoherent when she finally put the ruler down. "Now that's better,” she grinned impishly. 
 
    
 
   "Gosh, it certainly looks sore now,” said Sandra, as she fondled my limp and bruised organ while I winced and whined. It was no longer a part of me, just a throbbing mass of bruised and painful flesh. 
 
    
 
   "It's certainly taken it down a peg or two," laughed Caroline. "Fancy a wank still?" she laughed as I groaned and melted into tears of despondency and travail. 
 
    
 
   "No, Ma'am" 
 
    
 
   "See, cured!" she laughed triumphantly at Sandra. "Anytime you feel desperate for a wank now, you just tell me and I'll help you over it. I told you you'd be sated when I was finished," she flippantly mocked me. I was too distraught to say anything. I still needed relief so bad yet I couldn't bear to have my penis touched it was so bruised and sore. 
 
    
 
   "Now is it as sore as it looks?" she kindly enquired. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am" I whimpered. 
 
    
 
   "Well it certainly looks like a slug now," derided Sandra. 
 
    
 
   "Yes a big squishy red one," giggled Caroline, "and you've only yourself to blame if it's sore. If you'd put it away when you were told you wouldn't have had a problem. I said I wanted it looking like a slug. But you reckoned you couldn't do it didn't you?" she teased. "It takes a woman,” she laughed. 
 
    
 
   "Actually I think we'll call it slug from now on. And I want to see it soft and squishy whenever I check on it. Is that clear?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am" I groaned. 
 
    
 
   "...or else. If you can't make it soft and squishy you know I can don't you?" 
 
   "Yes Ma'am." 
 
   "That's much better. Yes I can make it very squishy can't I?" she grinned. It was hopeless. How could any male living as I was in total frustration be expected not to get an erection in front of a gorgeous female? 
 
    
 
   "Now would you like me to put something on it to take away the pain?" asked Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "Yes please Ma'am," I gratefully sobbed. 
 
    
 
   "OK Sandra have you got that soothing cream?" she smiled. 
 
    
 
   "Here it is.... an analgesic rub, apply as required." 
 
    
 
   "Ralgex, just perfect," responded Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "Oh no Ma'am," I cried out utterly bewildered at the this turn of events, "please not that, it's a heat cream, it burns." 
 
    
 
   "Don't be silly, you heard what the label says?" 
 
    
 
   "No Ma'am please Ma'am I'm alright." I was panicking again. 
 
    
 
   "Are you rejecting my kindness?" Her voice turned ominously steely. 
 
    
 
   "Oh please no Ma'am, it burns though, please not that,” I fretted. 
 
    
 
   "Maybe he's not sore after all?" chimed Caroline "maybe you need another twenty of my ruler if you're not that sore? It was all an act all those screams was it?" 
 
    
 
   "No Ma'am, pleeease" I begged, "it hurts I just don't want Ralgex on it." I was now totally panic stricken. I was once more trapped and helpless in their wicked web. Once more they were toying and tormenting me, and once more I was going to suffer dearly for it. But surely they couldn't inflict anything more on me I prayed. I struggled vainly at my bonds, but I was ensnared, as helpless as a baby. 
 
    
 
   "Well I think another twenty must be in order after all,” Caroline calmly intoned. 
 
    
 
   "Can he take it? Sandra asked, a trace of genuine concern in her voice. 
 
    
 
   "Of course he can," Caroline tartly replied, "it all an act. They scream over the slightest things. Real babies." 
 
    
 
   How could she say that? I was enflamed in agony, my penis bruised and swollen. 
 
    
 
   "Noooo…" I screeched as I witnessed Caroline with a sadistic grin pick up the ruler again. "Well what is it? The ruler or the ointment?" 
 
   "Ointment Ma'am," I whispered through clenched teeth as I tried to be brave. I knew that to ask otherwise would only result in twenty strokes and then the same choice again. 
 
    
 
   "I can't hear you." 
 
    
 
   "Ralgex please Ma'am," I cried aloud, broken. 
 
    
 
   "I want to hear you ask really nicely or I'll assume I haven't hurt little slug yet and give you another dose of the stick. I want you so sore that you beg for your nice ointment." I was helpless. Those steely blue eyes simply gazed down on me without a shred of pity in them, just total contempt for my dilemma, while Sandra grinned impishly on.
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am, please rub the ointment on. I'm so sore, please rub it on, I can't take any more." 
 
    
 
   "What do you think Sandra, do you think he really needs the ointment or is he just pretending? It didn't sound very convincing to me." 
 
    
 
   How could it be convincing, I was petrified of the cream. I cringed in the silence that followed as Caroline mulled things over. Sandra stared on in trance of mixed excitement and concern lest Caroline go too far. 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am, I'm so sore, please rub the ointment in and take my pain away." I pleaded as I trembled at the thought of what might happen, what would happen. Then I panicked, "Oh god please let me go," I struggled madly at my bonds as my panic started to overwhelm me, a low moan droned out from within. My pulse beating wildly from my frenetic struggles. 
 
    
 
   "Poor thing," cooed Sandra as she tenderly wiped my brow and then started to tweak my nipples with one hand as the other gently circled my groin. I could smell their fresh fragrances mingling with the malodour of my sweat from my strenuous exertions. 
 
    
 
   "Look!" exclaimed Caroline, little slug's getting excited again. I glanced down in horror to see that yes indeed my penis, red and bruised, was rising to her tender ministrations. It was calculated injustice of the worst kind. I was helpless to control my male urges that had been restrained for so long now. 
 
    
 
   "Well its obvious little slug hasn't had enough yet isn't it? I thought all those screams were just an act," Caroline announced triumphantly, "no wonder you didn't sound convincing about my cream." 
 
    
 
   "No Ma'am, you can't,” I screamed. Her eyes hardened as she rasped "Oh yes I can...twenty plus ten extra for that outburst, I'll teach you to control your little slug!" as she immediately commenced belabouring my feeble erection with rapid blows that once more convulsed me in shrieks of agony. Fresh flames of pain shot through my body like fire racing across an oil-covered sea. I wept and squealed oblivious to all else. 
 
   I was gagging for breath when the ruler was finally put down. My body trembled as I gasped and gagged for air following the combined effects of my desperate struggles and the electrifying pain. 
 
    
 
   "Well?" was all Caroline had to say. 
 
    
 
   "Please...please Ma'am...I beg you no more. Put some cream on my slug to take away the pain," I gulped out. "Please Ma'am it hurts so much I need your cream badly," I blurted shaking like a leaf. 
 
    
 
   "That's better," she smiled as she unscrewed the top off the tube and squeezed a generous amount of the white cream on to her fingers. Handing the tube to Sandra she then slowly massaged the cream in to my inflamed slug. I must admit it felt good, cool after the fearful treatment earlier, and though I winced a little as she rubbed it in, it did offer a tinge of relief. 
 
    
 
   "There, how does that feel?" she enquired. 
 
    
 
   "Alright Ma'am," I whispered, a little surprised. They continued to stare and smile wryly at me and soon I realised why. After a minute or so a gentle warmth started to seep through my penis. My eyes opened wider as the intensity gradually increased. Soon I was wriggling and then struggling widely against my bonds as the fiery warmth increased. 
 
    
 
   Within minutes I was screaming, dribbling and writhing in agony as their merry laughter reached through the fog of my agony. My penis felt as though a blowtorch was being applied from within. It was like white hot shards of molten glass were being driven in and out of it, in time with my wildly beating pulse, like a bass drum beating out a painful tune. The pain was quite indescribable as I begged, screamed, pleaded for them to get some ice for it. I gritted my teeth as I madly writhed and tugged at my bonds, my eyes closed tightly as I tried vainly to cope. 
 
    
 
   "It's burning me!!!" I shrieked. 
 
    
 
   "No it a soothing cream," laughed Caroline. "Look, the label says 'analgesic rub', that's a painkiller silly," she laughed. "Now Sandra, give me some plastic wrap. We'll wrap it up and leave the nice medicine to do it's job and make his little slug better." 
 
    
 
   Sandra tore off a long strip of plastic wrap and Caroline, humming to herself, wrapped it round and round, tightly on to my tortured organ. 
 
    
 
   "Look how nice and red it is?" laughed Sandra. 
 
    
 
   "Yes the nice medicine must be working a treat,” giggled Caroline "and this will help keep all the goodness in and make it even nicer. A nice gag so we don't have to listen to all those screams and we can go off for a drink." 
 
    
 
   With that she taped a pair of knickers into my mouth. She rubbed the last remnants of the cream off her fingers on to my chest, patted me on the head, blew a kiss and whispered "Happy dreams, see you later." 
 
    
 
   Giggling they then both left the room, turning off the light and leaving me in writhing agony, the knickers already wet from my slobber, as I twisted, pulled, shook, trembled, quivered in abject agony and nerve numbing fear, left alone and impotent in the dark, with my penis a mass of roaring pain - a nest of hornets within it. I was so far past my threshold I prayed only that I would pass out unconscious. I was indeed a pathetic creature. 
 
    
 
   But I didn't pass out. For an hour or more I writhed in the most indescribable burning agony imaginable. Purgatory could not have been worse.
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Table Drill
 
   By Scotia
 
   Derek Brady, still under female domination and the strictest discipline, is no longer surprised at any new measure initiated by the four women concerned with him. We, the readers join the family just before lunch on a day on which they have visitor, two of Miss Tina's pals, Hilary and Eileen. 
 
   Lunch at 1pm has of course, as it is an office holiday, been more than partially prepared by Master Brady under the supervision of Auntie Margaret. 
 
   Brady fans will be aware that the household consists of Auntie Margaret, Auntie Elizabeth, Cousin Tina and Grandma Florence McCabe. The latter not resident but living a stone's throw away, and very much a factor to be taken into account when discipline is being administered or otherwise addressed. 
 
   Brady's out of kitchen chores include the setting of the table and ensuring that chairs are properly placed for all diners. One of the Aunties will inspect these efforts before the meal commences. It is not recommended to have faults in either table setting or chair placements. 
 
   When all in the dining room is correct Brady moves through to the lounge and informs the ladies that dinner is ready to be served. 
 
   In the lounge having knocked on the door and been commanded, "Enter, boy," by Aunt Margaret, he announces, "Auntie Elizabeth, the lunch is ready to be served; perhaps the ladies might like to come through to the dining room to be seated." 
 
   "Certainly, we shall," answers Grandma, usurping her younger daughters position, rising and indicating that the guests should do so as well. 
 
   In the dining room Brady attends to the seating of every lady present, pulling out their chair and sliding it back beneath them as they lower into it. The two visitors, friends of Cousin Tina, are his junior by at least two years. 
 
   Having successfully accomplished the seating, he stands beside Aunt Margaret whilst she ladles out the soup. He takes each plate and places it before a lady. Last lady served and Aunt Margaret informs her sister, "I am finished with Brady for the moment, Elizabeth." 
 
   Brady's chair at table is still pushed in and, though his place is set, there is no soup on his place mat. 
 
   "Brady, stand behind your chair, at attention, head up and eyes to your front, MOVE, BOY!" commands Aunt Elizabeth and her ‘nephew’ moves swiftly to do as she orders. The visiting young ladies are somewhat shocked by this and Grandma enlightens them as to what is happening, 
 
   "For your information young ladies Brady is being punished by having one course of a meal withheld for fourteen days. Today it is the first course at lunch, which is of course soup and bread. Yesterday it was breakfast in its entirety as there was only one course. Afternoon tea, well he does not have that at any time, as that is really a female pursuit. Once partaken of by Society ladies to break otherwise boring afternoons. When ladies did not work and just sat and sewed or knitted, etc. Afternoon tea was served around 4 o'clock. 
 
   So for Master Brady tomorrow it will be dinner and he will miss the main course whatever it is. Then it is back to breakfast or NO BREAKFAST in his case. However, as you may both see, he is not permitted to be dawdling about or having some free time whilst we eat - Oh no, he stands behind his chair and IF HE KEEPS HIS HEAD UP, BRADY, and don't require me to have to speak to you again, boy, I shall repeat that, if he keeps his head up he may very well smell, what is on offer, but he certainly will neither see it in front of him, nor taste it. We usually try and ensure that the course he misses out on is one he particularly likes - is that not so, Brady?" 
 
   Yes, Grandma," he agrees. Today the soup is Aunt Margaret's recipe Scotch broth that he especially likes. He has peeled all the vegetables and actually made the broth himself. 
 
   When everyone has finished it is, "Brady, clear away and help your Auntie bring through the next course." The order came from Auntie Elizabeth. 
 
   The next course is lamb with a number of vegetables and the usual mint sauce. Again Brady places the ladies plates before them after the lamb has been carved by Aunt Margaret as he stands at rigid attention by her side. 
 
   "Please don't give me any fat, Mum, you know I don't like it," says Miss Tina. 
 
   "I know, sweetheart, and you shall not have any,” replies Auntie Margaret. 
 
   Brady watches his Aunt cut off Tina's fatty bits and lay them aside. Again everyone is served and Aunt Margaret informs her sister that she is finished with Brady. 
 
   "Back behind your chair, boy!" orders Aunt Elizabeth and back he goes to stand as he was before. 
 
   “Now, young man, I shall see to your helping," intimates Aunt Margaret, and she commences to cut lamb not from the end the others had theirs cut from but from the end with all the fat. 
 
   "Make it good and fatty, Margaret," says her Mother, "He needs building up somewhat and fat is good for him." 
 
   "Have no fear, Grandma, I am doing just that, also adding the fat I cut from Tina's portion. I'm sure he will be delighted to know I don't wish to waste anything." Brady, if studied, is seen to wrinkle his nose. He does not like fat any more than Miss Tina does. 
 
   "That's what I like to see, Margaret, no waste,” says her Mother sternly. What is a revolting plateful is passed up to Brady's place and set in front of him. As yet he cannot even see it, as he looks straight in front of him, head held well up. The plate is allowed to sit for a moment or so before Aunt Elizabeth orders, "Brady, once pace backwards-STEP!" 
 
   Followed by, "Pull out your chair!" 
 
   Again she speaks, "Round to stand in front! 
 
   Miss Tina, at this stage orders, when he is standing in front of his chair, "Head well up, eyes to your front and STAND STILL, BOY!" 
 
   Rightly, Master Brady thinks, the little bitch is just showing off in front of her friends. But he knows that had the young woman not given the order Grandma would have done so. Actually the little bitch is becoming more like her ultra strict Grandmother each day. Standing to rigid attention again, he thinks table drill is so pointless. Which, in essence, the ladies would be the first to agree it is. But it is a demonstration of discipline and that is supremely important to his Aunts and other ladies associated with him. 
 
   "Sit, boy," orders Aunt Elizabeth and thankfully Brady sits to receive the order from his Grandma, "Up straight, hands folded in your lap, head up and eyes FRONT!" 
 
   After a moment or so Aunt Elizabeth orders, "You may commence eating." 
 
   It was not to be though; as Miss Tina yells, "STAND UP, Brady!" The order is obeyed as soon as it is out of the young Madam's mouth. 
 
   "How dare you approach my Mother's table in such a slovenly manner. Get yourself round behind that chair again, push it back in and stand properly." 
 
   Back where he started a few minutes ago Brady stands to attention whilst Miss Tina gives him a penny lecture. 
 
   "Firstly, my lad, when you are told to hold up your head whilst standing there you hold it high enough so as you are looking at the centre astragal in the top of the window opposite you. That means chin well up and keep it well up. When you are standing at table, you had best keep in mind that you are NOT CONCERNED with what my Mother is putting on your plate until it is SET IN FRONT OF YOU! Then we expect your undivided attention and a hearty appetite. UNTIL THEN YOU DO AS YOU ARE TOLD, BRADY! 
 
   Next, when you are told to step back and draw out your chair - be positive about it. You know how far out it has to come so as to accommodate your rear end when you sit without having to scrape and jiggle around into position. Just now you dragged it across the parquet floor when it should have been lifted into position. I sincerely hope for your sake the floor is not scratched. Woe betide you if it is. Gracious me, you have done this drill often enough to be able to do it in your sleep. Now let us try AGAIN and this time do it properly." 
 
   "Brady, one pace backwards STEP! - Pull out your chair." 
 
   To Miss Tina's commands Brady ends up standing in front of his chair smartly enough to suit his tormentor. 
 
   "That's a shade better, I would have thought you would have been eager to begin eating after Mum has so kindly filled your plate for you. Now when you are told to start I shall not be tolerating any hesitancy I want to see you EAT!" 
 
   Miss Tina's carping voice is becoming a permanent feature of life for Master Brady. Always a spoilt brat, she is also becoming swell headed with power. She is learning from her Grandma all the wrinkles pertaining to disciplining a young man. Learning all too fast for Brady's comfort. Some of her suggestions make her elders look askance. 
 
   Brady, once more awaited one of his Aunts to order him to commence. 
 
   Miss Tina had wasted time having him do the drill again and though she had ceased eating, whilst she concentrated on him, others had not entirely stopped. The little madam is a fast eater anyway and she is no doubt looking forward to putting his unfinished meal into the refrigerator for setting in front of him at the next meal. 
 
   It irks Brady no end to have Miss Tina, who is two years his junior call him young lad, or little boy... 
 
   He also knew she would rather enjoy watching him eat his meal cold later that evening, when it was really gruesome and he would be retching as he tried to force it down. Or maybe it would still be there for breakfast. He shuddered involuntarily at that thought. Remembering the last time when Tina had supervised his meal by herself, how she had spit in several times before serving it up, something his aunties, even Grandma McCabe, would not have approved of. But Miss Tina was a law to herself when alone, and probably now the most devilish of all the ladies. 
 
   "SIT, BOY!" this sharply from Aunt Elizabeth, followed immediately by her niece Tina with: 
 
   "Sit up straight, arms folded, eyes front, head well up and KEEP IT UP, if you know what's good for you, Brady!" 
 
   Whilst he sits thus, Aunt Margaret says, "I want to see that plate cleared, every scrap including the vegetables which you will be getting on your plate just shortly. You know what happens if I think you are denigrating my cooking by not clearing your plate. Your Auntie Elizabeth will have no compunction in marching you out to the hall and thrashing you; and I shall put what remains in the fridge and you will have it served up at each and every meal until IT IS EATEN. You will get nothing else. You know this will happen because I have done it to you twice before now. I stuck to my guns on these occasions and YOU had to give in." 
 
   Grandma tells the visiting young ladles, as she spoons vegetables on to Brady's plate- he hates turnips and cabbage- of which the older lady ensures he has plenty. 
 
   "You see, girls, it is vitally important that a young male such as Brady here has his full quota of iron and vitamins. We do our best to ensure he does, even to the vegetables and other bits and pieces he does not like. That is not a consideration here, it is what is good for him that counts here." 
 
   ‘CLIP!’ Grandma takes the back of her hand rather smartly off Brady's left ear, with the censure, "I distinctly heard Miss Tina tell you to KEEP YOUR HEAD UP, BOY. Is that not SO?" 
 
   "Yes, Miz," Brady answers Grandma, who, in any punishment situation, as she is now, insists on being addressed as Miz. Ms on her mail etc., she uses now rather than the Mrs she used to be before she dumped her husband. 
 
   ‘CLIP!’ Again the lady clips Brady's left ear, which is now beginning to get hot and throbbing from her first assault. The sting of the second makes him yelp, "OW!" 
 
   "You'll be having something to ‘OW!’ about pretty soon of you do not do as you are TOLD!" says Miss Tina, acidly from across the table. Wishing she was sitting next to Brady's ear. Either ear would do her. 
 
   ‘CLIP!’ the third "OW!!" howls Brady; the old bitch knows how to land them expertly and to best advantage. Not his advantage, of course. Grandma's long bony fingers are just made for dealing out hard clouts on the ears. 
 
   "I'll give you something to ‘OW’ about, my lad, if you have to be TOLD AGAIN and it won't be just a thick ear I'll be giving you!" cautions Aunt Elizabeth almost repeating her niece's threat. 
 
   Brady by now the possessor of a real THICK EAR thinks ‘just’ as expressed by his Aunt does not really fit the situation. He wonders if Aunts Margaret and Elizabeth had their ears thickened by their Mum as kids. He guesses probably not and certainly not the way Grandma so adeptly clips his. 
 
   "Give the brat one for me, Gran, please, unfortunately I cannot reach his ear from here," calls Miss Tina across the table and ‘CLIP!’ Brady gets a fourth scud, which brings the tears to his eyes. 
 
   "YOW!" he yelps, wishing he could add "YOU BITCH!" Which is the bigger bitch, Grandma or Miss Tina at this moment Brady cannot think. 
 
   Thankfully Grandma returns to her chair. 
 
   "You may start, Brady," calls Aunt Margaret sweetly, as if nothing had happened. 
 
   Looking at his plate Brady sees a fast congealing fatty mess surrounded by mostly vegetables he does not like. 
 
   "Be quick about it, boy, most of us are half finished and you will not have any extra time given you, the last one of us to close their knife and fork and you will be up on your feet at attention," Aunt Elizabeth informs him tartly. 
 
   Gagging, Brady starts and is cautioned twice by Grandma, "You are not eating that good nourishing meat, boy, take it up quickly now." 
 
   There is no way he will finish before the last lady and the order from Aunt Elizabeth to '"Stand up, Brady" comes before he is barely half finished. 
 
   "Behind your chair, up to attention, eyes front, head well UP!" snaps Grandma and minutes later he is assisting Aunt Margaret to clear the table and bring out the pudding. Lemon meringue pie Brady's favourite and behind his chair in the usual posture once more he mentally licks his lips at the thought of the tangy lemon taste soon to be enjoyed. 
 
   The delicious pie is served and positioned on his place mat. The ritual is then enacted as before. 
 
   "SIT, BOY!" sharply from Aunt Elizabeth, followed immediately by her niece with:  "Sit up straight, arms folded, eyes front, head well up and KEEP IT UP, if you know what's good for you, Brady!" 
 
   Whilst he sits thus, Aunt Margaret says, "I want to see that plate cleared too, though I am sure you will have little trouble with it." 
 
   "Commence." 
 
   Brady picks up his spoon and dives eagerly into the mouth-watering dessert. As he lifts the spoon to his lips though he learns it is not to be, as Miss Tina says, "STOP! RIGHT THERE. Brady, as you seem to think you can disregard what I tell you then you will stand behind your chair again and have no pie. So just get that head well up and imagine you are having some." 
 
   Hilary aghast says, "Surely Tina you cannot mean that, he missed the soup course due to a punishment and now you are punishing him again?" 
 
   "Oh, I certainly mean it, Hilary, I don't waste my breath on him just to have him ignore me," replies Miss Tina with a smile at her friend. 
 
   "But Florence (Grandma) has just thickened his ear as punishment for disobeying you, she even gave him one on your instructions," cuts in Eileen. 
 
   "OK, so he's got a thick ear, which is no more than he deserves but I didn't give it him so I am punishing him myself now. It is as simple as that, girls,” replies a smug Miss Tina, "besides he can't expect dessert if he doesn't finish his main course can he?" 
 
   Miss Tina it is who, with a grin, picks up the bowl of leftover, now cold cabbage and turnips. "Waste not want not,” she laughs as she scrapes the rather large quantity of leftovers onto Brady's plate. She then proceeds to scape the left overs from everybody else's plate onto Brady's, including partly chewed pieces of meat. Brady is aghast; Tina revels in the thought of serving it up cold to Brady! She places a cover over it and puts the plate of congealed fat and awful veg into the fridge, informing her friends, "I shall be delighted to set this plate before Brady at dinner time and if I know his stubbornness at a few more meals after that." 
 
   Later that afternoon Aunt Elizabeth deals out six of her best, with her Lochgelly tawse, to Brady's palms for falling to eat his meal properly. 
 
   "These, my lad, are for your appalling behaviour at the lunch table and I shall punish you each and every time you fail to clean that plate. Is that understood, Brady?" intimates his Aunt, as she replaces her tawse on its hook in the hall. 
 
   Doubled up in agony in front of her after the sixth stroke Brady can only say, "Yes, Aunt Elizabeth." 
 
   He knows and she knows he will be belted a few times before he can stomach that plateful of sheer purgatory too. His mind switched back to the previous time he had the same punishment of having to eat something he could not finish at the first sitting. 
 
   Visitors again, that time Mr David & Mrs Caroline Bradford and their twin daughters, Sandra and Joyce, both young ladies of 19. The same problem had arisen with Brady being told umpteen times to keep his head up and stand still. David and Caroline had been a number of times to lunch and so knew the situation very well. At one stage Mr David had told Brady if he did not behave he would take him out to the hall for a belting. Neither David's wife or his daughters felt the threat was serious until Brady was told next time he was spoken to he was for OUT. 
 
   As fate would have it, of course, the next caution resulted in Mr Bradford ordering gruffly, "Stand up, Brady, push back that chair and over to the door with you smartly. You and I are going out to the hall to teach you a little lesson in table manners." 
 
   "Please! Don't," begged Sandra. Her sister joined in with the same request but their father intimated as he rose from the table that something must be done with a young man who required to be spoken to so often about his behaviour. 
 
   Mr Bradford taking Brady by the ear propels him out to the hallway, where in a trice the Lochgelly tawse is taken down and a couple of very warm palms are the swift result. Six stingers to be precise. 
 
   "Now, I'm warning you, if you have to be told again in there - I'll take you out here AGAIN and I promise you will not like it one little bit." 
 
   Burning palms stuck very firmly under his armpits Brady replied, "Yes, Sir" and was just as unceremoniously propelled by his ear back to behind his chair. 
 
   Seated to eat and the meal not particularly enticing Aunt Margaret warned Brady twice that she would be putting whatever he did not eat in the time in the fridge for his later consumption. That second warning was enough for Mr Bradford who yelled "That does it, my man, stand up, Brady, and over to the door with you smartly!" 
 
   Mrs Bradford and the girls all remonstrated with the man. 
 
   Caroline said, "Oh, come on, David, its not your place to discipline, Brady." Sandra, near to tears, said, "Don't, please, dad, I hated hearing the belt when you did it just now. It reminded me too much of school." 
 
   Joyce, who was already crying said, "I don't know how you can Dad, it’s not like you. You never lifted a hand to us. Please, please don't use the strap again." 
 
   Rising again Mr Bradford replies, "You can all complain and plead as much as you like but I am having that young man out into the hail to teach him a lesson. He's disciplined far too much by women its time a man took a hand with him." 
 
   Surprisingly none of Brady's Aunts or Grandma have anything to say. Just look on in silence. 
 
   Once more Brady finds himself propelled into the hall by the ear. A grip which is maintained whilst Mr Bradford drags out the ‘spanking chair’ to the centre of the hall. That he is holding, pinched tightly between thumb and forefinger, the lobe of the ear Grandma has thickened a short time ago did not make it any the less painful. Grandma, of course, had been at her favourite pastime at meals, clipping Brady's nearest ear. 
 
   Unfortunately the one Mr Bradford has latched on to. Thick and warm it may well be but that is of no consequence to Mr Bradford. Still pulling Brady with him Mr Bradford takes down the Lochgelly again and drags him back to the chair. Released to stand by Mr Bradford's knee across which, by now, lay the tawse, Brady feels the man's hands at the belt of his shorts, then his zip is shot down thereafter the shorts and knickers are lowered ever so smartly, Perhaps Mr Bradford is not a frequent spanker or maybe has never spanked before but his technique is not lacking in any way so far. Brady fervently hopes this is the point at which the expertise stops. 
 
   Montford schoolgirl knickers, today white, are around Brady's ankles in what seems no time at all, since they had left the dining room. Knickers known by generations of schoolgirls as ‘Minnie Montfords’. 
 
   "Please, Sir, I have punishment knickers to wear for a spanking, shall I go upstairs and put them on, Sir?" Brady shivers as he thought he should inform Mr Bradford of the rule for a spanking. Stripping naked and the wearing of the diaphanous and skimpy nylon knickers. Obviously with a man doing the spanking they would be coming down anyway. But a rule is a rule after all and Brady was not to be the one to break it. To be truthful they are usually taken down unless Miss Tina is involved, when for her modesty they remain up. 
 
   "No need for that, my man, they would not be on anyway. Step out of these at your ankles." Brady does as told and the next order is "ACROSS MY KNEE!" 
 
   Being across the sausage tight trousered knee of Mr Bradford is different from being across the skirted knees of Aunts, Cousin Tina or Grandma. Mr Bradford's knee is a new experience and as the tawse started to fall, he realised it was NOT going to be a nice one. Not that a tanning is ever nice but Brady always lives in hope he will come across someone who cannot lay it on. So far that has been a pipe dream. 
 
   Ten minutes worth of a tanning Brady is given having changed sides on the knee a few times, so as Mr Bradford could get properly at all the places the tawse should reach. Afterwards Brady reckoned he had got between eighty to one hundred hard strokes. 
 
   Dressed again he is marched, again by the ear, back into the dining room and stood behind his chair once more. 
 
   Brady returned, crying, to stand somewhat like a half shut knife behind his chair. He just could not believe what had happened to him. To be taken out to the hall for punishment, by a visitor, twice with barely five minutes between visits was almost beyond belief. Yet it had just HAPPENED. Embarrassed again at crying in front of the twins who seemed to have dried their own eyes whilst he had been gone. Perhaps they had been persuaded that their father was doing his good deed for the day. As Mr Bradford undoubtedly felt he had done. Grandma, for one, was very persuasive regarding punishment being deserved and really the best thing for all concerned. 
 
   On the first visit to the hall Brady had expected perhaps one tawse stroke or at the outside one stroke on either palm from a visitor. Two strokes would have been adequate surely? For Mr Bradford to have given him a straight SIX had come as a shock. Added to the shock of being out there in the first place with the man. No permission had been asked; nor his relations consulted in any way as to whether he could be summarily punished by a visitor. Yet nothing had been said except by Mr Bradford's family. Undoubtedly the female element of his family had been against such punishment. 
 
   Then, just minutes later, to find himself out to the hall again, this time to be spanked with the tawse across Mr Bradford's knee was a situation he was convinced he would wake up from shortly. A bad dream. 
 
   Again no word requesting permission to either Grandma or Aunt Elizabeth just a sharp, "Stand up, Brady, over to the door, you are paying another little visit to the hall with me again, RIGHT NOW!" Hastily asking Aunt Margaret's permission to leave the table for the second time Brady in a trice found himself bare bottomed and about to go across the man's knee. The embarrassment of his shorts and especially his white Montford knickers being swiftly lowered adding to his bewilderment and embarrassment. What would the man think of the knickers? If only they had been maroon, bottle green, dark or light grey or even chocolate brown today. 
 
   Did it not occur to any adult that after six strokes of the tawse it is difficult to hold a knife and fork, far less eat with them? Brady is of the opinion that no one should be in a position to inflict any kind of corporal punishment unless they have experienced it themselves. A situation certainly not pertaining in this house. 
 
   The tawse began its staccato thwacking of mainly his right bottom cheek and that went on for a minute or so before he was ordered, "Up and around, lad, smartly now!" 
 
   Knowing from experience what that entailed he had lifted himself off the man's lap and gone around behind the spanking chair before standing ready to go back across the lap at Mr Bradford's left hand side. "ACROSS!" had been the order and across he had gone, wriggling into position on the sausage tight trousered knee. 
 
   The tawse had commenced again and went on until he was ordered "Around again!" Which meant getting off the lap again and going behind the chair to take up his original position at Mr Bradford's right side. The more strokes his bottom receives the harder it is to get up and move. Evidently his tardiness had been obvious to the punisher, who said, "When I order you to go around I want to see you scamper round quickly as you can as if you meant it. Not sidle round as if you were on a holiday sight seeing. 
 
   And when I order across, over or down, I want you smartly down into the correct position straight away. You know where and exactly how I want you. YOU make sure you are THERE right off! No more wriggling into position. This is not your Grandma's or Aunt's knee, this is MINE. It may well be that the ladies permit you to dawdle and fidget around on their laps I DO NOT. Your dawdling allows the sting and heat to abate a bit and that is not what a sound thrashing is all about, my lad. The reason for changing sides is to INCREASE the efficacy of a punishment not diminish it. Allows the tawse to get at areas otherwise untouched. As you are in the process of finding out. And if you fondly think that dawdling whilst going around and laying over will waste time, I am watching that clock over there and you will have the full ten minutes worth ACTUALLY OVER MY KNEE BEING THRASHED. IS THAT ALL CLEAR,BRADY?" 
 
   Somehow he had managed to answer. "Yes, Sir" and had changed around quite a number of times before the tanning was over. 
 
   "If you think for one moment that this thrashing is for anyone else's benefit then you have another thing coming, my man. It is for your own good - no other reason comes into a thwacking or other punishment. Your eventual good is the paramount aim of everyone concerned with you. The achievement of that good may well be painful but you ask for what you get, undoubtedly so, and I promise you will benefit eventually from every thrashing you get," Mr. Bradford pontificates. 
 
   That Master Brady had just somehow gained another ‘concerned’ adult seemed only too obvious to him. It always appeared to Brady that most of those concerned with him enjoyed their involvement. To the point of enjoying wielding the leather, cane or whatever have you. 
 
   The number of changes of sides made it seem as if he was practising to make perfect. But, of course, as intended the tawse was visiting and revisiting, stinging and re-stinging, heating and reheating, areas already visited more than once each time he changed sides on the knee. Areas of bottom and thigh tops are kept ‘on the boil’ very quickly and smartly indeed. Some of these painful areas would be untouched if no position changes were taking place. Changing sides is NOT a good system from the punishee's point of view but whoever is concerned with the punishee's point of view, except that poor soul himself? 
 
   Whilst being returned to the dining room by his ear lobe, Mr Bradford had warned, "You have just had a good sound thrashing but I can make it far, far worse. So, my man, if I have to take you out to the hall again on any other occasion on any pretext whatever you will be acquainted rather painfully with half an hour's worth, Brady." 
 
   He had yowled out, the almost obligatory, "Yes, Sir" trying not to imagine half an hour's worth of the tawse on a bare bum. 
 
   "At least you will know the next time how to conduct yourself properly whilst being thrashed by me. Not to waste good spanking time or indulge your own ideas of what YOU THINK should happen between bouts. I want and I SHALL HAVE IT DONE MY WAY. Or you will be the loser, my man." 
 
   Brady stood crying behind his chair as Mr Bradford had the remainder of his lunch. Still aghast at his 'relations' not saying one word concerning what had transpired apart from thanking the man and adding he deserved every stroke. 
 
   “Thank you, David," says Aunt Elizabeth, "I think we all feel Brady deserved every stroke of that spanking." And certainly Mr Bradford felt he has done his good deed for the day. Just a pity he did not have more to do with Brady. Then, no doubt, another opportunity may well present itself in the future. Mr Bradford very much hoped so indeed. 
 
   Brady is still standing as best he can behind his chair. Neither Grandma nor Miss Tina tell him to stand up straight. Quite obviously that will be impossible for some time to come. He has received a good sound spanking. Sounder than he probably deserved but that is not a consideration in this house. 
 
   "That lad should be black burning ashamed of himself having to have a lecture from me during a thwacking on the correct way to take a thrashing across someone's knee. I should have thought he would have been extremely well trained by this stage," declared Mr Bradford chewing his lamb. 
 
   Now that statement made family ears prick up and poor Brady could envisage some searching questions as to what had been the subject of Mr Bradford's lecture. He could imagine standing in that half circle of seated females being grilled later on. And, of course, later on would also bring six of Auntie Elizabeth's best with her tawse on those same palms, which still hurt from Mr Bradford's warming earlier. 
 
   The punishment for not clearing his plate at the first attempt. Auntie Elizabeth would not be taking into account he had been ‘warmed up’ earlier either. That would make no difference to her and she never makes allowances for recent punishments still affecting him. 
 
   "Don't expect me to make allowances or have any sympathy for you. It is after all your own fault you were punished earlier and require more now. Behave and do as you are told and this just does not happen. It is as simple as that. Come on now, hold out your hands!" 
 
   Aunt's wisdom that is called. Imparted as, rising on her toes, she swings up the tawse preparatory to bringing it down with a mighty thwack on an outstretched palm. 
 
   
You can follow Brady’s tale in Good Morning Brady, in Volume 4
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Blissful Marriage
 
   


  
 

Chapter 3
 
   By Nick 

 
 
   Elizabeth, Richard's mother-in-law, held tight to his ear as she led him back to his room after his punishment spanking with the hairbrush. "Ow!" he objected. "You don't have to be so rough! I know where to go!"
 
    
 
   In answer she swung her free hand hard on his tender nearest bottom cheek, three times in quick succession. "March," she hissed, and pulled his ear even farther down with a twist. Once they got into his room she let go. "Attention," she snapped. "Hands at your side. Shoulders back. Head up. Feet together." Richard did as he was told with a slight hint of rebellion and stood naked and silent as Elizabeth poked his stomach, shoulders, and chin until she was satisfied with his stance. Then she circled him and examined him with a critical eye, not speaking, trailing one hand on his waist as she circled. She pinched a bit of his skin on the side of his stomach, noting with satisfaction that he had no belly fat. "How much do you weigh?"
 
    
 
   "About 180." He remained sullen from the quick march into his room. Elizabeth slapped him hard twice across the face, left and right. "What did you say? I want ma'am first and last!"
 
    
 
   Richard stiffened, his face red. "Ma'am, yes ma'am! 180 pounds, ma'am!"
 
    
 
   "That's better. I think 175 is a better weight for you. You'll lose those five pounds while I'm here. What's your BMI?"
 
    
 
   "Ma'am, under 20, ma'am."
 
    
 
   "All right." She was silent for a moment, continued to walk around. She cupped one of his buttocks, noted with satisfaction its warmth and his intake of breath.
 
    
 
   "Stand still. Do you use the downstairs exercise equipment?"
 
    
 
   "Ma'am, yes, ma'am. Three times a week, one-half hour workout on the machine."
 
    
 
   "And running?"
 
    
 
   "Ma'am, twice a week on the treadmill, ma'am."
 
    
 
   "You need to run three times a week, five miles minimum each time."
 
    
 
   "Ma'am, yes, ma'am."
 
    
 
   She came to a stop in front of him. "Let me see your hands," she ordered. "Palms up."
 
    
 
   He held out his hands, which she took in her own. She turned them over and looked more carefully at his nails. "A little raggedy," she observed. "Keep them cleaner and neater. Use a file and clippers every day." She glanced at his feet. "Same with the toenails."
 
    
 
   Elizabeth walked into the bathroom and put on a pair of latex gloves. He could hear them snap as she pulled them on. Then returning to stand in front of him she pulled his chin down. "Open your mouth. Let's see your teeth and tongue."
 
    
 
   Mouth open, tongue out. Then lips pulled back to show his white, even teeth.
 
    
 
   "How often do you brush?"
 
    
 
   "Ma'am, twice a day, ma'am. Sometimes at noon, too."
 
    
 
   "Floss?"
 
    
 
   "Ma'am, every night, ma'am."
 
    
 
   "Do that twice a day, too."
 
    
 
   "Ma'am, yes, ma'am."
 
    
 
   She stepped back a bit and cradled his testicles and penis in one hand, squeezing hard. She looked distastefully at the mat of hair around his genitals.
 
    
 
   "Aren't you supposed to keep your pubic hair trimmed?"
 
    
 
   He glanced down at her hand, grunted a little with the pressure of her hand. Elizabeth thrust her face close to his. "Head up! Look at me! Aren't you supposed to keep your pubes trimmed?"
 
    
 
   "Ma'am, yes, ma'am. One-half inch, maximum." He gasped with the exertion of standing still with his privates in her strong grasp.
 
    
 
   "Why is it so long?"
 
    
 
   He hesitated. "Ma'am, I don't have an excuse, ma'am."
 
    
 
   She dropped his genitals. "Spread your legs apart and bend over, spread cheeks."
 
    
 
   She walked behind him and slowly inserted her index finger into his anus, as he held his burning cheeks apart while she probed his bottom searching out his prostate. "That feels normal size," she said, pulling her finger out. "But this hair in your glutteral crack is a disgrace." She pulled sharply on several that she could grasp and Richard yelped in pain as he stumbled a step back. "Stay still!" she commanded and smacked him three more times hard with her gloved hand. "Harriet told me she has an appointment for you tomorrow at a waxing establishment. In the morning you'll get a good clean-out before we leave. Understand?"
 
    
 
   "Ma'am, yes, ma'am," he answered, still bent over and holding his cheeks.
 
    
 
   She peeled off the gloves. "Stand up. Take care of these, get dressed, and we'll inspect the house now. Bring your deficiency book and come to my room. Move!"
 
    
 
   "Ma'am, yes, ma'am. Right away, ma'am." Richard straightened up, took the proffered gloves and began to dress.
 
    
 
   When Richard came into her room in ten minutes carrying his notebook and pen, Elizabeth had put on a pair of long white gloves that seemed incongruous with her shorts and colorful blouse. "Follow me," she said, "and write down every thing I say. Start a separate page with the date and time." She began the tour in her bedroom, examining every surface, shelf, and object in the room. She rubbed a gloved finger and looked for traces of dust on the glove. She looked under the bed, in the closet, and on top of the lamps. Each time she found something out of order she would direct Richard to note the problem. After her bedroom she examined her bathroom, and then back into Richard's changing room. The rest of the upstairs went with many comments, and then they descended to the main floor. It took almost an hour for Elizabeth and her son-in-law to visit every room, and there were a substantial number of deficiencies that Elizabeth remarked for Richard to note. The finger on her white glove was beginning to show a serious streak of black. Finally she stopped and took the notes from Richard.
 
    
 
   "We'll save the basement, garage, and outdoors for next time, Richard, if it's a nice day. I'm going to take a nap now, You can start dinner and call me when it's ready."
 
    
 
   Richard's wife Harriet telephoned while Richard was fixing dinner and wanted to know all about his afternoon. He had learned not to hold anything back to his wife, so he was forthright and expansive in answering all her questions.
 
    
 
   "Mother settled in all right after that airport fiasco?" was the first.
 
    
 
   "Of course. She's fine. She's taking a nap right now."
 
    
 
   "I'm going to try and get home early, probably about nine."
 
    
 
   "That's good," he said.
 
    
 
   "How was inspection?" she asked. Harriett knew that Mother's visits always started with an inspection of himself and the house.
 
    
 
   "Pretty well," he said. "There were some problems, of course, She always finds something."
 
    
 
   "I'm not surprised. That's her way of keeping you on your toes. I assume she corrected you for the business at the airport?"
 
    
 
   "Yes."
 
    
 
   There was a pause. "Hang on," Harriett said and it was apparent she was talking to someone else in her office. After a few moments she was back on the line.
 
    
 
   "So she punished you for the airport problem. Good. What exactly did she do?"
 
    
 
   "She gave me a hard spanking, over the knee with the hairbrush."
 
    
 
   He could almost see Harriet's smile, and heard it in her voice. "Mom likes the old-fashioned methods, doesn't she? Her English nanny upbringing comes through, doesn't it? The hairbrush was severe enough to bring a sincere sorrow for your mistakes, I trust."
 
    
 
   "Of course, Harriet. She never fails to do that."
 
    
 
   "You've had quite a busy afternoon, haven't you? Well, I've got to get back to work here. Don't forget to tell Mother when I'm coming home, and I'll want to see your marks this evening, so be ready to show me. Good-bye."
 
    
 
   "Good-bye, dear." And Richard got back to his kitchen duties.
 
    
 
   When Elizabeth came down for dinner she was obviously refreshed and in a good mood. She and Richard got along fairly well when she wasn't criticizing his behavior or exercising her authority, and she did not hesitate to praise his cooking skills. After dinner while he cleaned up she stayed in the kitchen to chat with him, relating interesting and sometimes ribald stories about her service in the Marines and judiciary. Then she took to the library to do some reading and told Richard he could get on with his chores until Harriet came home. It wasn't long after nine o'clock that Richard heard his wife's car coming into the garage, and he came to the door to greet her.
 
    
 
   At the door he took her briefcase and coat, gave her a kiss, and then put away her things. "Do you need any dinner, dear?" he asked. "Or a drink?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, a little sweet wine, Richard." She went into the library and her mother arose to greet her and the mother and daughter hugged each other warmly, and then sat down to talk. When Richard brought in Harriet's drink she asked Elizabeth if she wanted one too, and soon Richard returned with the second one, then stood there waiting for instructions.
 
    
 
   In a few minutes Harriet turned to him. "Mother and I are going to catch up now, Richard. I want you to get ready for bed. Wash good and brush your teeth. Wait for me in the training position. I want to see the results of Mother's correction when I come upstairs. Now."
 
    
 
   If Richard was disappointed at being dismissed so quickly he hid it well. "Yes, ma'am. Shall I come back downstairs to collect your glasses?"
 
    
 
   "No, Richard. Upstairs. I'll let you know if you're needed."
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am." He regretted his offer, as he sensed that Harriet was not in a very good mood.
 
    
 
   It was getting on to eleven in the evening before Harriet came into the bedroom. Richard was waiting as he had been instructed: at attention, naked, hands behind his head, fingertips just touching, gazing at the full-length mirror on the wall. His arms ached, and the long day was wearing on him. For the last hour he had heard the low murmur of the two women talking downstairs, occasionally one or both of them laughing quietly, or raising their voice in earnest chatter. Just before Harriet came in he heard both of their footsteps on the stairs, and after his wife entered his mother-in-law poked her head into the room.
 
    
 
   "Goodnight, Richard," she said. "Sleep well. We have a big day tomorrow,"
 
    
 
   "Good night, Mother," he responded, still holding his position. "I'm looking forward to it."
 
    
 
   "Good." She closed the door.
 
    
 
   Harriet went directly to her walk-in closet where she took off her clothes, then changed into her cotton granny nightgown while Richard stood silently. At last Harriet emerged from the closet and told him to put his hands down. "Turn around, bend over and touch the floor. Feet apart," she said. "I want to have a good look." Richard, in good shape, had no trouble reaching his feet while keep his knees straight, as he had been taught. She ran her hand over his buttocks, saw the marks left by the hairbrush and felt the warmth still evident.
 
    
 
   "Spread your cheeks for me," Harriet ordered her husband. Richard obediently used both hands to expose his anus. 
 
    
 
   Harriet cupped her hand around his balls and cock, felt the pubic hair there. "Mother was right. Way too long, Richard. You're supposed to keep it trimmed to a half inch, maximum. And the hair back here in your butt crack is disgusting. Stand up and turn around. Wait for me."
 
   Harriet went into the bathroom and washed her hands and face while Richard took his wait stance again, hands on head. When she came back she stood in front of him, just looking at him. At last she spoke. "You know I have to give you some more punishment, Richard. Right now before bed."
 
    
 
   "No, I didn't realize that, ma'am. I thought with what your mother did this afternoon…"
 
    
 
   "Enough." Her voice was sharp. "You disappointed me as well as Mother. I need to make you realize that failures have consequences. When you do well, you are rewarded. When you fall short, you are corrected. And when you fail in performance of a duty to someone other than me it reflects on me and my training of you. I'm only human, Richard. I'm not going to beat you in anger, thankfully for you thats already passed this afternoon. But I am going to feel a lot better if I lay on a good dose of the strap before bedtime. And you'll feel better too, knowing that your late arrival at the airport has been completely and justly accounted. On top of that hairbrush you got today it should hurt a lot. On your hands and knees, Richard. Don't waste any time."
 
    
 
   With that she wheeled, headed back into her closet and immediately emerged with the strap she favored, the nun's strap. Richard sank to the floor and waited for her, dreading the unexpected extra punishment he was about to receive. Harriet stood in front of him. "Head down," she ordered. "Arms out straight, palms down, bottom up high." She stepped forward so that his head was positioned right between her bare feet. She was not satisfied yet. "Higher," she barked. "Arch your back. That's it. Now hold position. I'm only going to give you a dozen strokes, just to help you sleep tonight. We’ll both feel better afterwards."
 
    
 
   He strained to present his bottom as high as he could, and waited for the first stroke. He wanted to give his wife no excuses for laying on any extras.
 
   She lay the strap across the middle of his buttocks, right over the crack she recently inspected and pronounced too hairy. "Keep your mouth closed and your bum in position," she ordered, and without any preliminaries reached back and swung the leather hard down right between the still-pink hills of her errant husband's bottom.
 
    
 
   The pain was intense. Scarcely eight hours had passed since Elizabeth had laid the Vermont maple hairbrush on his behind, and the strap seemed to reach right into his core. Back and again it came, stroke after stroke wrapping from the top of his knees to the fleshiest part of his ass cheeks. He did his best not to move out of position or cry out, but a long low keening moan filled the air, and he bucked and heaved with the pain. After the twelfth stroke she quit as promised.
 
    
 
   "There." Harriet inhaled and moved slowly and peacefully. "That's better. Richard, get up and come to bed. Don't get in until I'm ready."
 
    
 
   She pulled back the covers, and got into bed, on her stomach. She placed a pillow under herself to raise her pelvis, pulled her nightgown up.
 
    
 
   "All right," she said, "Come up here. Nose between my sweet ass cheeks. A nice, long, slow rim job. And get your tongue in there as far as you can."
 
    
 
   Afterwards, as they lay spooned on the bed, he still naked and smarting, she encircled his penis with one hand and squeezed it until it became hard.
 
    
 
   "I want you to save this for me for the weekend," she warned. "Remember, it belongs to me. And you belong to me."
 
    
 
   "I know, Harriet," he answered as he pulled up the covers. "I know that. And I like belonging to you, most of the time. But your mother – she never lets up."
 
    
 
   Harriet squeezed harder. "That's good for you," she said. And they both fell asleep.
 
   

Continued in Volume 4…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Religious Upbringing 

Chapter 3
 
   By Derek

 
 
   First I need to set the scene a little with an event that occurred on the Wednesday afternoon. I was at the Park playing football with some friends. Now remember my hairstyle and early nights still made me a subject of fun to many. One of the girls from our form, Vivian Day, who I used to have a real crush on, and I know she used to fancy me, came over and made some funny remarks at my expense. I cannot remember exactly what she said now, but it ended with her giving me a quick kiss on the cheek, as a joke, and then mocking my manliness. I was left blushing. Unknown to me, Jennifer and Rachel were at the Park on the swings with their friends and observed what happened.
 
   On the Friday evening we had a formal dinner with Sister Bernice, Sister Rose and the new priest coming round for a meal. They were to arrive about half past five, with dinner planned for six o'clock. This was because our priest, Father Flemming was understandably very occupied on a Sunday, and on a Saturday had to prepare for the service. Sister Bernice was keen for mother to meet him as she had worked with him previously. We were all of course to be on our best behaviour; as I promise you I always was when Sister Bernice was about.
 
   Father Flemming was a tall, broad shouldered man, heavy build and very muscular in his late fifties who apparently had previously been the priest at a boys Catholic school. We were all seated at the table while mother put the finishing preparations to the soup and the main course. Sister Bernice was being very friendly chatting with the girls, I always noted how friendly she could be with them compared to the stern ogre I mostly faced. Father Flemming was at the head of the table, Sister Bernice was to his right, opposite her was where my mother would be seated, I was next to Sister Bernice, Sister Rose was opposite me, to my right were Jennifer and Rachel, and opposite them were Sarah and Meagan. The discussion was light and cordial, when Jennifer blurted out, "yes, Derek has a girlfriend!"
 
   I was turned facing slightly towards Sister Bernice, I could not help but blush at the suggestion, at the time not even aware of what she was talking about. "No I don't!" I retorted.
 
   "And when did you plan to inform me of this?" demanded Sister Bernice. "I would have thought that was something you should have mentioned in our discussion?"
 
   "Seems like he may be keeping things from you Sister Bernice," interjected Father Flemming, "I did warn you to be very careful, moving in to sixth form is the hardest time, boys think they are grown up, and start taking advantage of you. It is the time to increase discipline!"
 
   "Please, Sister Bernice, I really don't have a girlfriend." I pleaded.
 
   "Yes you do!" joined in Rachel, "we saw her kiss you."
 
   "That is not true” I said swinging round, to face my accusers. In the process my foot gently knocked against Jennifer's ankle.
 
   "Ouch," cried out Jennifer in an overly dramatic fashion, "Derek just kicked me on the leg!"
 
   "No I didn't!" I replied rather angrily at being so accused. What a mistake...
 
   "How dare you kick your sister!" responded Sister Bernice.
 
   "I didn't. I didn't!” I replied, "My leg just brushed against her when..."
 
   "Enough!!!" Boomed out the voice of Father Flemming. "Let me handle this," he advised as my mother entered the room. "Please serve the soup Mrs Thorpe, I beg you to excuse Derek and I while we go and have a little chat about what just happened. Rather than delaying your meal, please start without us, I shall forego the soup if you don't mind, as I think this is a little more important." Standing up, "come with me boy," he commanded in a fashion that expected instant obedience.
 
   I looked around rather uneasily not sure where this was going to lead to, but I certainly felt very scared and certainly I think I looked very sheepish especially seeing the smirk on Jennifer's face. "Please sir, honestly I…"
 
   
"Outside!" he roared, “upstairs!” I must admit, after having gotten used to my more elevated status of the last few weeks I still found tears brewing in my eyes at the injustice and confused, started up the stairway with Father Flemming following slowly behind.
"We'll talk in your room," he calmly advised. We entered, and I am sure I whimpered aloud in fearful trepidation when I saw him close the door before seating himself down on my bed. "When we go back downstairs boy, you will firstly apologise to everybody for disrupting dinner, you will apologise to your mother for missing out on the soup, and you will then apologise to your sister for kicking her."
 
   "But please Father, I didn't." Once more I was not allowed to finish my sentence. Father Flemming pulled what looked like a black ruler out of his cassock. I couldn't quite make out what it was. "This is based on the Roman ferrule," he explained, "In Roman times, this was a short strap made of heavy leather. This one is made of a very heavy and dense rubber." He admired it whilst presenting it in a fashion that I could clearly see the implement and how evil it really looked. It was about 12 inches long, about one inch wide and at least a quarter of an inch thick and it was obviously made as he said of very dense black rubber. "You will notice here he pointed out, that it is a little thicker at the very end. That is because there is a small strip of lead inserted to give extra weight to the tail. This is a very nasty implement," he advised in a dry menacing tone. I was simply gulping and swallowing hard, my stomach was knotted.
 
   Dreading the thought, fighting against what I knew would be a reality, trying to believe it was not going to be so, my face red; I started shaking uncontrollably, when the inevitable words were spoken.
 
   "Strip!"
Trembling and stammering I tried once more to interject that I had not kicked my sister but my words fell once more on deaf ears. This was just too unfair to bear. "STRIP!" Was all he said only this time in a louder, firmer voice.
 
   I of course knew better than not to comply, even though this was all so unfair. Shaking and trembling, I found it difficult to remove everything and almost fell over in taking off my socks and shoes, but soon enough found myself once more naked in front of religious authority. Seated on the bed he raised the ferrule up over his head, and smashed it down with his full force on to the covers. It struck home with a crack like a gunshot and I almost vomited at the ferocity of the action and the terrifying sound as it struck home. With his left hand he patted his left thigh, the clear sign that I was to lay over it.
 
   Swallowing hard, I lay across and supported my body on the bed as he twisted slightly to the side. My left hand was well out of the way and I soon found my right hand gripped firmly at the wrist and pulled up towards my neck. He brought his right leg over the back of my knees and then dragging it towards the bed I found myself firmly and immovably trapped. Though he had not yet struck me I started to cry and sobbed real tears, "please sir, please, please, honestly, honestly, I didn't kick, I didn't mean to, I didn't I promise you I didn't. It was an accident."
 
   "Let's see if we can adjust your attitude," he responded ignoring my words, "young gentleman do not hit and especially do not kick girls. I think you will find the effects of my ferrule quite surprising. In my years at the boarding school I always found even the toughest boys quickly changed their attitude after a discussion with the ferrule." I struggled vainly in the firm grip that he held over me. Feeling the coarse fabric of his trousers, this was to be the very first time I had ever been spanked by a man. I had never got used to Sister Bernice’s cane, or my mothers hairbrush, and it was certain this would be no less unpleasant.
 
   Whimpering, I saw over my shoulder him raise the ferrule up high, "please sir, I'll apologise, I'll do anything, please, I'm sorry please, please…" The ferrule came down with as much force as this large muscular man could bring to it. WHAP! Needless to say I shrieked aloud. The scorching pain simply took my breath away. It stung agonisingly the moment it struck home, yet they continued to build in a crescendo of fiery pain and to explain it clinically, peaked after about eight seconds before just starting to fade to a point of simply extreme pain, when the next stroke landed on the other cheek. Had I not been so tightly restrained I would've hit the ceiling in agony the pain from the first stroke had not yet subsided and now I was alight on the other cheek. It was just unbelievably painful and still only two strokes.
 
   He continued with total dispassion towards my obvious anguish. The strokes fell regularly at 10-second intervals, a frequency clearly designed to ensure maximum results. One suffered the excruciating pain of each stroke as it rose to its crescendo over a period of eight seconds and while it still burned like fire but was slightly decreased, the next stroke came biting home. Moreover it was designed to inflict its agonising sting on just a very small area of the buttocks. An area about 1 inch wide by 2 inches long at most. As I was to find out this meant he could employ a larger number of strokes over a longer time period without ever aiming for the same spot twice, which again made it such a horrible, horrible punishment. At least with the hairbrush one reached a point where the strokes overlapped and whilst it still stung madly there was some dulling of the pain; with this every single stroke bit home with maximum efficiency and venom.
 
   After six strokes I was screaming continuously and the tears were flowing freely. In a daze of pain, I was not really cognisant of exactly what was happening, that any faint hope I might have had that six strokes was all that was planned for were quickly dispelled, when he simply advised  "Change!"

Through blurry eyes still sobbing loudly I noted that the ferrule was now in his left hand and he was tapping his right thigh with the other hand clearly intending to me to go across the other knee. "I will forgive you on this one occasion, since it is your first experience with the ferrule and my system."

'Thank God,' I thought briefly, ‘it really is over’. I think I really did believe so despite my confusion at why he was indicating for me to go across his knee the other way. My hopes were quickly dashed.
 
   "You have perhaps noticed I deliver one stroke every 10 seconds. When I say 'change' that means, you have just 10 seconds in which to stand up, turn around and place yourself across my other knee ready for the next stroke to land on time. If I have to delay delivering the next stroke, you will receive an additional stroke at the end." By now I was in the correct position on the other side and before I knew what was happening the seventh stroke fell as viciously as each of the prior six, eliciting the same screams and tears and pleas for forgiveness and begging for mercy as each of the prior six had also. The extra spacing for that stroke I promise you provided no relief for my tortured behind.
 
   Five more strokes, "Change!” Despite the blur of pain that enveloped me I was driven by the sheer fear of incurring extra strokes to ensure I was once more in the original position, unbelieving that this was really going to continue, this nightmare of pain and suffering was still not over.
Six more strokes, "Change!" This could not be real, despite my pain and distress I knew there were still another six strokes at least to come. Six more angry, vicious, blazing strokes.
 
   "Change!" This was more than I could take, it seemed worse even than the evil Dragon cane of Sister Bernice. 18 strokes I promise you were worse, far worse than one hundred strokes of mother’s hairbrush. It had only been three minutes but it seemed like three hours, my buttocks aflame as though stung by one thousand angry hornets. And at least six more to come which would feel like six thousand.
"Change!" I was an automaton; despite my searing pain I simply draped myself as I had done originally over his leg knowing that further fire was going to scorch through my already blistered buttocks. I was hoarse from screaming, I couldn't believe I still had tears that could fall, and snot was flowing from my nostrils. Heaven knows what they would have been thinking downstairs for I am sure despite the closed doors of the dining room and my bedroom, that my screams and cries would have echoed into the room.
 
   Six more strokes bit deeply home; and though the pain continued to course through my body, I registered relief when I realised there was no order to 'change'. I lay utterly exhausted and sobbing uncontrollably over his lap, oblivious to the thought of being in such a position with a man. He eased me up, but there was no compassion, as he coldly advised, "stand-up boy!" He walked over to my wardrobe, opened the door, and to my chagrin, pulled out my pink frock that I had not worn for nearly 9 months now. Laying it on the bed, he went to my chest of drawers and opening up and rummaging around pulled out my white nylon knickers with the filly behind. These too were placed on the bed.
"You will go to the bathroom and wash your face, then you will come back here put on your dress and panties; pull out the socks and shoes that go with your outfit and come and join us in the dining room where you will make your apologies. When I am happy I will invite you to sit with us once more.” He picked up the ferrule and slapped it gently in his hand, "I assume you are ready to apologise now?"
 
   "Yes sir," I sobbed meekly, I didn't even care now about the unfairness of it all; I was simply glad it had finally ended even though the fire continued to rage in my cheeks.
 
   "Good, you have three minutes to get back downstairs." I watched him check his watch as he opened the door and headed to go downstairs. Despite the pain and stiffness my backside felt like molten lead had been poured over it and the skin stretched taut. I moved as fast as I could to the bathroom, splashed my face with water and then returned to the bedroom to quickly put on that hated frock.
 
   I knocked and entered the dining room. I don't know what I expected, but I received no sympathy; and I swear the girls were actually inwardly smiling; did they truly enjoy my suffering?
 
   "Please everybody, Sister Bernice, Sister Rose, mummy, Sarah, Meagan, Jennifer, Rachel, Father Flemming I am so sorry for my behaviour. I apologise most sincerely for disturbing your meal. I promise to behave myself if you forgive me." I then curtsied as I had been taught previously, before continuing, "Please mummy, I am very sorry for missing out on the soup. I know you work very hard to make dinner and it was very naughty of me to spoil it for you. Please forgive me." Another curtsy, before blushing brightly, still trying to hold back my sobs, I turned to Jennifer, "please forgive me Jennifer, I am very sorry that I kicked you. It is very wrong and very naughty for boys to hit or kick girls. I don't know what came over me, I am so very, very, very sorry. Please forgive me I promise I will never ever, ever be so naughty again." And again curtsy. It hurt my pride to be so obsequious that I was not going to go over Father Flemming's lap again if I could help it whatever that might mean for my pride.

"I think you had better thank Father Flemming too," remarked mother, "for taking the time and trouble to correct you and missing out on his soup."
 
   I turned to Father Flemming and with a curtsy advised, "Father Flemming, I am very sorry for my terrible behaviour, please forgive me. I have no excuse for being so naughty. And thank you so very much for taking the time to punish me. I am sorry that you had to miss out on your soup to look after me. I really appreciated the lesson and thank you once more for going to so much trouble. I hope you're not too tired from having to spank me. Thank you."
 
   I was then allowed to join the family for dinner dressed in my humiliating frock once more, squirming uncomfortably on the chair I was of course most determined to be on my best behaviour at the swallow any humiliation that might come my way.
 
   "Well Sister Bernice, you may have to consider a much, much stricter disciplinary regime with him moving into sixth form. I will leave you to consider that," remarked Father Flemming. I really didn't have much appetite but did my best to enjoy the meal and not look too morose for fear of incurring further wrath.
 
   Later, as mother was clearing away the plates, I heard Father Flemming remark, "I would have thought that the boy would be clearing up?" In my pain and in fairness, shocked state, I had not even thought to offer my help, "it does seem he is slipping," chided Father Flemming and I could see the irritated look on Sister Bernice’s face would not bear well for me the next day. I did have the good sense, though it turned out to be stupidity, to leap up and offer my assistance to my mother.
 
   In doing so though I knocked over Jennifer's glass of red lemonade, which spilled over the white tablecloth and on to Jennifer's dress. Jennifer burst into tears, I tried to apologise, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, it was just an accident, I'm sorry, I'll clean up and get you a new glass."
"There are no accidents," I heard Father Flemming coldly remark in a most ominous tone, "clumsy, careless behaviour is simply lazy, thoughtless behaviour. Ladies, please, you're going to have to excuse us once more... If I may leave you to tidy up and I shall join you in half an hour or so for a cup of tea."
 
   He addressed the ladies in such a quiet matter of fact manner that only added to the cold fear within me, the dispassion towards my plight, emphasised by his carefree manner. Did he really say "in half an hour", surely, surely that couldn't be. As he turned to me he simply said, "let's go back upstairs and talk about your lazy, thoughtless and irresponsible behaviour."
 
   My legs almost buckled at the knees as he stood and directed me out the door. I had to grip hold of the banister to help me negotiate the stairs, swallowing hard, my buttocks still stiff tight and oh so very, very sore from the earlier spanking. Entering my bedroom I heard the door pushed closed once more leaving me like a scared rabbit in the room, which felt so small and so foreboding. I was too scared indeed I was unable to speak at the shock and thought of what I was certain our talk would entail.
 
   Indeed Father Flemming did very little talking; it was all left to his ferrule. He sat on the same spot on the bed, and simply advised this time, "Take off your panties!" Smiling at my discomfort caused both from the pain in my bottom and the humiliation as he emphasised the word 'panties'. Whilst I gingerly removed my panties, he once more pulled out the ferrule from his cassock and laid it on the bed to his right. I placed my panties on the chair with my school uniform, as he once more tapped his left leg with his left hand for me to position myself over his lap. He then used two safety pins that for whatever reason must have been in his pockets as he raised my skirt up and pinned it to the bodice of my frock. Once more exposing my bottom to the cool air that itself seemed to inflame my oh so tender behind that still throbbed and throbbed from the earlier experience. There was to be no mercy.
 
   The ferrule once more landed with unerring accuracy each time a different spot, though this time each spot was visited more than once but each stroke to the same spot was spaced apart time wise so as to ensure maximum pain was inflicted. The only difference to the procedure this time was that the command 'change!' was called out every twenty strokes. Eight times I was ordered to ‘change’. Thirty minutes, one hundred and eighty times that evil implement struck home with fearful pain. Eight times I leapt off the lap and changed position out of fear of worse. Wondering when on earth it would end! To say I was distraught at the end would be a total understatement. I was simply a mass of pain. I could not believe I had endured thirty minutes of total; total pain. At the end I was not able to stand up, nor speak coherently. He simply eased me off his lap and left me on the bed crying my eyes out.
 
   I was still in a daze of pain and hour or more later after they had left when mother came upstairs. She gently and kindly helped me out of my nightdress and using a damp flannel and the warm soapy water from the bowl she had brought with her, she firstly wiped and washed my face before tending to my rear. She then helped me into my nightie, I cared not that I was to be quite clearly petticoated again. She gently smoothed the nightdress over my swollen buttocks. I whimpered aloud at the pain I was so tender. She carefully lifted the sheets and helped me into the bed. Gently running her fingers through my hair, she kissed me on the cheek, "I know it hurts Derek, but it is for your own good. You are so lucky to have Sister Bernice and Father Flemming to care for you as they do. Father Flemming made a big sacrifice to look after you tonight and I know Sister Bernice will have some new thought out plans to help you through the next two years. And I am sure
Father Flemming will keep a watchful eye on you too. Now you sleep well, it is getting late. I will turn your alarm off now and you can lie in bed in the morning to help you recover a little. I will come in and see you and you can stay in bed right until lunchtime, when I will help you to get ready to go and see Sister Bernice."
 
   She pulled the covers up to my cheeks, gave me another big kiss, told me she loved me, and still stroking my cheeks, whispered, "sweet dreams." My tears fell once more my backside still racked in pain. She gently wiped away the tears once more, kissed me one last time and then turned off the light leaving my door open I heard her footsteps depart as I continued to stop quietly, dreading what tomorrow will bring, yet feeling loved despite, or was it because of, my suffering.
 
   I finally fell asleep through the pain that enveloped me and slept and slept. Mother finally came in about nine o'clock and once more she tenderly wiped my face with the flannel. She then had me lie on my front and pulled down the covers before raising my nightdress and tending gently to my bruised and battered buttocks. I winced and cried out though I knew she was being as gentle as possible. She then pulled down the nightdress and helped me set up a little in bed though it clearly heard as I rested my weight on my behind. Fluffing the pillows she stroked my cheek, told me she loved me and then picked up a bowl of cereal from the tray she had brought in with her and gently fed me my breakfast. I truly appreciated the care, as I truly felt so sorry and sore for myself. She then let me settle down again for I was really tired after the experience, ruffled my hair tenderly and gave me another kiss before this time pulling the door gently too and leaving me to rest.
 
   At 12 o'clock she came in again. This time she said, "Come on honey, you are going to have to get up soon and get ready for your weekly get-together With Sister Bernice." Helping me out of bed, she pulled off my nightdress as I held up my arms for her to pull it off over my head. She then pulled a pair of white nylon knickers from my drawer and helped me put them on. I was too defeated to object, or even care, I think I simply appreciated that she was helping me. After my dress was pulled on and the ribbon tied in a big bow at the rear she gave me a tender hug. "Just remember Derek, this is all for your own good."
 
   Time came for me to go and meet with Sister Bernice. Fortunately mother allowed me to put on a raincoat so my attire would not be so obvious for the walk to the convent. She then accompanied me to my meeting with Sister Bernice, walking with me and holding my hand.
 
   Continued in Volume 4…
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   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   By Zeitgeist

 
 
   Amanda’s fingers tapped away with precision on the newly acquired electric typewriter, one of many changes for the better in the school secretary’s office since her status had been elevated by her positive attitude to the school’s corporal punishment policy. Edward had taken quite a shine to the pretty red haired girl who he regularly spent time looking at as she worked through the ever open door between their offices.
 
    
 
   Electric typewriters were not the only things that had changed in recent times. Amanda had worked out that Edward, the deputy head, would agree to almost anything when she was engaged in conversation with him whilst perched on the edge of a desk, her skirt having ridden upwards displaying a length of thigh that was just not good for his blood pressure. A recent change to the daily caning ritual in the deputy’s office saw boys waiting their turn, stood inside the secretary’s office instead of the corridor. Using the rationale that the entries into the punishment book could be done by Amanda thus saving Edward time, easily persuaded the lecherous middle aged man as he looked at the girl’s legs, not quite able to see her underwear on that occasion. The self assured young woman would now tease the boys as they waited, asking them questions such as “Is this your first time for the cane?” or “How many strokes do you think you’ll get this time?” 
 
    
 
   The rose coloured blush on their faces was a picture as they were intimately questioned about their punishment. The sound of Edward’s voice would then boom “In here now boy.” With the door now nearly always left wide open, Amanda had a clear view of the action once the shouting, which nearly always accompanied a thrashing, was over. Never less than four but usually six very hard strokes were then administered to a nervous boy bending over tightly in his blue cotton shorts without underpants. The noise echoing throughout the administration area of the school, leaving everyone in no doubt what was taking place. Such was the frequency of such events it rarely raised much interest, except for its effects on young Amanda. Without doubt it was the look of terror in a boy’s eyes when he was called in that got to her and made her excitement more acute. Once the strokes had been given the boy was quickly despatched back to the secretary’s office as Edward left to either a class or another meeting. This was an entirely new form of entertainment for Amanda; having the boys face the wall with hands on head until she was ready was the cherry on the cake. Able to closely observe the boy as he stood usually crying and his limbs nearly always quivering and shaking with the pain, the cane marks across the back of his shorts showing up in a light coloured hue. As Amanda filled in the details in the punishment book she took the opportunity to talk to the boy, now able to see his face colour again as she told him to “cheer up, after all it was only a few strokes of the cane!” “Yes miss,” came the reply, another recent change introduced, boys having to call her ‘Miss’. The only change to this routine was when Mrs W was doing the caning. If she was with Edward the door would stay open and she would watch as Mrs W chalked the last twelve inches of the cane with a piece of school chalk. Her style seemed to Amanda to be just as effective as Mrs W twisted her body and stepped into each stroke. If Mrs W was on her own the interconnecting door would be firmly closed.
 
    
 
   Deputy Headmaster Edward was spending a lot of time down in the gym store room where he had identified the ideal structure for securing boys who would be subjected to the new regime for twelve stroke canings. 
 
    
 
   An old pommel horse with four splayed legs and a well-worn leather top, now seldom used was ideal. Edward had spent many evenings making modifications to this horse. First the front legs were cut short by a good twelve inches thereby making the top slope away at the front. The adjustable legs were then set so that a bent pair of buttocks over the top would be at a perfect height for horizontal cane strokes. Lastly he had to make a visit to a local saddler for strong leather straps with buckles. This proved to be an expensive purchase and he would need to consult with the Head and Amanda as to how such items would be paid for out of petty cash. Not wishing to delay the process, Edward initially paid for the items out of his own pocket. Edward was then faced with a problem. He was not sure exactly where to affix the straps on the horse; he needed a volunteer! His first thoughts were to ask Eva, but then thought better of it, he didn’t want to appear incompetent and any way she was far too much of a lady to adopt the required pose. He couldn’t get one of the boys to do it as it had been agreed that the new ritual was to be kept under wraps and used as a shock tactic. Edward then thought of Amanda, she being much younger would be more inclined to agree with his request and her boyish figure would be just the ticket.
 
    
 
   The following evening after school hours were over, Edward and Amanda made their way over the gym storeroom. He had been somewhat vague in what exactly he required the girl to do for him, leaving it until their arrival and leaving her with a fete accompli! Amanda had that day worn one of her usual in fashion mini-dresses in black and white with its hemline way too high for his blood pressure. On arrival at the storeroom Edward switched on the light and explained to his accomplice what he was trying to achieve. Again, the young girl was flattered by Edward’s attention and wish to involve her and although a little hesitant, agreed to help. He explained that if she could adopt the pose on the horse he would mark the horse where the straps should be fastened. Edward already contained considerable excitement within his trousers and hoped the young girl wouldn’t notice as she was gently assisted over the horse. He guided her arms and hands down the front legs of the horse and then taking a deep breath went to the rear. Amanda’s dress had ridden up to a point where her pink knickers were on show, albeit beneath her tights. Edwards’s next instruction caused further discomfort inside his trousers. Breathing heavily he knelt down behind her and gently moved her ankles apart until they were aligned with the rear legs of the horse. The sight above was something he would remember for a long time, made even better when he got Amanda to push up onto her tiptoes, giving considerable shape to her bottom, if only the tights didn’t spoil things. Edward quickly made the markings on the horse for his securing straps, then quickly whilst the girl was still over the horse he pulled a cane he had hidden from view and ranged it across Amanda’s behind whilst saying “Don’t worry, just making sure the height is alright.”
 
    
 
   Not wanting to push his luck any further he told her it was all ok and assisted her up from the horse, noticing her blush which seemed to run down her neck and onto her chest. However she quickly recovered and entered into her normal banter with Edward, as she was normally quite comfortable around him. To keep his excitement levels up he made sure the conversation stayed on the subject of punishment.  
 
    
 
   After further work to firmly secure the straps to the horse, he was ready to reveal his masterpiece to the other members of the committee. First up was Sister Janice. Edward took the nurse down to the storeroom during lunch break and was a little nervous that Sister might spoil his plans, she was quite a dominating character and seemed to get her way with most things. Janice entered the musty smelling storeroom, wrinkling her nose at the smell, but soon began to pay attention to the centrepiece stood in the middle of the floor. Checking and pulling on the leather straps, she explained that it was important that the straps were not rough to cause any chafing of the skin. Edward thought this was most odd, considering what was to be done to the bottom of the boy over the horse, but was content to look at Sister as she bent to examine the lower straps, noticing that her figure was still quite trim and her legs admirable in the short white tunic. With some relief to Edward, Sister gave things the all clear, which meant he was now able to reveal his work to the Headmaster. The following day saw the Reverend Headmaster looking over the horse with a critical eye, saying that the proof would be in the pudding. Edward thought that he would be less dismissive if an almost naked, recalcitrant pupil was bent across the horse.
 
    
 
   Edward wanted to reveal his work to his co-conspirator, Eva, when she was on her own with plenty of time to spare. After tea, one evening saw the door unlocked once more and the single light bulb switched on to reveal to Eva, what at first reminded her of pictures she had seen of the American electric chair. Dark and foreboding with straps hanging malevolently in the air. 
 
    
 
   “Ohhh, they won’t be doing much wriggling when they’re on this will they?” said Eva.
 
    
 
   Edward explained that the straps would prevent any form of interference and escape, but should allow the afflicted areas to writhe suitably during punishment. Eva found the whole thing quite affecting and was enthusiastic in her opinions about the horse and its adaptation. All that remained was to get in some practice with the new canes, again this needed to be arranged with Eva in a way which would not arouse interest or suspicion from either boys or other staff members. Arrangements were made for the following Sunday afternoon when all would be quiet in the area of the gymnasium and changing rooms.
 
    
 
   Sunday was warm and humid as befits a typical English ‘Indian Summer’; Eva travelled to the school together with her teenage daughter Angela and her friend Jenny. The girls had been using the tennis court facilities at the weekends quite regularly and they did not thinks anything of the fact that Eva was going in to do some work for a couple of hours. The girls were dressed in their tennis outfits and Eva, given the weather was dressed in a sleeveless loose fitting blouse and a pair of white shorts which given her trim and youthful figure, seemed moulded to her body. Dropping the girls off at the courts, she arranged to pick them up later. Making her way in to Edward’s office to await his arrival, she had removed a large bag from the boot of the car and taken it in with her. Edward greeted her warmly and had to refrain from immediate comment about her mode of dress. It was clear that he was going to have difficulty keeping his eyes off the young teacher during their afternoon of practice. Edward had dressed in his ex army PT shirt and tracksuit trousers as the most suitable form of dress, both for practice and quite likely for carrying out actual punishments. He would have to speak to Eva about an appropriate form of dress for her during actual canings, but for the time being was happy to enjoy the view.
 
    
 
   Unlocking the doors of the changing rooms, whilst he carried an exceptionally large hockey bag, all seemed very quiet, just the distant sounds of a village cricket match taking place in an adjacent field. Shafts of sunlight fired across the width of the gym from the high windows as they paced across the wooden floor to the locked storeroom. Opening both doors Edward asked Eva if she would help him move the horse into the gym. Heavier than expected, the two of them dragged rather than carried the contraption into clear space at the top of the gym. 
 
    
 
   Eva now revealed the contents of the large bag she had brought with her from the car. Eager to show her friend that she had put some thought into the afternoon, she revealed two small rolls of material, which had been compacted into a ball shape and then thrust into a pair of the white knickers that Eva had recommended for use during punishments. Masking tape was then produced to secure the makeshift buttocks to the horse. Looking pleased with herself, Eva eagerly took possession of one of the two new punishment canes which Edward now brought out of his hockey bag. Edward explained how he thought that pink chalk would be a good idea for both of them, after all chalk had been useful to Eva whilst learning the art of bottom caning since joining the senior staff.
 
    
 
   Fifty inches of half-inch flexible dark and dense rattan was duly chalked for the last eighteen inches, followed by some gusty practice swishes of the rods. Both exclaimed surprise at how in spite of the density and weight they were surprisingly whippy or as Eva described hers, ‘floggy’. To get started Edward suggested that they apply six strokes each, ladies first. Standing back to admire his colleague, he watched as Eva carefully paced out three paces back, then walked back to place the end of the rod against the substitute buttocks. The cane was so long that the end visibly curved downwards as it was carefully held against the target for aim. Then repeating her three steps backwards, she turned, pulled her caning arm fully behind her, then smartly stepped forwards whilst at the same time bringing the cane up from behind and with a slightly upwards motion, lashed the rod into the target. Pink chalk dust flew, and then as the cane was removed after the follow through, both Edward and Eva examined the stroke. Both agreed that it may be a little low down but nevertheless would be acceptable. Edward had to admire the girl’s skill, things had certainly moved on since he introduced her to caning bottoms some two years earlier. The graceful unhurried flow of the movement, gave way to a long, low, sweeping thrash, which struck the lower areas with terrific velocity. Edward then had his turn and used his normal approach of standing square and using the brute force of his arm and shoulder to strike the target. Satisfied, he couldn’t help but to ask the lady if she would like to try a further six. In fact he just wished to stand back and ogle his colleague from a different angle now as he watched her long legs and shapely bottom encased in the tight white shorts, take the three short steps and then the way in which she leaned slightly backwards and then twisted her whole body into the stroke and continued with the follow through. The cane struck the fake target so hard that there was a sharp crack as the rod parted the material and caught the wooden frame of the horse. Just for a moment, and only a very brief moment he imagined that pert bottom in the white shorts, across the horse…
 
    
 
   Time flew as the pair discussed the pros and cons of differing techniques in application of the cane and barely noticed that two hours had gone by. The girls, Angela and Jenny, had become somewhat tired of their game of tennis and had started to drift towards the area of the gymnasium and changing rooms to see if they might find a tap for a drink of water. They found the doors to the changing area open and went inside where in the changing area they found a suitable tap to drink from. They were just about to leave when they heard a series of loud ‘whupping’ noises and decided to investigate. There through the small glass panel in the gymnasium door, they saw Angela’s mother and an unknown man, taking turns to cane a large wad of cloth fastened to a small vaulting horse. Being careful not to draw attention to themselves, they continued to watch, expecting that some boy or other would appear to be given a caning, but there seemed to be no one else around. After a couple of minutes they left, to return to the tennis courts and await Eva to pick them up as arranged. The girls were astounded by what they saw. Of course they knew that the boys were caned frequently at this school but were mystified by what they had seen and also they couldn’t get over the size of the canes being used. Even the one that Eva used on Angela’s cousin wasn’t as big as the ones they had seen. Angela and Jenny decided that at the right time they would ask Eva about canings at the school to see if any information would be forthcoming.
 
    
 
   The following week there had been an incident involving two absconders from the school who as usual were picked up by the police and returned with their tales between their legs. The Rev Headmaster and Edward, his deputy, realised that they needed to put together a written standard procedure quickly so that due punishment could be carried out. Both boys were made to appear before the Reverend who duly sentenced them to twelve strokes of the cane which would be carried out when they had been given time to think about things. In reality they needed a couple of days to get things organised, having been caught on the hop, so to speak. The two boys then had to stand in the secretary’s office while Amanda made the entries into the punishment book. Amanda took her time with the boys, taking the opportunity to tease them, as was her usual way, asking if either had received twelve strokes of the cane before, even though she obviously knew that they hadn’t. The boys blushed as they were questioned by the young woman who was barely older than they were. Little did they know that they would be blushing much, much more in a couple of day’s time.
 
    
 
   Edward, Eva and the Headmaster then set about putting together the new rules:
 
    
 
     All twelve stroke canings would now be given at a stipulated time in the school gymnasium, in the presence of the ‘Disciplinary Committee’
 
     Boys undergoing twelve stroke canings would be examined by the school nurse to ascertain they were fit to undergo the punishment.
 
     Boys would be showered and prepared under the direction of the nurse before entering the gymnasium for punishment.
 
     Boys would wear a nominated single layer of clothing across the buttocks, but would otherwise be naked during punishment.
 
     Boys would be secured to the caning horse to prevent unnecessary movement or escape during punishment.
 
     Strokes would be applied using the newly approved cane supplied by the committee.
 
     Strokes would be given at one minute intervals and counted out by a member of the Disciplinary Committee.
 
     The school nurse would if necessary attend to the buttocks and the welfare of those undergoing punishment and will have the authority to end a punishment at any time.
 
     Boys will be attended to by the nurse after punishment, and then left secured to the caning horse for a further thirty minutes.
 
    
 
   Two days later at four thirty in the afternoon two boys stood outside the office of Sister Janice. Their ordeal was about to commence.
 
    
 
    
 
   In the next instalment, the two boys received a rude awakening as they get the caning of their lives. Also, an unexpected surprise for Angela and Jenny as the matriarch of their household decrees exceptional punishment for Angela’s male cousin.
 
    
 
   Continued in Volume 4…
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



The Whipping I Deserved
 
   Anon
 
    
 
   When I was 12 years old, my parents and I moved into a new flat on the southeast side of Birmingham. I was excited as soon as we arrived because I saw that there were plenty of boys my age in the complex to romp with and have fun. As soon as my mother allowed it, I headed out into the neighbourhood looking for some new friends. 
 
   It wasn't long before I came upon a group of boys and girls playing hopscotch in the parking lot. I went up to them and asked if I could play. After giving me a thorough examination concerning who I was and where I lived, they all agreed that I could join in their fun. I had a great time that afternoon. I met two boys that were older than me, John and Ken, and I met two very cute girls, Anne and Sally. However, the person I met that day whom I liked most of all was a boy my age named Stevie Stevenson. 
 
   Stevie and I became instant friends, and we played together everyday from dawn to dusk. He taught me about the neighbourhood, introduced me to the people, and showed me the neat places we could go to have fun. One of our favourite places to go and play was in the creek behind our flat. We did all sorts of things in the creek. We caught tadpoles, we watched the fish, we threw rocks at floating bits of wood, and we waded in the shallow eddies. 
 
   One Sunday, Stevie ran into my flat right after he'd gotten home from Sunday school and said, "Let's go down to the creek." I noticed that Stevie had not even changed his Sunday clothes, but if he didn't seem to care why should I? So Stevie and I headed straight for the creek. 
 
   We had been at the creek for about 10 minutes when we heard a deep female voice shout, "Stevie Stevenson, where are you?" When Stevie heard the voice, he froze for a second and got a fearful look on his face. Then he shouted back, almost choking on his words, "I'm down by the creek, Mother." After answering his Mother, Stevie said nothing to me. He just bowed his head in a strange way as if praying for mercy. 
 
   Two minutes later, I saw Mrs. Stevenson coming through the trees. Mrs. Stevenson was a beautiful woman, and as she approached I felt one of those marvellous sensations in my groin that had become so common since I had reached puberty. Mrs. Stevenson was 35 years old, she was 5'7" tall, and she was slim yet busty. She had shoulder length dark blonde hair and piercing gray-green eyes. On that Sunday afternoon she was wearing a conservative black dress, which came just below her knees, and she had on a soft, wide, black leather belt, which synched her waste nicely. Her outfit was set off with seamed hose and black high-heel pumps, and her dark red lipstick drew attention to her strikingly beautiful Hellenistic face. 
 
   "Stevie Stevenson," she said in a low, menacing voice as she drew near, "You know the rule about playing in your Sunday clothes. Now prepare yourself for immediate punishment!" 
 
   Those words sent chills up my spine. What did she mean, "Prepare yourself for punishment?" I thought. Well, it didn't take me long to find out what she meant. I saw that Mrs. Stevenson was carrying a vicious looking wooden switch. The switch was between two and three feet long, and it was made from green hardwood, which caused it to be both heavy and very flexible. The bark had been whittled away from the wood everywhere except at the handle, which Mrs. Stevenson held firmly in her right hand. As she swished the switch menacingly in the air, I looked over to see Stevie's reaction. To my surprise he was hurriedly unbuttoning his trousers and pulling them down to his knees. Next, he pulled his underpants down, and he bent over, grabbing his ankles. He then said in a trembling voice, "I am sorry Mother for breaking the rule, and I am prepared to accept my punishment." 
 
   "Edward," Mrs. Stevenson said to me, "I want you to come stand behind Stevie so that you can witness his whipping." Unable to speak, I did as I was told. Without another word, Mrs. Stevenson pulled the wooden switch back and whipped it full force at Stevie's tender and exposed upper thighs. The switch made a high-pitched whooshing sound, and when it landed on Stevie's backside, he flinched violently and involuntarily from the intense stinging pain. Tears welled up in his eyes as a thin red weal appeared on his thighs. However, he held tightly to his ankles and said dutifully between clinched teeth, "Thank you for that first stroke, Mother." 
 
   Over the next fifteen minutes, as I looked on in fear and horror, Mrs. Stevenson methodically and severely whipped Stevie. I couldn't believe how hard she flailed his tender bare skin. Vicious welts appeared on his buttocks and thighs, and Stevie wept openly as the whipping proceeded. However, the remarkable part about Stevie's reaction was his determination to remain in the punishment position throughout the whipping and to faithfully count all 48 heavy strokes that his Mother laid on his backside. When she had finished the whipping, Stevie asked his Mother for permission to come up from the punishment position. She said he could, and he gingerly stood up straight. He then looked his Mother in the eye and said timidly but firmly, "Thank you, Mother, for giving me the whipping I deserved." 
 
   "You are welcome, Stevie," she said calmly. "Now, pull up your trousers and go to the flat this instant." With those words, Stevie went directly home without even saying goodbye to me. I didn't know it at the time, but I was soon going to find out the hard way why Stevie had so staunchly held his position while his Mother whipped him. 
 
   Two weeks later, my parents asked Mrs. Stevenson if I could stay with her and Stevie for a couple of days while they went out of town. Mrs. Stevenson said, "Sure, as long as Edward agrees to follow my rules while he's in my house." My Mother assured Mrs. Stevenson that I would follow her rules, and she laughingly told Mrs. Stevenson to ‘spank my rear’ if I didn't. With that assurance, I packed my overnight bag. I was really excited about staying with Stevie. We'd do all kinds of fun things. 
 
   That night at 8pm Mrs. Stevenson came into the room and said, "Get ready for bed boys. I want you in your pajamas with your teeth brushed, your faces washed, and under the covers in 15 minutes." 
 
   I said, "Wow, it's only 8pm. Isn't that a little early?" 
 
   When I said it, Mrs. Stevenson gave me a very cold stare and said, "Edward, that is the rule. You will follow it or you will pay the consequences. And another thing… You never question my word in this house, or the consequences will be even more severe. Is that understood, Edward?" 
 
   "Yes, Mrs. Stevenson," I said as I hurriedly retreated to my suitcase to get out my pajamas. No arguing with this lady, I thought. 
 
   Later that night, after Stevie and I were sure that his Mother was asleep, we began to talk and laugh in our beds. Stevie looked over to me and said, "Hey, Edward, let's beat our little williams." Well, this was a new expression for me and I asked him what he meant. He said, "Watch me." He then proceeded to take his penis in his right hand and slowly massage it. His penis immediately came to attention, and Stevie began to pump his fist up and down it more vigorously. Finally, he moaned out loud, and semen flowed out of the end of his penis and down his william, covering his hand and stomach. 
 
   "Now it's your turn," he said. "I'll watch and give you instructions. Now start out by massaging yourself gently, and when you get hard go for it!" Well, I followed Stevie's directions, and I was amazed at how good this felt. My penis became erect almost immediately as I pumped my hand rhythmically up and down along my scrotum. 
 
   I was pumping for all it was worth, and I was about to explode in joyful bliss when I heard Mrs. Stevenson say in a loud voice, "Edward, what are you doing?" Well, my penis went immediately limp, and I looked up sheepishly to see Mrs. Stevenson standing directly over my bed in a black negligee and high-heeled slippers, hand on her hips. "Don't answer that question, Edward," she said. "I know exactly what you are doing, and I know that it was my little Stevie here who put you up to it. Well, boys, you have broken one of my staunchest rules. I will not have you engaging in such vulgar acts, and your punishment will be as severe as I can mete out. Now, take off your clothes and prepare yourselves for punishment. You first, Stevie. I want you to show Edward how he is to behave when I punish him." 
 
   Stevie got naked and immediately prostrated himself across the bed. He grabbed the edge of the bed with his hands, and he held on very tightly. Mrs. Stevenson went into her room, and she returned shortly holding a vicious looking leather strap. The strap was about two feet long and three inches wide, and it was split into two thinner straps on the end. It was very heavy, and it looked like it had been oiled recently and often. 
 
   Just as she had done with her switch that afternoon by the creek, Mrs. Stevenson laid the leather strap on Stevie's tender exposed hide with all of her strength. Each stroke cracked when it hit his skin, and he yelped and cried as ugly welts rose where she had whipped him. But through all of this Stevie always thanked his Mother and never got out of position. After 48 strokes, Mrs. Stevenson announced the end of Stevie's punishment. Stevie asked for permission to rise, and when she granted him permission he thanked her profusely for "giving him the whipping he deserved." 
 
   "Now, Edward, it's your turn," said Mrs. Stevenson, the strap swinging menacingly at her side. "Please position yourself across the bed and hold tight." 
 
   "But, Mrs. Stevenson, you can't whip me," I stammered, sweat pouring off my face. "My Mother doesn't even whip me." 
 
   "Nonsense, Edward," Mrs. Stevenson said. "Your Mother said clearly that you are to follow my rules or I can spank you. You have broken my rules, and you will now be spanked. Besides that, I have already warned you this evening that you will never question my authority or your punishment will be more severe. Well, Edward, you've now earned yourself twice the whipping I just gave to Stevie-that's 96 strokes of this strap. And one more thing, Edward, if you break the punishment position, you will be tied down so you cannot move, and your punishment will be administered again, from the beginning. Also, Edward, you will thank me for every stroke, and you will thank me for your punishment when I'm finished blistering your bottom. Failure on any of these counts will earn you a further whipping. Now, get yourself into punishment position!" 
 
   I was now in complete terror. I slowly lay across the bed and grabbed the sides just as I had seen Stevie do. I saw Mrs. Stevenson rise up on her tiptoes, bringing the strap high over her head. She then brought the strap down on my bare bottom with all the force she could muster. First I heard the crack then I felt the fire. The intensity of the pain was beyond belief, and I screamed out and grabbed by backside in an effort to ward off future blows. 
 
   "Oops, Edward, you're out of position," Mrs. Stevenson said calmly. "We'll have to start over." 
 
   "But, Mrs. Stevenson," I said. 
 
   "Edward, you've just questioned my authority again," she said. "Now your punishment will be increased to 150 strokes. Do you want to try for 200, Edward?" 
 
   "No, Mrs. Stevenson," I said through tears. 
 
   "All right, then, Edward," she said. "Get back into position. This time I'm going to do you a favour and bind you tightly to the bed so that you can't move. Otherwise, I'm afraid you'll never be still long enough for me to finish your punishment." With those words, Mrs. Stevenson proceeded to tie my hands to one end of the bed and my feet to the other. She then tied ropes tightly across my back and knees so that my buttocks and thighs were secured to the bed and well exposed for the whipping. 
 
   Then the whipping commenced, and I didn't think I would survive it. Each stroke of the strap was carefully placed and delivered with no mercy. First came the dreaded crack as the strap found its tender target; next came the initial shock as my body registered the viciousness of the impact; and finally came the intense burning and stinging that radiated from where the stroke landed out through my entire body. I struggled desperately to free myself from the restraints, but no matter how hard I tried, my body remained in position with my bottom high in the air. I tried to count the strokes and thank her for each them, but the pain was often so great that I would forget, and she would add 1 or 5 or 10 strokes to my punishment. My backside was on fire, and I wondered if I would ever walk or sit down again. Finally, when I thought I would pass out, I heard her say, "OK, Edward, this will be your last stroke." She lifted up the strap and brought it down with full force. I screamed again in pain, but I managed to say to her, "That's 150, Mrs. Stevenson. Thank you very much." 
 
   "Your whipping is finished. Stand up Edward," she ordered. I did as I was told even though I could barely straighten up. She led me over to the mirror and said, "Look at yourself, Edward." I turned my ass to the mirror and looked. The sight was almost as bad as the pain. My buttocks and thighs were flaming red with ugly blue bruises and large welts. There were many places where the outline of the strap was clearly visible, and I saw several beads of blood around the edges of these marks. 
 
   "Now, Edward, do you have anything else to say to me?" she asked. 
 
   "Yes I do," I said without the slightest hesitation. "Thank you, Mrs. Stevenson, for giving me the whipping I deserved." 

 
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 



The Lodger
 
 
   By Noelene
 
    
 
   Dear Mrs Birch 
 
   Two girls have been staying with me for more than two years now. Josie is 25, a quiet, career-minded girl, slim and brown-haired. She is very little trouble and I have only ever had to cane her four times, all for minor offences. Susan is 23 and almost the complete opposite, an extrovert, busty blonde (dyed) who likes to dress sexily and has the figure for it. A standing joke is that with skirts getting shorter, her hem-lines will meet up with her cleavage before long. 
 
 
   She seems to have a new boyfriend almost every week and for one reason or another, often sheer thoughtlessness, she is no stranger to the cane that I once knew across my own bottom. I do not deal with either girl with the severity with which my husband dealt with me, half a dozen or so across the bare bottom is quite sufficient for most circumstances.
 
 
   A year and a half ago, a third girl who was with us left and we decided that having a male lodger in the house might be worth a try, so long as he was quiet and trustworthy. As both the girls are allowed to have boyfriends in the house, even overnight at weekends, as long as I know about them, an extra man in the house would not make much difference to our routines. That is why Howard came to join us, a young man of 27, who works on something to do with computers.
 
 
   At first we seemed to have made a wise choice. He kept to himself and seemed no trouble. However, the day came when I found Susan had allowed her latest boyfriend to stay in her room overnight. I caught her sneaking him out early in the morning. As I have said, I allow boyfriends, but knowing that I did not care for this one, she had not asked for permission. In any case this was midweek, which was against the agreed house rules. So that evening, when everyone was back from work, Susan was due an unusually severe caning.
 
 
   It was house policy that the culprit would be naked for punishment, which would be carried out in the presence of the other lodgers. With Howard’s arrival, punishments took place in my bedroom and he was excluded. So there was Susan, naked over the bed for 15 strokes and making quite a noise about it. However, I detected another noise. Josie crept to the door and flung it open. Howard was on his knees outside. It was obvious that he had been looking through the keyhole and also that he had been masturbating.
 
 
   We dragged him into the room, despite Susan’s protests. When I had finished Susan’s caning I made her remain naked. However, any enjoyment Howard gained was short-lived. He was to strip too, to receive the cane himself for the first time. I gave him the option of 20 strokes or leaving the household. 
 
   Accommodation is scarce in this University city and in any case he admitted he deserved the punishment. Not that he took it like a man, after just a few strokes he was making more fuss than Susan had and the girls had to help me with him.
 
 
   After this incident, it was clear that Howard had to be placed under firm control. Josie has proved surprisingly inventive and knowledgeable about such matters, not least the idea of fitting him with a restrainer. After some experiments we devised a leather tube and harness that Howard had to make himself to precise measurements. Howard’s penis, tightly enclosed in its tube, is pulled down between his legs by a pair of straps that pass diagonally across his buttocks and join to a waist belt. Other straps complete the harness and are held by small padlocks. 
 
 
   The harness is complicated but can be worn continuously without undue discomfort and with no risk of cutting off the blood supply. Howard has to sit down to urinate, but women have to anyway, so that hardly matters. There is no interference with other bodily functions and Howard is much better off than women were in the old cast-iron chastity belts. Of course, as intended, Howard is prevented from getting an erection and certainly cannot masturbate.
 
 
   The restrainer is removed when he is to be bathed and for punishment sessions. We supervise his baths now, which means we can be strict about his personal hygiene. This has proved to be quite a good thing, judging by the way he moans when I pull back his foreskin and clean under the rim with a small toothbrush. We did, at first, also allow him to masturbate, under supervision of course, once a month, but now we know this is not necessary, he no longer has this privilege. 
 
 
   With him safely restrained, Susan is still able to walk around the house in her underwear, or even topless, and sometimes does so just to tease him.
 
 
   Naturally he is strictly punished for any fault now. Also, when Susan (or Josie) is in trouble yet again, he is now expected to attend the punishment. He, too, will be naked and his restrainer is removed. Any sign of an erection, even when the girls fondle him, will mean he is punished too. 
 
 
   These days I still use the cane hard across his buttocks and thighs, even harder than my husband used to thrash me, after all he is a male. Indeed I have bought a new cane for him. However, for his penis punishment I prefer a small, weighted strap, which I consider to be safer than a cane. This gives me the freedom to aim some of the strokes a little bit lower.
 
   Howard makes a really ridiculous fuss about these low strokes and the girls and I did have a discussion about it. However we decided that he is just being a big baby and that we should not allow him to distract us from applying a well-deserved punishment. In fact once I have completed a punishment, I now allow the girls to give him any extra strokes that they think fit. Susan is a bit too kind-hearted really, and usually gives him only a few extra, rarely aiming low. Josie, by contrast, has no such qualms and by the time she is finished. Howard is a very well chastised young man and is still in tears quite sometime afterwards.
 
 
   We do, of course, have Howard’s welfare at heart and worried by his lack of social life we have found him a girl friend. She is a friend of Josie’s, and needed a trustworthy partner for the theatre and concerts. I did once offer her a set of keys to Howard’s restrainer but she says she has no reason to want to release him. Howard is apparently becoming proficient with his tongue and she agrees that we should continue to deny him any orgasms of his own, so that she will get full benefit if she ever wants to use him that way in the future. 
 
 
   She also attends Howard’s punishments whenever possible and is able to report other faults of his that we otherwise would not have known about. She entirely approves of the punishments we give him and has suggested that we should give him an extra ‘low and hard’ session of frontal punishment, perhaps once a month, just to reinforce his discipline. I am still thinking about that.
 
    
 
   Yours sincerely
 
 
   Noelene
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 



Three Detentions
 
   By Derek
 
   Attending the local Convent school ensured a good education, though it also brought with it a rigid code of discipline, and strictly enforced punishments for breaches. In the ‘enlightened’ times of the 1950’s, this generally meant written punishments and detentions. And they were given out in copious quantities. The cane was an item of last resort. School had an even mix of nuns and lay teachers, and I think they were all equally strict. 
 
   Punishments tended to consist of copying long tracts of text, usually from the Bible, a hymnal or the dictionary; lengthy lines repeated many, many times; dull essays; or, the one I hated the most, learning a passage from the Bible! And homework always had to be done too! We rarely had a night or weekend without homework. I can remember burning the candle so to speak well past midnight on many an occasion. Well I recall how hard it was to focus when so tired, and getting up to splash water on my face before going back to the grind. And no sympathy from Mum! “Well, hopefully you’ll behave better next time!” It was so ironic, it might take the teacher but a minute or two at most to concoct some dreadful line, less usually for the Nuns since they commonly set Bible passages or verses, simply such and such verse, 250 times. That was it. And we were left with a legacy of long, tiresome hours of writing, cramped hands, blisters and total boredom.
 
   Then came handing them in, some teachers barely glanced at them. They were simply torn up and thrown in the bin. Or worse, you had to tear them up yourself! Mind you I guess that was better than when they went through it in detail and you stood there shaking in case they found an error. That usually meant repeating each missing line 5 times. There was also a ‘line of the month’ put up at the office. Some teachers preferred to use this. This took no effort at all. “Two hundred lines please Amanda. On my desk before roll call!” Many hours work for me though! And the embarrassment, especially when you were in Upper School. One had to go down to the office and stand in front of the notice board and copy out the line as all your peers went past snickering. That was the worst, first formers laughing as you stood in front of the Notice board writing out
this month’s verse from the Bible. It usually took up three to five lines so it wasn’t a quick process.
 
   Being naturally talkative, with a lively sense of humour, I qualified for more than my fair share of written assignments. I don’t think school was meant to be enjoyed in those days. I think I would have some punishment at least every other week, sometimes two in a week! I guess I was a slow learner too? I wasn’t a bad girl, I mean I didn’t smoke, go behind the shed, swear or anything like that. I was just very talkative.
 
   We also had Saturday detentions. These were horrid affairs, and I did my fair share of these too. They started promptly at nine. Woe betide any late comers. And we had to attend in full school uniform. Again imagine how silly one felt in Upper School going off in uniform on a Saturday. The teacher would set an imposing written assignment. Once completed one could leave. I never recall anyone ever finishing within the detention period. One always took the assignment home to complete. Detention ended at 3-30pm so it was a long affair, six hours. Not like the 45 mins my friends received at public school on a Friday night. Detention had no breaks other than 30 minutes for lunch. You worked in total silence. You could hear a pin drop. The silence was quite eerie. The teacher usually got up every now and then and strolled down the room, her footsteps echoing in the quiet of the room. There could be up to a dozen or more girls in detention. She would stop and look over your shoulder and you held your breath in fear. Hoping no trouble. Usually, rather than setting extra lines, the teacher simply reached over your shoulder and tore out one or two pages. This meant they had to be repeated later on at home!
 
   The cane was reserved for the most severe offences, theft, drinking, or bullying. There was one other reason for the cane though, three detentions in a term. I received this in second form. I was aghast when I received the third detention. I tried begging the teacher, a young lay teacher, for lines instead, but she simply dismissed me with an abrupt indifference. I was in tears, I truly dreaded the idea of a caning, I was not a bad child and this was a special trauma, from which there would be no escape, no use pleading to Mum to step in.
 
   Canings were delivered on a Friday lunchtime, with attendees required to stand up in front of the whole school during morning assembly when their name was called out. True to form that Friday, at the end of assembly, the Head Mistress stood and announced, “We have one girl reporting for the cane this week, Amanda Wilkins, Class 2B.” I stood as required, feeling a thousand pairs of eyes boring in on me as I gently bit my lower lip in trepidation, blushing profusely. I had to remain standing until the assembly was dismissed.
 
   Came lunchtime I could barely hold back the tears. When class ended I hurried to the washroom before reporting to the Head Mistresses study. Classes finished at 12-20pm and we had to be there by 12-30pm. I knocked at the door and waited. Her office was near the assembly hall and school entrance, so one had to put up with the ordeal of everyone walking past and staring, knowing full well why you were there, some girls cruelly laughing. Miss Dawson, the young teacher who had issued my third detention walked past, and gave me a big smile, which seemed a truly callous act at the time. 
 
   The school secretary came to the door, “Amanda Wilkins Miss, I am reporting to Sister Theresa, for…” My sobs prevented me getting the rest out. 
 
   “Yes, you’re scheduled for a caning. Place your hands on your head and wait outside the door until called.” The door was brusquely closed, leaving me with the added embarrassment of standing in the corridor hands on head as my schoolmates filed past. My wait was thankfully short, after five minutes I was called through to Sister Theresa’s office. Sister Theresa was in her late fifties, slim and sharp featured, she could be equally kindly and grim faced. “It disappoints me to see you here Amanda,” she remarked, “What do you have to say for yourself?”
 
   “I’m sorry Sister,” was all I could stammer through tear-filled eyes.
 
   “Well, you know the rules and you know why you are here. Please remove your blazer and place it on the clothes stand, then come over here and bend over the desk. There was a long desk set near the wall, “lean right across and grab the far side.” Stifling my tears I did as I was bid. The edge dug into my waist as I gripped the far side. There were two straps attached to the lower legs of the desk at their base. Thankfully these were not to be required, though I dreaded thinking of their being needed!
 
   Sister Theresa came over and smoothed the rear of my woollen gymslip; she then pulled it tight down between my legs and held it securely in place with a large wooden ‘peg’. Again I felt her hand smooth the fabric over my rump as I winced in fearful anticipation. I heard her pick up the cane and winced further in fear as I heard it whistle through the air close by. “This is your first caning Wilkins. I am going to give you two strokes of the junior cane. Let’s hope that will be a sufficient lesson for you. Now grip the desk firmly, if you let go or move, the stroke will be repeated.”
 
   I swallowed hard; this was all happening so fast. Two strokes, normal for a first offence, no lenience there. I had heard how much it hurt though, that the second was almost unbearable. I felt the cane tapping my calves, “Spread your ankles so they touch the inner legs of the desk… That’s better. Keep your backside up, presented for the cane. Now, are you ready?”
 
   “Yes Sister,” I stuttered, my eyes pleading for forgiveness.
 
   “This is going to hurt, so grip tightly.”
 
   Never were words so true. I heard a whistle followed by a searing pain of unexpected ferocity as the effect bit deeply through the wool of my gymslip and my regulation navy knickers. I screamed aloud the instant the thunderbolt hit my nether regions. I shrieked as the tears poured forth and I writhed and wriggled as I grimly held on tight to the desk. The pain continued to course though me, my vision now a blur of tears. I was not conscious of the cane being raised again, though I was certainly conscious when it lashed down on my buttocks, the room again greeted with my anguished screams. I held on to the desk for dear life, I could not imagine taking a further stroke.
 
   “Stand up, take your blazer and I don’t expect to see you again. Dismissed.” 
 
   I found myself with tears still coursing down my cheeks standing once more in the corridor. I stiffly ran to the toilets and locked myself in as I sobbed and sobbed away the pain. Back home I examined the two vicious tramlines, evenly spaced over my buttocks, still throbbing in pain with angry blue bruises spreading from them. They were markedly raised and it ached to sit on them. I had had a frightful afternoon at school. I slept that night on my front. 
 
   The next day sitting on those searing tramlines was an ordeal in itself. I had no choice though other than to grin and bear it, it was truly dreadful. Trying to keep still, wincing when I placed too much weight on the bruised flesh. Cringing when the teacher remarked, rather sternly, “Amanda, stop fidgeting. If you fidget again you will not enjoy the consequences.”
 
   “Please Miss, I am sorry, I was caned yesterday,” I admitted fearfully, embarrassed to tell, though everyone knew only too well. I was hoping for some sympathy. Silly me.
 
   “That is entirely your own fault Amanda. Unless you wish to spend next Saturday in detention too, I suggest you keep very still.” That was a sufficiently fearful remark to still my movements. At the end of the allotted 6 hours, I had completed 150 of the set 200 lines. The teacher, Miss Wyse announced the end, “Girls, pens down. Has anyone completed all 200?” There was a deathly hush.
 
   “You will each complete any lines remaining over the weekend and bring them to my office on Monday morning. I want 200 lines completed by each of you. “Very well, girls, please pick up the lines you have completed and place them in your bags for completion at home. Dismissed.”
 
   I still had a very sore behind, 2 hours of homework, another 2 hours of lines, church and Sunday school to attend, and washing up after dinner. So much for my weekend. I was so miserable. Of course detentions were planned to ruin your whole Saturday.
 
   It took two days for the throbbing to cease, and nearly two weeks for the marks to fade away fully. I vowed there and then that I would never be caned again!
 
   Sadly, this was to be a vow I did not live up to. In the second term of fifth form I once more found myself with three detentions. Two issued by Sister Bernice. New to the school she had become my nemesis, though everyone dreaded her. She was a fearsome lady with a formidable reputation. I think she resented my bubbly personality, and that I was the centre of so many friends. 
 
   The morning of the dreadful day I stood once more in embarrassment. This time, further back, it meant heads turning to see me, as I turned crimson. There was also a second former to report this time. It was not often that two girls were to be caned; it was truly used as a last resort.
 
   You can only imagine my trepidation this time. As a repeat ‘visitor’ I was guaranteed more strokes than last time, at least three, possibly even four strokes. I tried to focus on four, praying it would be three, knowing I would almost feel relief then if it was ‘only’ three strokes. My knees were knocking when I rapped on the office door. Miss Smith opened the door again and I was advised as last time to place my hands on my head and wait until called. I was also to let Sarah know to do the same when she arrived, which was a few minutes later.
 
   At 12-45 Miss Smith came out again, “Sarah, you are to be first, come on in.” I was buckling at the knees and would now have the added trauma of hearing her caning. It seemed to take forever, far longer than had been the case of my first visit; it had been so quick that time. Certainly not this long before the first stroke fell. Finally through the doors I heard the muffled whistle of the cane followed by a loud retort and an even louder scream. This was repeated three more times. Four deadly strokes, what on earth was her offence I wondered? It was nearly fifteen minutes in all before the door opened again. Sarah was no longer a cocky second former. She was ashen faced, tears pouring down her cheeks and very unsteady on her feet. Two of her friends came over and helped her away, leaving me nervously chewing my lips, as the door closed again. It would be another fifteen minutes, during which two other Sisters entered the office, a total wait of 45 minutes, before the door opened again for me. It was Sister Bernice who opened the door though, which truly sent a shiver down my spine. “Come in,” she curtly advised. 
 
   Entering the outer room I was bid into the office of Sister Theresa where the dreaded punishment desk resided. “Would you mind assisting this time Miss Smith,” Sister Bernice requested of the School secretary. I heard her rise as my eyes opened fearfully on entering the punishment room. Sister Rose, a young Novitiate, and Sister Bernadette, who I had noticed entering, were there too, but there was no sign of Sister Theresa. Surprisingly, right now, I missed here presence. 
 
   “Sister Theresa has been called away and asked me to deal with you in her absence.” I was truly terrified, was this going to be better or worse? Somehow I could not imagine it being in my favour, and why three other people?
 
   “Now Wilkins,” she stood in her awesome might before me, cold and ascetic, her beady eyes peering out at me, “I understand this is the second time you have visited for a caning. Making a habit of it aren’t we?”
 
   “Please, Sister, last time was over two years ago.” It was not a wise interjection, broached from me though it was through fear, and an inherent desire to seek mitigation for my plight.
 
   “SILENCE GIRL! You are all together too talkative. I can only assume that the reason you have chosen to visit again is that last time your treatment was too lenient. Let me assure you that you will not find me so charitable.”
 
   I was whimpering now as the tears rose in my eyes. “No doubt modern schooling has become rather namby-pamby in the administration of punishments. However, I assure you that you will not choose to visit again after today!” The two Sisters looked on awkwardly, though Miss Smith, an elderly spinster, seemed to be relishing Sister Bernice’s words.
 
   Picking up a slim cane, she continued, “Last time the records show you received two strokes of this, the junior cane.” She swished it viciously through the air, the fearful whistle echoing through the room. “Now you are in fifth form though you qualify for the senior cane. She picked up a slightly longer, thicker cane and arched it through a full half-circle before my eyes, letting it flick back to shape with a whir. She then slashed it through the air, making a deeper whooping sound; it was clearly a more painful instrument. “This is three inches longer, and slightly thicker… and more appropriate for a girl of your age.” She placed it down on the desk with a loud click. 
 
   “However, I also have the option of considering the use of the disciplinary cane.” She took out a truly evil looking implement. Unlike the burnished yellow of the previous canes, this was a dark brown colour. This was also flexed before me as I felt like wetting my pants.
 
   “This is made of dragon cane, the same thickness as the senior cane only very much denser, and three inches longer again; indeed it is a truly fearsome cane deserving of the most wicked girls… The ultimate deterrent… Now, I have checked my records and found that not only have you received three detentions this term; you had two last term, and four in your fourth year. So,..” her words were punctuated with a fearful swish of this vicious cane, “I have no hesitation in determining this to be a more fitting implement in your circumstances.” She then walked over to the armchair and gave it a full strength whack, that made everyone in the room jump in fear at the retort, and the dust that arose. I was a mess of frazzled nerves and tears.
 
   “Remove your blazer and place it on the coat rack, then bend over the desk as before. Sisters, kindly hold her firmly in position.” It is hard to describe the fear in me at this moment. The two Sisters stood either side of the desk; each pressed down firmly on my shoulder and with their other hand gripped my wrists equally firmly. 
 
   Sister Bernice stood back and requested of Miss Smith, “Miss Smith, would you kindly secure her ankles with the straps.” I was too scared to struggle, my heart was in my mouth, my heart beating loudly as I closed my eyes, not truly believing what was happening. Once secured Mrs Smith was asked to leave and the door closed. I felt then my gymslip being raised above my waist and pulled up to my shoulders to expose my navy knickers. My shaking became more violent as I felt so exposed. Sister Bernice moved away and returned with two large safety pins that she used to secure my gymslip to my blouse, keeping it well out of the way. I was mortified. I was getting a really severe cane, and this time, only my knickers were to be in the way. I knew the cane was introduced for use over clothes, as the most painful of implements, yet I would only have my knickers in the way. 
 
   This was false security though, for next I cringed in astonishment as Sister Bernice pulled my knickers up tightly into the crack in my buttocks. She then took a long piece of navy ribbon. This was tied tightly in the middle at the top of the knickers, before being used to tie up each side of the knickers too. This essentially left me with the modesty of my knickers, but they were so tightly pulled into the cleft of my cheeks as to leave my buttocks totally exposed. I knew, no matter what the offence, no girl had ever been punished in this manner by Sister Theresa, this was barbaric, but there was no one to complain to. My four strokes, for I was committed to the inevitability of four, not three strokes now, would be the worst ever administered in my time at school, of that I was convinced. I was going to be caned on the bare buttocks. I knew one girl caught smoking and drinking had received six strokes, that was the most I had heard of, and while it was likely she got the disciplinary cane too, she would have had her knickers and gymslip for protection. Girls simply were not punished on the bare. It became worse though. 
 
   Sister Bernice next went over and opened the office window. “Some fresh air,” she smiled. Her true intent was for all the school to hear my punishment! It was a cool, still day, with just a breath of wind that I felt chill my buttocks, raising goose pimples, and no doubt it would make the caning more painful too, applied to cool skin. I was trapped though, unable to do anything other than accept my punishment. She picked up the cane and moved behind me, tapping it gently, though ominously across my rear. “Eight strokes.”
 
    I had barely time to gasp at the severity, nobody had ever received eight strokes from Sister Theresa, this was too unfair for words, though my shock had no time to register before the first stroke fell. Unlike last time, my scream did not echo in harmony with the sound of the first crack, rather it came some seconds later. The pain was so intense that it literally took my breath away. I was left breathless in agony before the screech erupted out from deep within. A guttural fearsome howl of sheer pain. And there was an after bite to the cane too, which wrenched further squeals from my throat. I jerked and struggled and screamed, but I was held tight, there was no escape. My obvious plight was ignored as all eight strokes fell with the same relentless fury. I was oblivious to who would be listening across the playground. I simply screamed and screamed, as snot and tears flew from my face. At the end I was left sobbing loudly for some fifteen minutes before I was escorted to the infirmary. The trauma was beyond belief. I made no classes that afternoon, returning home sullen and tearful. My friends offered their sympathy but I was inconsolable.
 
   I cried myself to sleep that night, unable to do any homework. How I made it through the following days detention is beyond me. I was so unbelievably stiff and sore. On arrival the young teacher taking detention class, Miss Cameron, remarked with a grin, “Amanda, I trust your feeling very contrite this morning?” 
 
   “Yes, Miss,” I whispered, too sore and traumatised to say more. 
 
   “Let’s have you at the front where I can keep a close eye on you then…
 
   Right, ladies, write down the following, she then slowly read out the prayer of contrition, “First three words in capitals ‘O MY GOD’ comma…  
 
   ‘I am heartily sorry for having offended Thee’ comma… 
 
   ‘and I detest all my sins’…
 
   ‘because I dread the loss of Heaven and the pains of Hell’ semi-colon… 
 
   ‘but most of all because they offend Thee’ comma… 
 
   ‘my God’ comma…
 
   ‘Who art all-good and deserving of all my love’ full stop…
 
   ‘I firmly resolve’ comma… 
 
   ‘with the help of’ capital T ‘Thy grace’ comma… 
 
   ‘to confess my sins’ comma…
 
   ‘to do penance’ comma… 
 
   ‘and to amend my life’ full stop… 
 
   ‘Amen’ full stop…. 
 
   Do you all have that down?” 
 
   There was a group murmur, “Yes, Miss.”
 
   “One hundred times please,” this latter request met with a deathly hush. We all knew it would take more than the detention to complete this, meaning long hours at home too. Her next words chilled me alone, delivered in her crisp Scottish brogue, “Amanda, as the oldest girl present, a fifth former in a class otherwise filled with first and second formers, I think we can expect a little more contrition from you, one hundred and fifty times please… 
 
   Start writing everyone, any talking and we’ll see you back here next week. No fidgeting, no gazing around the room, you will work in total silence. Raise your hand and wait patiently if you need a toilet break.”
 
   With my tortured behind this was a true ordeal. And I was mercilessly teased by the other girls at the lunch break. Come the end, at thirty five minutes past three, we were as usual treated as penitents. “Girls, put your work away. You will complete the assignment at home together with your normal homework. I also expect each and every one of you to arrive thirty minutes early for Sunday school tomorrow morning. Dismissed.”
 
   Sunday School usually ran from 9-30am to 10-30am, followed by church from 11-00am to 12-15am. An added imposition to our weekends! Arriving thirty minutes early Miss Cameron bid us to kneel, hands on head, and pray for our sins until Sunday school commenced. My knees joined my buttocks in pained agony by the end. I was so rushed I had to even write lines in the short break before church, much to my Mother’s annoyance. But I did manage to just complete all my lines and homework, though it meant a late finish on Sunday, with a third night sleeping on my belly. 
 
   It was fully a week before the pain eased away, and four weeks before the marks disappeared. But I never returned ever again for a caning, just as Sister Bernice promised.
 
   
The End
 
    
 
   


  
 



Part Time Work
 
    
 
   By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch
 
    
 
   It was a glorious Saturday morning and I had just returned from the weekly shopping chore and now busy unpacking the groceries preparing for Mistress’s shopping inspection. It was always a nerve-wracking experience for me but fortunately today every item coming out of the shopping bags corresponded to the shopping list as well the receipts and change matched up perfectly. ‘Phew,’ I thought, heaving a sigh of relief. The first time I was short on the change it cost my bottom severe consequences, the memory of which has remained firmly etched into my psyche to this very day. I briefly allowed my mind to wander back to that horrible day when Mistress walked in and dropped Her bombshell, shocking me out of my unpleasant trip down memory lane. 
 
    
 
   “Mrs Lee has invited me out for Yum Cha with her and a few of her relatives today so I will be out for lunch Karen. She also said she has your results of your exam and would like to discuss your final report with me.”
 
    
 
   A nervous shiver ran up my spine. This was not good. I was not at all confident but prayed I had at least scraped through with a pass. Passing the course was not a negotiable matter and I knew Mistress would be most displeased if I had failed.
 
    
 
   “Mrs Lee will be here in about 20 minutes, now go and change into your uniform, I have a job for you this afternoon that I want completed by the time I return from lunch.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I replied scurrying out the door in nervous dread. What started out as a gorgeous carefree morning was fast turning into one full of trepidation and I hoped earnestly that my growing sense of foreboding was not justified. 
 
    
 
   By the time I returned to present myself to Mistress for uniform inspection my nerves were unravelling at a great rate of knots. Her tone did nothing to allay my fears. ‘Stand up straight Karen, get those shoulders back. Let me look at you.” She looked me up and down, front and back with a critical eye before finally giving me Her approval and announcing my afternoon chore. My heart sank. The Venetian blinds had to be cleaned again by hand, all 12 sets of them. Apparently the job I had just done on them during the spring clean was not good enough. I immediately became concerned that I would not have enough time to complete such a tediously time consuming job and was foolishly about to beg for extra time to complete the chore when the doorbell rang. 
 
    
 
   “Get that Karen; it will be Mrs Lee, let her in and bring her into the lounge. We’ll have a drink before we leave.” 
 
    
 
   My heart stopped in fright. Opening the door meant I would be exposed as a sissy maid to my Beauty School teacher. I didn’t want to do this and immediately felt trapped. I was mortified at the thought and remained frozen to the spot.
 
    
 
   “What are you waiting for Karen? Get that door! NOW!” snapped Mistress, drawing Her hands onto Her hips and looking very menacing. I was cringing with fear but knew I had no choice and reluctantly started for the door.  
 
    
 
   I felt like I was walking the Green Mile when I finally plucked up the intestinal fortitude to walk down that hallway towards the front door. A million thoughts raced through my mind as I walked and I realised that this was going to be a very trying experience.
 
    
 
   When I opened the door I almost died of shock to see not only Mrs Lee but Sue-Wei too. Sue-Wei, who as the leader of the pack at Beauty School who delighted in teasing me and making my time at school nothing but abject misery, would have a field day with this revelation. God only knew how much. I wanted to run and hide but knew there’d be nothing left of my backside if I did. Either that or complete banishment. 
 
    
 
   “Hello, we are here to pick up Jennifer,” said Mrs Lee smiling politely. 
 
    
 
   “Hello Mrs Lee, Hello Sue-Wei, please come in,” I offered as graciously as possible under the circumstances. Both women stared at me, their faces changing from smiles to furrowed brows as they struggled to recall… Without thinking I had just blown my cover. Obviously they had not recognised me at first but now after hearing my voice speaking their names they were trying to work out the familiarity. My heart started racing and I could have kicked myself for being so stupid. Maybe they wouldn’t guess afterall, I thought frantically. 
 
    
 
   As I led them into the lounge room Sue-Wei asked with uncertainty, “Is - that - you - Kelvin?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Sue-Wei,” I replied meekly but kept walking not daring to turn around to face her. A strong hand grabbed my shoulder, and spun me around. Both ladies were looking up at me with surprised expressions on their faces. The instant they saw my face, the recognition was immediate and they burst out laughing. 
 
    
 
   “Kelvin, it IS you!” The look on Sue-Wei’s face said it all. I went as red as a beetroot with embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing dressed like this? Do you always dress like this?”
 
    
 
   “Um… er…only at home Sue-Wei.” I replied nervously, wondering what on earth she was going to make of that.
 
    
 
   “You look like you should work at a 5 star hotel Kelvin; you make a very pretty maid.” She was tormenting me already and I could feel the blush warming my face and neck. 
 
    
 
   “I always thought you were a bit feminine Kelvin, not many men do the Beauty School’s manicure and pedicure course. That day we found out you wear stockings under your trousers, got us all wondering about you Kelvin!” said Sue-Wei giggling. It had been one of the most humiliating experiences I had encountered at Beauty School. Mistress had sent me in my male clothes but insisted I remain in stockings, girdle and panties underneath. When Sue-Wei had to demonstrate a pedicure on me I had forgotten I was wearing the stockings and when I took my shoes off, Sue-Wei shrieked loud with artificial shock, making sure the whole class knew I was wearing stockings. Mrs Lee ordered me to change before continuing. I felt two inches tall and just wanted to go and hide and never return to that Beauty School again.
 
    
 
   “Aunty has your results here Kelvin, are you excited?”
 
    
 
   “Ummm, I am not sure Sue-Wei,” I stammered feeling very unsure.
 
    
 
   “I think you should be worried Kelvin,” she taunted waiving an envelope in my face and sporting a wicked smile on her face.
 
    
 
   Fortunately Mistress walked in at that moment saving me from further torment. The three ladies exchanged introductions taking the focus off me momentarily. Mrs Lee introduced Sue-Wei to Mistress as her niece, which surprised me, as until now I did not know they were related. ‘No wonder she got away with tormenting me in class.’ I thought angrily. 
 
    
 
   “I didn’t recognise Kelvin in the maids uniform Jennifer,” said Sue-Wei.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, she is in training to become a sissy maid Sue-Wei but I am afraid she still has a lot to learn. Please call her Karen though, as that is her sissy name.”
 
    
 
   This unfortunate statement extracted more giggles from the two ladies and I felt like crawling under the table in embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Karen suits you so much better than Kelvin,” said Sue-Wei, especially now we know you like to dress up like a – what did you say, sissy maid?”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Sue-Wei,” I replied, trying to sound genuine but burning with embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “That was not very respectful Karen, address Sue-Wei correctly!” scolded Mistress.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Miss Sue-Wei” I replied.
 
    
 
   “If you want to be really respectful you can call Sue-Wei ‘Chi-Chi’ Karen,” chimed Mrs Lee. I shot a glance at Mistress in the hope that She may step in and override this request but She offered no resistance. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mrs Lee,” I replied once more, “I am sorry - Chi-Chi.” The exercise was becoming increasingly uncomfortable and I could feel my face and neck now blushing brightly. 
 
    
 
   I would find out later that Chi-Chi meant ‘big sister’ and was a term younger children used to show respect to an older sister. The fact I was older than Sue-Wei and had to call her Chi-Chi was seen as a great humiliation for me by the Chinese ladies.
 
    
 
   “Thank you for that cultural lesson Mrs Lee, I will reinforce it when we return home,” said Mistress shooting me a glance that let me know I was certainly not going to look forward to Her return home. ‘Reinforcing’ was usually done with my panties around my ankles and my dress lifted high. I nervously set about serving drinks for the ladies and once done was straight away despatched to start my chores, leaving them to exchange pleasantries. 
 
    
 
   After some twenty or so minutes on tenterhooks I heard the ladies chatting happily as they moved towards the front door. They were finally leaving thank God! But my blood ran cold as I heard Mrs Lee and Sue-Wei call out in unison, “Bye bye Karen.” 
 
    
 
   “KAREN! Come out here and say goodbye to Mrs Lee and Sue- Wei please. On the double!”
 
    
 
   I wrenched off my rubber gloves and scurried down the hallway at the sound of Mistress’s command and was taken aback by the way Sue-Wei was looking at me. There was that wicked grin again and I could sense she was plotting something that may not be to my benefit. ‘What was it about me that brought out that evil side in ladies?’ I wondered. They finally left and I resumed my chores, albeit full of concern. I couldn’t get the vision of Sue-Wei waving that envelope out of my mind as I worked and was tormented dreadfully by the thought of the contents. Whatever it was, it foretold my imminent fate.  
 
    
 
   The next three hours were spent with bucket and cloth cleaning the delicate wooden micro Venetian blinds. It was a tedious task, to clean one blind at a time, 96 individual slats in each of the twelve sections then flipping them and then doing the other side but I was determined to do a perfect job and not risk having to do them a third time.
 
    
 
   It was about 3:30pm when the ladies returned. Regrettably I still had one set of blinds to complete and knew full well that there would be trouble later. The ladies bustled in and I could see that there was another Chinese lady with them whom I would later learn was Sue-Wei’s mother. Her name was Weng but when I was called to attend to the ladies Mrs Lee instructed me to address her as ‘Amah’. She was the older sister of Mrs Lee. 
 
    
 
   “I trust you’ve finished the blinds Karen?” quizzed Mistress. 
 
    
 
   “Well, no Mistress, I just have one set to go, but there’s no way I could finish them in that time, I really tried my best,” I whined hoping for leniency, thinking that surely Mistress would know that the chore couldn’t possibly be completed properly in that time. 
 
    
 
   “Stop that snivelling Karen, you know what I’ve told you about whining, but since you did so in front of my guests, you may run and fetch the Cod Liver Oil and table spoon. Let’s see how you like whining and moaning then.”  I was about to plead forgiveness but saw the look on Her face and thought better of that idea! 
 
    
 
   When I returned with the Cod Liver Oil, the ladies stopped chatting and all turned to watch the event with eager anticipation. “Open,” commanded Mistress as She ferried the vile tasting liquid towards my face. I simply closed my eyes and opened my mouth, instinctively closing my lips again when I felt the cold steel spoon rest on my tongue. I couldn’t help but grimace when I tasted that foul fishy oil. I screwed my eyes tight shut and tried desperately to swallow, but my whole body shuddered involuntarily and refused to comply. This must have looked amusing because the ladies all burst into laughter. 
 
    
 
   “SWALLOW IT KAREN!” 
 
    
 
   I was still trying desperately to swallow when I felt a gentle wind up the back of my legs as my dress was being lifted and then in sharp contrast felt a hearty slap on my buttock. The shock nearly caused me to choke as I yelped and swallowed at the same time. That brought a fresh round of laughter from the ladies who were by now most pleased to see that I was about to be given a second dose of the disgusting stuff. I was feeling terribly humiliated by now as well as sorry for myself. Oh how Sue-Wei must have enjoyed seeing my face screw up in disgust. 
 
    
 
   “OPEN UP KAREN!” 
 
    
 
   For the second time I opened my mouth to receive a dose of the foulest tasting, most gut wrenching substance on the planet. Again I screwed up my face in torment as I struggled to swallow it. The ladies were in hysterics by now and I was feeling very small.  
 
    
 
   “If Karen gets used to that Jennifer I have a Chinese herbal concoction made from cockroaches and pig trotters that she might like to try. It is a tonic that will give her the strength to work harder for you,” chimed Sue-Wei eagerly, which brought an instant round of laughter from the four ladies.
 
    
 
   “Good idea Sue-Wei, I’ll be sure to get some from you,” replied Mistress laughing. “You must thank Sue-Wei Karen.”
 
    
 
   I frantically tried to gulp and swallow but my throat refused to do what it was supposed to do. Once again Mistress lifted the back of my dress and slapped my buttock very hard, which caused an involuntary swallow at the same time an awkward cough and a yelp. This in turn raised the laughter from the ladies again. “Thank – ahem- you for your thoughtfulness Chi-Chi,” I managed reluctantly, my mouth and taste buds reeling from the dose of Cod Liver Oil, but the thought of the herbal concoction Sue-Wei described sent shivers of disgust and revulsion through me. Things just seem to get worse and worse. As Mistress says if I do not learn the first time She will just keep upping the ante until I do. I must admit Her methods are very effective. 
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, you may put this back,” she said thrusting the bottle and spoon in my hand. “We will be having afternoon tea in the dining room, so run along and prepare it immediately and then come and let me know when it’s ready.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I replied still gagging on the ghastly oil coating my mouth and throat. It would be a trying afternoon, and I was in the unenviable predicament where Sue-Wei was now in a position of authority over me. The situation was frighteningly reminiscent of the card game night when Miss Sandra and the other two vixens caused so much trouble for me.
 
    
 
   I scurried off to the kitchen to prepare the afternoon tea as Mistress led the ladies out onto the balcony. Mistress’s afternoon tea meant ‘High Tea’ style, meaning fine china, tea brewed in a pot and served through a tea strainer. Special cake plates had to be set out the with proper cake forks. I had to use the three-tier tray. Scones on the top, sandwiches with crusts removed cut into triangles on the second tier and some sweets on the bottom. Napkins had to be placed on the left side of the place setting with the closed edge to the left and the open edge to the right. Tongs had to be placed in the bowl with the sugar cubes. It was all very civilised and proper. I knew if it wasn’t perfectly prepared I’d be in trouble. 
 
    
 
   When I’d finished preparing, I went to the balcony and waited a good 5 minutes to be acknowledged. It was humiliating standing there like that being ignored, and more than once I was aware of Sue-Wei casting her wicked glance in my direction. I waited submissively with head bowed and hands interlocked over my stomach as I had been taught. I was finally acknowledged by Mistress and allowed to inform the ladies their tea was served. After which I was to run ahead and stand behind the first chair ready to pull it out for the first guest to sit upon, and every chair for each lady in turn. They bustled in chatting happily and apparently totally at ease with the idea of me serving them. When all were seated I poured the tea very carefully, remembering all too well the incident with Miss Sandra and Miss Jacqueline and how that ‘accidental’ bump behind my knee ended in disaster. Fortunately today was not going to be a repeat performance and I was dismissed without event. 
 
    
 
   I returned some 20 minutes later when the ladies had finished and started carefully clearing away the cups and plates. The memory of that card night was still fresh and I was still very nervous when it came to serving ladies at a dinner table.  
 
    
 
   “Once you’ve washed up Karen, you can come right back here, we have some news for you,” said Mistress quietly. The seriousness of Her voice and the emphasis on the word ‘news’ had me worried and I nearly dropped the entire tray of cups, I was shaking so much with fear. 
 
    
 
   “Be careful Karen, or you’ll be in trouble if anything drops.”
 
    
 
   I heard a snicker form Sue-Wei, and it was obvious she enjoyed seeing me warned by Mistress. I quickly washed up and returned to the dining room some ten minutes later. This time when I returned Mistress kept me waiting again not acknowledging my presence for at least ten minutes. I waited patiently in the corner with head bowed submissively until at last She spoke, and I looked up. She was holding the envelope with my results.
 
    
 
   ‘Here we go,’ I thought nervously, ‘this is it.’
 
    
 
   “Well Karen in this envelope we have the results from your Beauty School course as I’m sure you are aware. But before I read out the results, have you anything to say about how you think you went?”
 
    
 
   Mrs Lee looked very stern but Sue-Wei had a smug grin all over her face. Weng just sat grim faced, quietly staring at me. 
 
    
 
   “No Mistress,” I said lowering my head in shame. I suspected that the contents were about to confirm my worst fears. 
 
    
 
   Mistress opened the envelope and began to read out the report:
 
    
 
   “First assignment, 9 out of 25.” She paused to look up at me. I felt Her eyes burning into the top of my head but I didn’t dare look up. 
 
    
 
   “Oral exam, 12 out of 25.” Again She paused and you could have heard a pin drop. 
 
    
 
   “Customer Service Role Play, 10 out of 25.” She said pausing again. I heard Sue-Wei gasp in contrived surprise, a gesture I knew full well was overdramatised for effect.  
 
    
 
   “Final exam, 9 out of 25…” there was a longer pause and no one spoke.  
 
    
 
   “Anything to say Karen?”
 
    
 
   “No Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “I’ve got something to say Karen. This is a dreadful result! Now I’d like to read out for you Mrs Lee’s comments about your performance.
 
    
 
   ‘Kelvin has failed to apply himself in both theory and practical. His attitude throughout the course was poor and his lack of knowledge in the final assessment reflected little or no effort as far as home study was concerned. He often seemed to be sulking in class and did not take the opportunity to learn from and work with his peers. Kelvin may benefit from taking the course again.  
 
    
 
   Yours sincerely,
 
    
 
   Mrs Lee’
 
    
 
   “Now have you got anything to say Karen?”
 
    
 
   “No Mistress,” I said feeling royally disgraced in front of the other ladies, Sue-Wei in particular.
 
    
 
   “That is 40 out of 100 Karen, a spectacular failure in my book. In fact you failed all four assessments! I am absolutely appalled at this performance and will be reviewing these results over a formal punishment in front of Sister Patrice tonight! A fail is simply not good enough. You do not realise just how close you are to being stripped of your uniform!”
 
    
 
   ‘Oh My God,’ I thought, ‘another formal punishment would be hard enough to get through but to be stripped of my uniform was too awful to consider’. I would be shattered if it came to this, to become a fully trained sissy maid was my life long ambition. As for the formal punishment my bottom was still smarting from my recent ‘Day of Reckoning’ punishment. And now I could look forward to yet another terrifying ordeal. 
 
    
 
   “Of course you will have to repeat the course now but luckily Sue-Wei has come up with an excellent idea. She has suggested you could work at Weng’s hairdressing salon for the next four months and that would cover your tuition fees to repeat the course.  So from now on every Thursday night and Saturday morning starting next week until July you will be working for Weng. You will basically be a gopher, sweeping floors, making tea for the customers, running errands and doing what you are told. You will dress in the salon’s pink and white apprentice uniform while you work. Sue-Wei will be reporting to me any disobedience or failings so make sure you do not disappoint me Karen. The other good news is that Sue-Wei has agreed to give you one hour extra tuition at the end of your Thursday night shifts at the salon. This is most generous of Sue-Wei. You should count yourself extremely lucky to be receiving extra tuition from a student who scored 100% in the same course Karen. What do you say to Sue-Wei?”
 
    
 
   ‘What do I say to Sue-Wei? I felt like saying, Good God no! That’s the last thing I’d rather do. I couldn’t think of anything worse,’ but instead I just said as compliantly as I could muster, “Thank you so much Chi-Chi, you are very kind.” I tried to sound genuine but was filled with dread at the thought of being her student. I was becoming deeply concerned and started to panic.
 
    
 
   A little while later the visitors left. After seeing them off Mistress turned to me.
 
    
 
   “They are a lovely group those ladies, I cannot believe you were so critical of Sue-Wei, she is very generous and if I remember you tried to blame her for your poor performance in the role play! She is a star student and someone you should have been imitating instead of criticising Karen. I am telling you now if you do not pass this time, the consequence does not bear thinking about. Now as you know you have earned for yourself a little visit to Sister Patrice, which will take place this evening at 8.30pm. So straight after dinner I’d like you to shower and change into punishment panties and a fresh uniform, then present yourself at 8.30pm sharp. By the time I come into the lounge I’d like to see you facing Sister Patrice with hands on head. Between now and dinnertime, you may spend some time in quiet contemplation scrubbing the kitchen floor. You may also finish off that last set of blinds I see you missed before dinner. Now off you go.”  
 
    
 
   I trudged off to fetch the bucket, rubber gloves and scrubbing brush. I was feeling miserable as I scrubbed that floor on all fours awaiting the formal punishment that was to follow. The next couple of hours were full of mental anguish; the time seemed to drag on and on adding to the tension and fear. When I served Mistress Her dinner She said absolutely nothing. The stony silence made me feel even more fearful and nervous if that was at all possible. Finally I finished the washing up and went to shower and change as instructed before facing that now familiar position of standing before Sister Patrice. I felt like I was facing the gallows. 
 
    
 
   Half an hour or so later, after yet another horrid period of waiting I finally heard the clicking of Mistress’s heels on the floorboards as She entered the lounge room. I also heard that terrifying sound of cane swishing through the air as Mistress warmed Herself up for the upcoming punishment. The sound of a swishing cane during an air swing sends paroxysms of fear and dread through me when I know that soon it will be my bottom at the end of that swing. My teeth were chattering and my knees were trembling.
 
    
 
   “Well Karen, forty out of one hundred is a disgraceful performance. I was expecting at least eighty and was hopeful for full marks before you started. I am extremely dissatisfied and very disappointed. As I said earlier there will be dire consequences if you fail again and as far as I am concerned you had better reach at least 80% next time and I will deem any mark less than that a failure! For tonight’s punishment I have decided that for each mark less than one hundred you did not receive you will receive one punishment stroke. That makes sixty strokes in all. If there is any, butt clenching, flinching or moving, the stroke will be repeated and a penalty stroke added. You may also expect a figging for any signs of butt clenching.  There will be five lots of twelve strokes each with a different implement. But I must warn you, next time you sit the exam however, for each mark less than one hundred you will receive a stroke of a soaked birch. It’s about time you met my old friend and namesake. Now turn around and take up your position over the punishment stool. I want that bottom high and tight.” 
 
    
 
   Oh my goodness, I had never received the birch but was certainly dreading it after reading stories about birchings. I quickly took up the position and presented my bottom high. The feeling of anxiety and fear was overwhelming as I bent over the stool. The position was awkward and I could feel the strain in my calf muscles and hamstrings already. I am not very flexible and this pain would only add to the misery I was about to endure. Presenting my bottom high like that made me feel extremely vulnerable. 
 
    
 
   The first implement Mistress chose was the strap. She dragged out the moment, describing the implement to me, what it was going to feel like coming down on my buttocks, softly teasing my buttocks with it and running the soft leather across my skin in a sensual way. Although it was impossible to enjoy the sensual feeling as my fear was so intense. Then all of a sudden “THWACK!” She laid the first one on like a thunderbolt. It stung immensely and I screamed in shock.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you start sooking after one stroke Karen, there is a long way to go!”
 
    
 
   “No Mistress, sorry Mistress,” I replied haltingly as I tried to choke down my sobs and control my reactions.
 
    
 
   The strapping was ferocious. Each stroke was delivered with just enough time in between for me to absorb the full effect of its fiery lash. The first four strokes slashed viciously across both cheeks, landing right in the middle of my bum and on top of each other. The next two strokes were delivered one above and one below the first four, and these were pure agony. I was biting my lip to control the urge to scream out. Then She moved to stand at my right side so She could swing the strap from left to right. Her back swing was deadly and had me yelping unashamedly with each of these strokes. After three of these, She went to stand on my left side and took aim. She brought the final three strokes down fast across my burning rump from right to left and with such severity that I could not longer contain myself.  And this was just the first round. Somehow I managed to get my whimpering under control and remained in position throughout, although my entire body was trembling violently. 
 
    
 
   “All right Karen, stand up and go and face the corner with your hands on head. You can have ten minutes to contemplate your punishment so far and you may leave those panties down around your ankles.” 
 
    
 
   I was awash with shame and remorse as I stood facing the wall.  Mistress reminded me again that I was very close to being stripped of my uniform, which would also mean surrendering my wig and being put under a much harsher schedule. I shuddered at the thought and struggled to hold back the tears. 
 
    
 
   Ten minutes is a long time when you are standing in the corner contemplating your punishment with no idea of the time. Many things go through your mind, least of all the rest of the punishment to come. Finally I heard the order, “Back into position Karen.” And not a minute too soon…My arms felt like they were about to drop off but the thought of receiving more punishment on my cooling bottom was a far worse fate. 
 
    
 
   I settled into position back over the stool as quickly as I could but out of the corner of my eye I saw Mistress take a vicious looking martinet off the coat rack where a selection of punishment implements hung threateningly. The martinet was an evil implement and delivered a truly frightful punishment and I hated it. As if my nerves weren’t already at breaking point just before the punishment began Mistress gently draped the thongs insidiously across the backs of my upper thighs, allowing them to lightly caress and tickle the backs of my legs. This She did several times doing nothing to soothe my senses. 
 
    
 
   Then suddenly, WHOOSH! 
 
    
 
   She brought it down hard and fast across my upper thighs, causing me to leap up yelping in pain. 
 
    
 
   “Get back into position Karen. You’ll be receiving that stroke again, along with a penalty stroke for your theatrics.” 
 
    
 
   WHOOSH! Down it came again, as soon as I was back in position, straight across the backs of my upper thighs once more, causing me to shriek like a banshee. In the seconds after the stroke I felt the pain start to build in intensity heading for it’s crescendo, and then WHOOSH! Again it fell across the tops of my thighs and again I shrieked out loud. It dawned on me very quickly that every stroke was going to land across the tops of my thighs and that thought made me very scared. I clutched the brass railing of the stool as tight as I could and braced myself for the next burning stroke. WHOOSH! Down it came again. Amazingly each stroke seemed to inflict a harsher pain than the one before and I could not help yelping in pain throughout this dreadful lashing. It was very difficult to remain in position to say the least. Each time it fell it’s lash felt like a thousand wasps were attacking my flesh. Even the lighter strokes had me jumping in agony. Regrettably on three more occasions throughout the punishment I leapt up out of position and ended up receiving the strokes again as well as earning a penalty stroke for each. 
 
    
 
   By the merciful end of that round I was struggling to stand and tears were running freely down my cheeks. 
 
    
 
   “Stand up Karen, get back into the corner with your hands on your head. You have ten minutes to contemplate your punishment before we begin the next round.” 
 
    
 
   After ten minutes in the corner the pain had subsided only a little and the thought of going over the stool again was horrific. This time I was not concerned in the least about time dragging. Then all too soon I heard the command, “Back over the stool Karen,” and I groaned.  
 
    
 
   Somehow I found the self-control to obey and suppress my extreme desire to run away.  Over the stool I went and got back into that extraordinarily vulnerable position. Mistress retrieved Her double layer razor strop from the coat rack and promptly delivered to my posterior twelve of the hardest strokes I have felt to date. The pain was absolutely searing and the sound of horsehide cracking sharply across my flesh added to the intense agony I was suffering at the hands of my Mistress. Tears were soon running down my cheeks and it took all my strength to manage a feeble ‘thank you’ after each stroke. 
 
    
 
   When the fiery maelstrom raining down upon my buttocks ended abruptly I was ordered back to the corner for another ten-minute break to contemplate my naughtiness. By now though all I could focus on was the extreme pain in my rear and had almost forgotten the reason that earned me my punishment in the first place.
 
    
 
   Each corner time was having a strong psychological impact upon me. The absolute silence in those moments spent facing the brick wall was extremely nerve wracking and these breaks were dragging the ordeal out adding greatly to the overall discomfort I was enduring. It was certainly giving me time to reflect on the error of my ways. 
 
    
 
   For my next round of punishment horror Mistress had chosen the two-tailed tawse for my demise. I started to shake in fear as I saw Her pick it up and begin to circle me slowly, tapping the tawse firmly in the palm of Her hand as She walked. 
 
    
 
   “Bottom up Karen,” came the order and I braced myself as She positioned Herself behind me. I heard the soft whoosh of the tawse as She drew it back over Her shoulder and I instinctively clenched my buttocks in anticipation of the stroke. 
 
    
 
   Nothing happened…
 
    
 
   “What did I tell you would happen if I saw those buttocks clench Karen?” She asked quietly. 
 
    
 
   I gasped in horror. My mind immediately envisaged the consequence. A burning knob of ginger up one’s anus is to be avoided at all costs! 
 
    
 
   “A figging Mistress…” 
 
    
 
   “Remain in position.” 
 
    
 
   I listened nervously as She walked away into the kitchen to prepare the dreaded butt clench penalty. The waiting was made a whole lot worse by the fact that I could hear every minute detail of the preparation. Some minutes went by before She returned armed with a rather large knob of peeled ginger, which She inserted straight into my anus without ceremony. This time it was my teeth that I clenched as the root burned severely deep inside my anus. 
 
    
 
   “Bottom up Karen,” She said again quietly, “and I had better not see that ginger fall from your bum.” 
 
    
 
   WHOOSH! The punishment began and once more the flame in my bum was ignited. 
 
    
 
   Between the burning in my arse and the fire ravaging my buttocks I shrieked and yelped my way through thirteen absolute blinding strokes. I soon found out why it was called the tongue of fire. Real burning hot scorchers they were. Tears were now running down my face unashamedly, but added to my dilemma was the threat of that ginger knob being expelled unintentionally while I was being thrashed so trying to keep my bum tightly hanging on to that under the circumstances was a real challenge. After the final stroke landed I hobbled back to my corner for a further ten minutes worth of reflections upon my failings. By now a fierce determination to improve my future Beauty School exam results was quickly developing.
 
    
 
   By the time I was ordered out of the corner and back over the stool for the last time one could imagine that I might have been relieved. But that was not the case. 
 
    
 
   In Her hand was Her newest whippiest cane. It was pixie thin and looked a lot less ominous than any of Her other canes, and for a moment I thought I was going to be let off lightly, given the terrible trouncing I’d received so far, but the first slice of that cane across my tortured flesh told a different story. It was a real scorcher.
 
    
 
   “That ginger can remain in place until the end of your punishment Karen, and I warn you, if you lose it during the caning, I shall reinsert it and tape it back into position with gaffer tape - and you won’t want THAT wrapped around your testicles will you?” 
 
    
 
   “No Mistress,” I whimpered and resigned myself to my fate. 
 
    
 
   “And if I have to stop to reinsert the ginger I will feel compelled to restart the count Karen, so make sure you don’t lose it.” 
 
    
 
   SWISH!  The cane sliced into my swollen buttocks like a white-hot knife and my reaction was instant. The pain started racing through my entire body like hot molten lava coursing down a mountain side. It was horrendous. She stood watching my body twist and writhe and knew exactly when to strike again. 
 
    
 
   SWISH! Again the cane sliced into flesh and again my body twisted into convulsions from the sheer agony of the stroke. She magnified each agonizing cut with a sharp flick of the wrist. I had not known focussed intense pain like it. On top of an already burning bottom these strokes took me to un-chartered waters as far as agony was concerned. This ineffectual looking cane had the effect of a double shock. It would hurt like the blazes when it first came into contact then about three or four seconds later another wave of even stronger pain would kick in. I do not understand how that happens but Mistress seems very skilled at making it happen. It was sheer hell and by the last two strokes I was starting to fall into a trance of agony. When it was finally over Mistress ordered me to stand up and to inspect my bottom in the mirror. It took some doing but I managed to turn my bum to the mirror and look. I reviled in horror. The cane marks had already turned into raised welts and stood out on a background of overall redness. My bottom looked totally traumatised and certainly felt that way too. It was going to be a long time before I could sit in comfort again.
 
   Right Karen, knickers up. Your punishment is over for this evening.” Remarkably She sounded as casual as if She’d just looked up from reading a book. 
 
    
 
   “By the way, you took your punishment well considering.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Mistress,” I sobbed and bent gingerly to pull up my knickers. 
 
    
 
   “You may remove the ginger Karen after you have tidied the room. After you’re done you can get ready for bed.” 
 
    
 
   Thank you Mistress,” I said gratefully and started tidying the room and picking up the implements. I was very grateful to collapse into bed soon after but feeling very sore and very sorry. 
 
    
 
   The week dragged slowly and I could think of little else other than starting work on Thursday at Weng’s salon. It was a dreadful torment and I could not come up with a single excuse that would relieve me from starting. 
 
    
 
   Finally Thursday arrived and the time had come for me to get ready for my first day as an apprentice gopher. Mercifully Mistress ordered me into my male clothes, which I was to change from, and into the apprentice uniform when I arrived at the salon. 
 
    
 
   I was to catch the bus so was very relieved about being allowed to wear my male clothes, especially as I ran into the same boisterous group of High School girls at the bus stop who were at the tennis courts the day I was acting as ball girl to Mistress and Miss Sandra. They were loud and rude and poking fun and one of them had the cheek to ask, “Excuse me Miss, do you know when the next bus is?” 
 
    
 
   I ignored them and they broke into hysterics. ‘Hmph,’ I thought, ‘Fine examples of ladettes, that lot!’ The bus finally came and I was forced to endure more giggling and lewd remarks throughout the journey. At last I was able to escape and hopped off the bus near the salon but would soon find out that this was simply a case of straight out of the frying pan and into the fire. I arrived at the salon right on 5pm to be greeted by Sue-Wei and Weng. 
 
    
 
   “Ah Karen, hope you are ready for some hard work,” greeted Weng, “Sue-Wei will show you where to get changed and what to do,” she said before bustling her way back to her client. 
 
    
 
   I could see that the salon was very busy and looked a veritable hive of activity. There were three other hairdressers along with Weng looking after several clients in various stages of completion. Sue-Wei worked on reception and answered the phones and until now, I suspect also had the dubious honour of sweeping floors and making refreshments for clients. “Come with me Karen, I’ll take you out back and show you where you can get changed. I hope you brought your wig, that head still look like a porcupine,” she said giggling. Her remark caused me to blush violently. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Chi Chi, I brought my wig,” I replied as she turned and headed towards the back of the salon. I doubt she heard my reply.
 
    
 
   “Ok, here is your uniform,” she said brightly, as we reached the back room. She held up a brilliant white uniform with hot pink piping around the edge of the collar, sleeves and pockets, along with a hot pink logo embroidered onto the left breast. Even the buttons running down the front of the uniform were hot pink. I was dumbstruck. Good God, I was going to stick out like the proverbial you know what wearing that uniform. Conversely, the staff wore black pants, and black salon style shirts with the hot pink logo, no hot pink piping, and no hot pink buttons.   
 
    
 
   “You can get changed in here,” she said, opening the door to a small bathroom. “Then when you ready you can come and I will show you where the cleaning gear is and also the tea and coffee making facilities for the customers. Don’t be long, we are very busy right now so you need to get to work straight away.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Chi Chi,” I said, thinking this was going to be worse than a weekend at Miss Sandra’s. 
 
    
 
   I closed the door feeling very solemn and emerged some minutes later wearing the uniform and my wig, and nervously presented myself to Chi Chi.    
 
    
 
   “Ooooo Karen, you look very pretty but your red wig clashes with the pink on your uniform,” she said laughing and I blushed furiously once again. “Ok, this is where we keep the coffee and tea making facilities, here,” she said opening and closing a series of cupboard doors and pointing out cups and saucers, chocolates and biscuits and everything I’d need to ensure the customers were kept happy. “Your first job when you arrive each day will be to clean the salon window inside and out. This cupboard down here has the cleaning products and paper towel for you to clean the window with. Here, take this and pick up that step ladder and come with me,” she said thrusting a roll of paper towel and window cleaning fluid into my hands and turning to walk back into the salon. I hurried to grab the ladder and had to skip to it in order to catch up.
 
    
 
   I hadn’t noticed it when I arrived, but now that I was facing it, the shopfront window seemed enormous. It was a huge floor to ceiling affair, and spanned the entire shop front either side of the front entrance. The shop itself was inside a busy shopping mall and I would be cleaning that window, inside and out, completely conspicuous for all and sundry to see, twice a week. I was sure this had to be Sue-Wei’s idea of humiliating me. “I’ll leave you to do that, then when you finish come and find me and I will give you another job.” She had that evil grin on her face again and for someone so young, she sure knew what she was doing. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Chi Chi,” I replied fighting hard not to grit my teeth. 
 
    
 
   Ok, CHOP! CHOP! Get to work!” she said clapping her hands in time to the CHOP! CHOP! Her voice and the clapping caused just enough racket to attract the attention of every customer in the shop as well as every passer-by in earshot. I turned as red as a beetroot again but got to work on the double in case she decided to attract any more attention. ‘Oh Karen, you are so funny, this is going to be fun.” I heard her laughing as she turned her back and disappeared back into the salon.
 
    
 
   It took me over an hour to complete the window and during that time I managed to attract the attention of just about every single passer-by as well as every customer coming in and out of the shop. Being a Thursday evening, it meant late night shopping, and the mall was packed to the rafters with shoppers. Worse still, I was made fully aware, courtesy of Sue-Wei’s loud voice and raucous laughter that every customer coming into the shop knew about the ‘new apprentice’ as she so kindly referred to me. She was having a ball. She seemed to be taking great pleasure in pointing me out to her customers as they arrived for their appointments, and calling out to me to say hello and wave to each customer coming in. She was hell bent on introducing me to each and every one of them. I’ve never been so keen to finish a job in all my life.     
 
    
 
   When I finished and returned to the salon I was immediately put on to floor sweeping duties while Weng and her staff worked tirelessly. The salon was very busy so the degree of difficulty in sweeping up hair from around a constant sea of moving feet was challenging to say the least. Many times I accidentally caught an ankle or foot with the broom and received a sharp poke or a smack on the back of my head for my efforts followed by an animated barrage of verbal reprimand – most of which I did not understand. Weng’s clients were mostly Asian so the verbiage was fully unintelligible to me. But every now and then I would hear the odd ‘Karen’ in a middle of a sentence and it was usually accompanied by laughter. Clearly I was providing a sizeable degree of entertainment for the salon clientele tonight! At one stage I was told to clean the mirrors and asked Sue-Wei if I could use a paper towel to try and remove a difficult spot. When the customers heard me call her Chi-Chi the laughter was immense. This was my first clue of the loss of face I was suffering because of this requirement to call Sue-Wei ‘Chi-Chi’.
 
    
 
   “When you finish sweeping, I show you how to look after customers when they arrive Karen, CHOP! CHOP!” declared Sue-Wei loud enough for most of the salon’s clientele to notice. She was revelling in her new position of authority over me
 
    
 
   ‘I’ll give you CHOP, CHOP!’ I thought angrily. It was very condescending and she seemed to be enjoying her role a little too much for my liking.  
 
    
 
   “After the customers are seated you must ask them if they would like a tea, coffee or filtered water. Then you make whatever they want and serve it with some biscuits or chocolates. If a customer is having a perm, or colour then you ask the customer if they’d like a foot bath and foot massage while they are waiting, OK?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Chi-Chi,” I answered grimly. 
 
    
 
   “Come with me, I show you where the foot baths are.” 
 
    
 
   I quickly followed her petite form as she bustled her way through to the back area and reached into a cupboard to bring out a footbath. “You get the warm water from this sink out here, not from the head sinks in the salon, Ok? Then you have to carry it back to the client so be careful not to spill any water on the floor. It will be good practise for you to give foot massages. Just make sure the customers don’t have stockings on like you Karen!” she quipped, and laughed heartily at her own joke. ‘Here are the towels for you to use for footbaths. Use these. I’ll leave you to it; now go ask the customers if they’d like drinks first, then you can see who wants footbaths and massage. CHOP! CHOP!” Clap! Clap!
 
    
 
   My blood boiled when I heard that chop chop command again, but I swallowed my rising tantrum and set to it. Pretty soon I was worked off my feet at the hands of Sue-Wei as she ordered me from one task to another. She had me scurrying back and forth making beverages for the customers, giving footbaths and massages, sweeping the floor, washing towels, making more tea, drying towels, sweeping the floor again, folding towels, massaging more feet, making more tea and from what I could plainly see, there would be little chance of a break. No sooner than I started one task, I’d hear her shrill voice call, “Karen, the floor needs sweeping,” or “Karen, this customer ordered tea not coffee,” or “Karen, the towels need washing, CHOP! CHOP!” then pretty soon it was “Karen, Amah needs you to finish mixing this hair colour for her,” and “Karen, that lady needs to be seated, CHOP! CHOP!” Honestly, it was like my worst nightmare being ordered from one thing to another without being given a chance to think and soon my mind was in a complete whirl and I didn’t know whether I was Arthur or Martha! It never stopped! 
 
    
 
   For a while I managed to keep up the pace with the constant round of serving tea, massaging feet, sweeping floors, washing up then more tea to make, then more massages, and then more laundry, but it just went on relentlessly. Pretty soon I was starting to fall behind with the laundry so had to stuff double the amount of towels into the dryer to get some dry enough to use. The salon was running out of towels fast. Pity help me if that happened!
 
    
 
   The way I was being spoken to by both Weng and Sue-Wei was pretty short, sharp and direct. The more I complied, the bossier they seemed to become. It even rubbed off on the clients. I was severely scolded by one client for not putting sugar in her tea. The way she carried on, anyone would have thought she’d found a cockroach floating in her tea. I felt one inch tall as she berated me loudly for my neglect and that could have been the end of it, but unfortunately it was not. 
 
    
 
   Instead of being gracious and accepting my apology and offer to make a fresh tea, she went on and on until her confounded verbal assault attracted the attention of Sue-Wei who had stormed over immediately to see what the fuss was about, followed by Weng and pretty soon all three were scolding me for my neglect.  
 
    
 
   “Karen, GO! Get another tea for Mrs Kwan, CHOP! CHOP!” ordered Sue-Wei, “And take this with you,” she said handing the offending cup and saucer to me and trying to calm the angry woman. 
 
    
 
   That incident heralded the start of my downfall. I was completely rattled after that. I went to make another cup of tea and sulked while I waited for the jug to boil. I looked for the serving tray, but in my dejected state couldn’t see it anywhere. I didn’t think it wise to waste any more time looking for it, so took the fresh cup of tea along with a plate of biscuits in my hands and headed for Mrs Kwan. 
 
    
 
   I was just about to set the cup and saucer down on the bench in front of her when all hell broke loose. 
 
    
 
   WHOOOSH! Suddenly I completely lost my footing and was catapulted headfirst into Mrs Kwan’s lap, but more unfortunately, a split second after the hot tea had been upended there first. I was so shocked at first I didn’t comprehend what had happened. One minute I was on my feet, next I was headfirst in Mrs Kwan’s tea soaked lap listening to her shrieking like a banshee and threatening blue murder while she beat my back with her tiny fists! 
 
    
 
   “ARGHH, GET OFF ME, GET OFF ME, I’M BURNED, GET OFF ME!” She was screaming loud and I stumbled off her lap as quickly as I could apologising profusely and trying to mop up the mess in her lap, which brought a fresh round of abuse. “DON’T TOUCH ME YOU FOOL! GET AWAY! SUE-WEI! WENG! HELP!” she cried as loud as she could. 
 
    
 
   Not only had Sue-Wei and Weng rushed to her aid but also it seemed the whole salon clientele had come hurrying over to see what had happened. I felt totally embarrassed as I stood helplessly watching the melee and listening to the cacophony of loud agitated female voices amid the debacle I had somehow caused. 
 
    
 
   About that time, I noticed smoke billowing out of the back room and called out in panic to Sue-Wei who was buried under the sea of angry ladies swarming protectively around Mrs Kwan. 
 
    
 
   “ARGH Karen, quickly,” I heard her call. “Quickly, go check the dryer!”  I started reluctantly towards the back room and had to peg my nose, as I got closer to the thick smoke. As I got closer to the dryer my heart sank when I saw the smoke pouring out of it. It was loaded with towels, which I could see were now totally engulfed in flames. I gulped hard and stood gaping it the sight. 
 
    
 
   “You stupid idiot! You put too many towels in it didn’t you! I told you not to put more than 10 at a time in!” shrieked Sue-Wei who was now by my side. “Quickly, get the fire extinguisher from the shop, hurry!” 
 
    
 
   I was in a complete panic as I hurried to find the fire extinguisher. Whatever was Mistress going to say about this? She would tear the flesh from my hide for sure when She found out. I found the fire extinguisher and raced it back to Sue-Wei who had by now turned off the power, causing renewed hysteria form the huddled ladies. The only light coming into the shop was from the light of the mall. I barged through the huddle of ladies now gathered at the entrance of the back room and Sue-Wei grabbed the cylinder from me, pulled the lever and directed the foamy jet toward the flaming dryer. All of a sudden the high pitched deafening sound of smoke alarms could be heard overhead, which triggered panic in the ladies, sending them fleeing from the salon and out into the safety of the mall. The frightened group gathered outside the salon, every one of them shrouded in black capes, some with heads in curlers, some covered in foils, some plastered with permanent colour while others were simply wet and bedraggled. I could see Weng and the other three staff members standing there with them, trying to calm them, but looking very angry indeed. 
 
    
 
   All in all they were not a happy looking bunch. 
 
    
 
   Sue-Wei battled for some minutes to get the fire under control but her efforts appeared useless. The fire inside the dryer continued to rage on while I stood watching in dread. 
 
    
 
   At that moment I heard an extremely loud hissing sound. Suddenly, we were engulfed in powerful jets of foamy substance coming from overhead. It was hard to know what had happened at first as the shop was in semi darkness but we soon realised that the smoke alarm had triggered the overhead fire sensors and released their burden of co2. I heard Sue-Wei shriek with surprise and pretty soon we were almost completely engulfed with the foam and had to abandon the rescuing of the dryer and run for the safety of the mall too. On the good side, the dryer was pretty quickly immersed as well, the fire was soon doused and the immediate danger had been averted. 
 
    
 
   Outside the shop there was mayhem. A large crowd of shoppers had gathered and had now joined the dishevelled band of salon clients along with some rather frantic Centre Management and Security staff. Sue-Wei and I emerged from the darkened smoke filled salon, completely doused by the co2, our clothes and hair totally ruined. Sue-Wei pushed me forward to face Centre Management who did not seem pleased at all when they found out what had caused the fire. 
 
    
 
   It was quite a major deal apparently. The fire brigade had to be called in to assess the damage and make sure no further risk was posed, the Insurance assessor also had to come in to inspect the damage in order for Weng to file a claim, the FFE had to be called also, Weng’s customers all had to be farmed out to neighbouring rival salons in order to complete their by now well overdue treatments, and I was told not to go anywhere until Weng had had the chance to speak to me, but that was not the worst of it. No sirree… 
 
    
 
   Some hours later when the fire brigade had left, the Insurance assessment completed, spectators dispersed and the salon doors closed, I stood trembling, alone in the empty shop to face Weng and Sue-Wei.    
 
    
 
   “Karen, you are in BIG trouble,” said Sue-Wei quietly. Mother does not wish to speak to you right now. She is very upset. She will call Jennifer in the morning when she can speak. You had better leave now.” 
 
    
 
   As far as my apprenticeship was concerned, I assumed that was the end of the road for me. I was sent home like a whipped cur to face Mistress. 
 
    
 
   THAT was the worst of it….
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   Sissy Karen’saga is continued next in Volume 3, A Trip to the Zoo
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Trip to the Zoo
 
 
   By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch
 
 
    
 
   I was busy ironing my way through a basket of washing and lamenting the fact that it seemed the more garments I completed, the more there were to iron. I had decided that ironing had become a veritable source of torment in my life. Mainly because it was the one job that I never seemed to get on top of, nor perfect. No sooner than one basket was done, another load of washing would be brought in and the confounded round of ironing would begin again. I was painstakingly pressing the tricky apron for my beloved ‘Alice’ when I heard The Bell. 
 
    
 
   The Bell was also fast becoming a source of torment.
 
    
 
   I should mention here that The Bell is a recent addition and its ring signifies that whatever I am doing I must promptly stop, and immediately scurry to present myself to Mistress with a deep curtsey. Sometimes I am summonsed for a ‘spot test’ of the road rules. Too many careless driving infractions ensured this implementation. If my answer is correct, I am simply dismissed and sent back to work. If my answer is incorrect it means panties down and a swift stroke of the cane is applied to upturned cheeks. I must then make it a priority to research the answer in my own time and pity help me if She asks the same question again and I get it wrong! Other times when I am summonsed by The Bell it will be for ‘punishment position drill’. Regrettably, Mistress has developed a numbered series of punishment positions that correlate to different items of furniture. Mistress calls out a number and I have two seconds to get into the corresponding position or I receive a nasty stripe across my bottom. I’m usually a nervous wreck by the end of these sessions. When the drill is over, I am dismissed and sent back to my chores. Yes, The Bell has certainly added a certain ‘element of surprise’ to my routine. 
 
    
 
   This time when The Bell rang I scurried to find Mistress who was working on her laptop in the study.
 
    
 
   “Karen, I have just received an email from Jacqueline. Remember when you offered your services to make up for your atrocious show of ingratitude?”
 
    
 
   Remember? How could I ever forget? Miss Jacqueline had shaved my head as a ‘solution to the problem’ of me allowing a mere wisp of my own hair to be seen by the eagle eyes of Miss Sandra. My hair was only now beginning to grow back. The humiliation I endured was now etched into my memory forever. Furthermore, it was hardly my suggestion to offer my services to Miss Jacqueline to make up for not thanking her. I certainly hadn’t felt like thanking her and certainly had no desire to be in her service again. No, I did not forget
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress.” I was not at all looking forward to hearing the rest.
 
    
 
   “Well, she is planning a trip to Dubbo with Katerina for a few days, to visit the Western Plains Zoo and has asked me if they can take you up on your offer and have you come along with them.”
 
    
 
   My heart sank and I’m sure I went a lighter shade of pale when Mistress delivered the news. Normally I would be excited about a trip to the zoo, as it has always been an enjoyable experience. I loved spending a leisurely weekend roaming around the 300-hectare oasis of woodland and irrigated grassland. The zoo itself has over 1,000 different animals from five continents of the world and recognized as Australia’s greatest open plain zoo. Its open range design means that walls and fences are replaced by concealed moats, which divide the animals from the visitors. This creates the impression of actually being with the animals in the wild so there are lots of opportunities to get ‘up close and personal’ with some of the animals. But the fear of getting ‘up close and personal’ with Miss Katerina and Miss Jacqueline however outweighed any excitement I may have had for visiting the zoo. 
 
    
 
   Unwelcome memories of my recent experiences of being ‘up close and personal’ with Miss Katerina flitted through my mind and I shuddered. She had been the source of my demise after I dared to get an erection while applying sunscreen to her body and as a consequence I ended up being the target practice for her cruel paintball game. Then I thought about suffering through that horrid detention as a result of her deliberately shoving the back of my knee while I was serving coffee at the dinner party causing me to spill coffee on the tablecloth. Miss Katerina was also now the decider of my next release; and I still had another 4 months to go before I was even allowed to approach her about that item, as she was too busy with her PhD to consider it. It seemed she was not too busy for a few days holiday in Dubbo though! 
 
    
 
   And then there was Miss Jacqueline. She was new to the world of female domination but during my two interactions with her so far it was clear that her confidence and natural ability were improving quickly. She was taking to the dominant role like a duck to water and the last time I had the misfortune to be in her company she was quite short and sharp with me.  This was going to be trying to say the least.
 
    
 
   “The arrangements are as follows: The ladies will be flying to Dubbo on Wednesday morning. You’ll be catching the train up on Tuesday and staying in a caravan park on Tuesday night. According to Jack it is ‘nothing flash, just cheap and cheerful’. Then on Wednesday morning you will pick up the hire car and drive to the airport to collect the ladies. They’ve booked accommodation in one of the Zoofari lodges at the zoo. You will be sleeping on the camp roll on the verandah so you’ll need to pack that along with a sleeping bag and the mosquito net. Best take the Aerogard Karen. You’ll be on call for the ladies while you’re there so make sure you are on your best behaviour. On Friday you will drive the ladies back to the airport, return the hire car and then catch the train back to Sydney. Jacqueline has requested that you bring no male clothing at all and asked me to tell you to bring that floppy hat and yellow dress you wore on your trip to the beach. Right, so that’s about it, you can return your ironing.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I responded mournfully. My mind was quite dulled at the prospect of two days and two nights in the company of these ladies. 
 
    
 
   I trudged back to the laundry with a heavy heart. Fear and trepidation coursed through my body. This was going to mean exposing myself as a cross dresser to the general public. I had to hope I could somehow blend in on that six and a half hour train trip. I knew I would have to present my drivers license when hiring the car so there would be no hiding there. Travelling on my own to Dubbo and back on the train made the ordeal a whole lot scarier. Trust Miss Jacqueline to come with such a plan, the witch! The other thing playing through my mind was the line I had to write over and over for a whole week after my last episode serving Mistress’s friends:
 
    
 
   ‘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 behavior is a constant reflection of Her training.’ 
 
    
 
   But, I was determined to do better this time and do whatever it took to make my Mistress proud of me. Besides, there was no way I could endure another punishment like that weeklong detention ever again so definitely did not want to risk incurring a similar fate.
 
    
 
   Tuesday arrived and Mistress came into my room just after breakfast to supervise my packing. “Here Karen, I found this the other day when I was out shopping. You can wear this to travel in.” I gasped in shock when I spied the dress. Admittedly it was very pretty and normally I would have been awash in sissy bliss at the very sight of it but any thoughts of not standing out quickly evaporated. It was straight out of the 1950s. With pink orange and green stripes and a gathered waist I would not be looking like the average lady traveling on the train to Dubbo. 
 
    
 
   “Thank you Mistress.” I was already more than a little daunted by the thought of wearing nothing but sissy attire over the next few days. The reality sure struck me when I saw that dress.  
 
    
 
   I carefully set about dressing while Mistress bustled about, scrutinizing my travel kit, checking articles of clothing and inspecting for spotlessness and I suspect, that no male attire had been secreted into my bag. As always I was extra careful putting my stockings on. I did not want a thrashing for any reason before I left. I slipped into my flats just as Mistress handed me a pair of white gloves. “Here Karen, these will go perfectly with your hat, and they are NOT to come off until you reach your caravan.” Any thoughts I had of protesting were quickly nipped in the bud when I saw the look on Mistress’s face. 
 
    
 
   “And I suggest you take your pink runners Karen, instead of these,” She said removing my heels from the case. “Where on earth did you intend wearing them Karen? It’s a zoo for pity’s sake, not a fashion parade!” 
 
    
 
   I must admit once it was on, I absolutely loved the dress but I was still not so keen to go out into public. But it could have been worse; it could have been that awful yellow sundress. “Just before you close that suitcase Karen, here’s something else I want you to take.” I turned to face the dreaded New Zealand paddle and immediately felt my stomach lurch. 
 
   “When you unpack I want you to give this straight to Jacqueline. She will be using this if she needs to for any reason, understand?” I gulped and stared wide eyed at the paddle.  “I suggested she may like to give you 12 practice strokes upon arrival, so that way if she needs to use it for any reason as punishment, she will already be familiar with it.”
 
   Once again my heart was filled with dread and I wondered what else had Mistress been telling Miss Jacqueline about the world of corporal punishment? Whenever I see that paddle, one word comes to mind and that is BLISTERS! After the last dose of that paddle the following morning I awoke to find my pyjamas stuck to my bottom courtesy of the weeping blisters it had caused. It stung dreadfully as I carefully peeled the pyjama bottoms away from my blistered buttocks. 
 
   Finally I was packed and I knelt to kiss Mistress’s shoes.
 
    
 
   “Now Karen, I do NOT want to be getting ANY text messages from Jacqueline or Katerina reporting your misbehavior. I was extremely disappointed last time and if you thought the punishment you endured was bad then it will be a walk in the park compared to what I will inflict upon your buttocks if I do not get a good report from Jacqueline and Katerina this time. Remember Karen your behavior reflects on me. You will treat any order from either lady as if it was directly coming from my mouth, Understood?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Mistress.” I could not control the tremor of fear in my voice.
 
    
 
   “And don’t forget your sandwiches and tonight’s dinner.” I looked up to see a plastic bag dangling from her fingers. ‘Oh God, how could I forget?’ She had made me pack this last night in preparation for the journey. “Quickly now, the bus will be here any minute.” 
 
    
 
   I stood up and took the bag, picked up my overnight bag, and headed out of the house and up to the bus stop. I had prayed Mistress would show some benevolence and drive me to the station, but no such luck today. Her hand was on the front door, ready to slam it shut as soon as I crossed the portal. I now had to catch a bus to the train station, then a suburban train to Central from where I would catch the XPT train to Dubbo. ‘Here we go,’ I thought, and took a deep breath. 
 
    
 
   The prim lady bus driver had seen me before and gave me her usual disapproving look as I stepped into her bus. She shook her head, pursed her lips, and flung the ticket and change into my palm before deliberately lurching off well before I was seated. I’m sure I must have looked a sight as I catapulted headfirst into the passageway and I flushed red with embarrassment. Several passengers looked on stony faced as I picked myself up and staggered into the closest available seat. I was glad of the oversized floppy hat, right then, as it allowed me some level of privacy from the rest of the passengers.
 
    
 
   20 uneventful minutes later I was mercifully saved the trauma of facing the ticket master by being able to purchase my return ticket to Central via a vending machine at the station. Today fortunately it was working perfectly. On any other day there was an ‘Out of Service’ notice stuck on it. ‘Phew! One hurdle down, no doubt many more to go.’ 
 
    
 
   It was mid morning so a good time to travel. The train was reasonably empty and I managed to hide in a back seat behind a newspaper someone had luckily left behind. I made a mental note to carry that with me to Dubbo just as a precaution. It was a different story at Central though; it was its usual hustle and bustle with people hurrying in all directions. It was nerve wracking to say the least making my way through the crowds. I had to purchase my ticket from the ticket booth but fortunately for me the man behind the glass was so jaded I do not think he even noticed something slightly different about me or even cared if he did. 
 
    
 
   Finally I boarded the train and found myself a seat in an empty carriage. Could I be this lucky? It was only a few minutes before the train was due to leave when a horde of young fit looking women poured into my carriage. They were all wearing sports uniforms with ‘Under 21 Bayside Netball Team’ in large writing over their backs. The show of fit young thighs from beneath short skirts sent shivers of sexual frustration coursing through my body and I quickly averted my gaze. I was horrified to see my dress tenting in my lap and crossed my legs at once, blushing furiously in shame. Visions of being punished by that New Zealand paddle soon took care of that little intrusion. I picked up my newspaper and once again hid behind it. Thank God it was the Sydney Morning Herald, its sheer size offered plenty of cover. Annoyingly the carriage soon came alive with a cacophony of laughter and feminine banter. The girls were in fine fettle and fast becoming quite boisterous as they completely took over the carriage.  
 
    
 
   An hour into the trip the girls were looking for fresh entertainment and turned their attention to me. “That lady must be memorizing that newspaper. I haven’t seen her turn a page yet, maybe she’s carked it!” said one, her voice carried clearly above the rest. 
 
    
 
   A round of wild laughter ensued, and someone else made a comment that I could not make out but it too caused a fair measure of hilarity for all in earshot. I picked up they were making fun of my dress causing me to slink further down behind my paper, totally humiliated. There was more giggling and I tried desperately to ignore them. 
 
    
 
   The rest of the journey was simply awful. Several hours of being subjected to that noisy rude lot guaranteed every bit of this journey was turned into the trip from hell. It seemed rather an ironic start to the journey actually. To sit amongst this raucous lot for hour after painful hour in constant fear of detection, and thinking of nothing else but the pure hell that was to follow was a nightmare to say the least. I don’t know which was worse, this or the prospect of a few days up close and personal with Miss Jacqueline and Miss Katerina. Knowing Miss Sandra, she probably paid this lot to board the train and torment me all the way, just so my nerves were nice and rattled by the time I reached Dubbo. 
 
    
 
   To add to my misery, I opened the lunchbox during the journey to find a cheery little note from Mistress:
 
    
 
   ‘I hope this serves as a little reminder to behave yourself Karen!’
 
    
 
   The effect was profound… It was as if She had just entered the carriage and ordered me to lower my knickers and prepare for the paddle…I peeled open the plastic wrap from the Pecks Paste sandwich and prayed that it wouldn’t set in my stomach like cement. At least the water bottle contained pure water and not the dreaded boiled squash water, I was thankful for that. 
 
    
 
   It was a painful, and mortifying six and a half hours and was I relieved when we finally pulled into Dubbo station.
 
    
 
   The instruction from Miss Jacqueline was that I should walk to the caravan park. I took that as being non negotiable. From looking at the map I estimated the trek to be a good 5 kilometres from the station and reluctantly set out on foot as advised. It was early evening but still very hot out on the Western Plain so having to lug my old fashioned wheel-less suitcase would make for an interesting if not difficult journey. It wasn’t long before I was beginning to entertain dangerous thoughts of hailing a taxi and probably would have, if I had seen one. 
 
    
 
   I drudged my way through the hot dusty streets heading for the caravan park and when I finally came across it to say I was not impressed was an understatement. The place had certainly seen better days. I stopped on the front drive and put my case down, aghast. ‘What a shocker.’ I thought. The general appearance was one of abandonment and for a moment I thought that it was actually just that! There were old car wrecks strewn about the grounds, overgrown weeds growing where lawns and gardens once were and the office looked like it should have been marked for demolition. A number of rusty old vans close by the office had broken windows and I was albeit ready to turn and flee when I heard a hacking cough from inside the office. Reluctantly I picked up my case and stepped inside. Behind the counter sat a toothless old crone ensconced in a cloud of cigarette smoke. She looked like she’d seen better days too and I shuddered to think what the inside of my van would be like. 
 
    
 
   She didn’t bother looking up as I entered, just kept puffing away at her cigarette and lazily turning pages of her magazine. 
 
    
 
   “Ahem, ah… hello.” 
 
    
 
   “Yeah?” 
 
    
 
   “Umm, yes, Karen Langley,” I whispered in a breathy tone. “I have a booking I believe.” 
 
    
 
   That caused a bit of action and she squinted up at me through the smoke cloud. Some nonchalant leafing through papers ensued. 
 
    
 
   “Yeah, ‘ere we go, yer down by tha dunnies. Van 28. That’ll be twelve bucks and make sure yer out by 10 in the mornin’.” Her tone left no doubt that this was non negotiable too.
 
    
 
   I shuffled through the furry little kangaroo skin purse that Mistress had given me to use, in search of the correct coinage to cover my night’s accommodation, if you could call it that. 
 
    
 
   “Van 28, behind the toilet block.” She snatched the coins and sent the key skidding across the counter in my direction. End of conversation, apparently. I took my cue and tottered out in search of van 28 ‘by tha dunnies’.
 
    
 
   I found the van; right where she said it was, alongside the ‘dunnies’ and from the lean on it, it probably needed to be that close to a solid wall in case it collapsed. It was an atrocious old hulk, and on closer inspection I guessed that it was probably held together by wasp nests. I was not happy. The outer fly screen door had a huge rent in it and I had dreaded to think what the interior would be like. I don’t know why I was given a key; there was no barrel in the lock so certainly no need for a key. A shiver ran up my spine as I pushed opened the door and forced myself into the van. It was ghastly. 
 
    
 
   The first thing that struck me was the awful smell and I wondered how long it had been since it had been cleaned. Looking around, I noted the decrepit state of the fixtures and could well imagine Miss Sandra, Miss Jacqueline and Miss Katerina cooking up this idea to torment me as a little prelude to the even bigger torment that I would face over the next few days. 
 
    
 
   But I was exhausted from the trip and resigned myself to my fate, put my bag down and began to undress. It was a relief to get that oversized sombrero off my head and I was certainly looking forward to a shower. I gingerly lay on the greasy looking bed thinking I’d have a short nap before anything else. But the bed was every bit as uncomfortable as it looked. The mattress was hard and lumpy and the pillow was like a rock, but worse, the stench in the caravan seemed to be emanating from that bed!
 
    
 
   There was no way I could cope with that stink so got up to open the tiny window but was almost knocked backwards by an overwhelming reek wafting in from the toilet block. It was most unpleasant and made me gag. I closed the window again and decided to have my dinner instead. God this was going to be a long night. 
 
    
 
   Ah yes dinner. No surprises there! It was the dreaded ‘boiled to death’ squash and eggplant mush with this time two cold, boiled kidneys, one of my most hated foods. Mistress must have slipped these in without my knowing. I immediately felt the bile rising at the thought of trying to consume these cold. There was another cheery note from Her inside the container reminding me that I was allowed to warm it up in the microwave for exactly one minute, ‘not a second more!’ Another grim reminder to behave or I could be faced with this diet for more than a week. I’m sure She would have been thrilled to know there was no microwave in the van so I would be enjoying my meal cold this night.
 
    
 
   The meal was disgusting and I gagged with every mouthful but in the eyes of the three vixens, it would have been a perfect way to cap off a thoroughly miserable day for this Sissy Maid in training! 
 
    
 
   I decided to try my luck with the showers so gathered up my towel and toiletries and made my way to the communal shower block. I hadn’t seen or heard another soul in the place beside the crone and me so felt a little easier about using the women’s facilities; another little instruction from Miss Jacqueline. Rather annoyingly I found I needed $1 coins to activate the hot water. It didn’t occur to me to bring money with me to the showers, besides, I was out of $1 coins, after handing my last over to the crone, and didn’t fancy facing her again. I couldn’t help imagining those three –particular faces laughing and guffawing loudly at yet another twist of fate on my journey. Knowing them, they probably scoured the countryside in search of the ‘perfect torment’ for me, so knew full well what I was going through. They were probably all sitting in a bar somewhere, drinking wine, laughing and enjoying every bit of this, knowing full well what I had to endure.  
 
    
 
   After a freezing cold shower I returned to my van and lay down on the bed, determined not to allow my misery to get the better of me. 
 
    
 
   Next morning I was awoken early from my fitful slumber by the sound of a suburban garbage truck as it rumbled and screeched its way noisily through the caravan park, stopping intermittently to pick up bins with its mechanical arm, hurling the fetid contents into the hopper, then lurching off down skinny laneways toward the next bin. God, what an assault on the senses! They are confounded inventions those garbage trucks!
 
    
 
   Having no incentive to enjoy a lie in, I decided to get up and get out of there as fast as possible. I reluctantly donned the canary yellow summer dress that Katerina had instructed me to wear, along with the dreadful white floppy hat and nervously made my way into town to the car hire place. I knew I’d stick out like the proverbial ‘you know what’ but I was glad to be out of that stinking cesspit and on my way.
 
   .
 
   The look of surprise on the young man’s face when I handed him my license was enough to let me know that he had worked out I was not the lady he first thought I was. It was a tense moment but he managed to take down my details and fill in the necessary forms and complete the transaction with a minimum of fuss. A few quick instructions on how to get to the airport, and I was on my way. 
 
    
 
   Miss Katerina and Miss Jacqueline were the first passengers to disembark the tiny aircraft and boy were they a sight to behold. Miss Katerina was wearing tight white shorts showing off her fit taut legs, and a sleeveless green blouse with the first top three buttons undone giving a glimpse of her bra. I am sure every man on that plane must have been captivated by her stunning Nordic looks, her short blonde hair looking absolutely stunning. Fear was all I felt. I knew, that if I so much as gave even the slightest hint of ogling, even for a nanosecond I was in for it big time. Miss Jacqueline walked beside her and she offered no joy either. She looked completely stunning in her short-sleeved khaki safari dress that finished a good 8 inches above her knee. It was unfairly unbuttoned to display a generous amount of her ample cleavage. Again my first instinct was to ogle but immediately cast my gaze towards the ground lest my dress begin to tent. I stood waiting in my horrid yellow dress and stupid oversized floppy hat feeling ridiculous and probably looking like a giant daffodil, dressed as I was. The ladies walked towards me with huge grins on their faces.
 
    
 
   “Good morning Miss Jacqueline, good morning Miss Katerina.”
 
    
 
   “Good morning Karen. Good God, we could see you from the air in that dress! I’m not sure you’d want to wear it round the animals though, you might cause a stampede!” They both burst into laughter and I blushed furiously. 
 
    
 
   “Ah, I believe you have brought the New Zealand paddle for me? Jennifer has told me all about it and has given me a free reign to indulge in some practice I believe.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Jacqueline.” Bollocks! Mistress told me she gave Miss Jacqueline a suggestion of 12 practice strokes, not a ‘free reign’ as Miss Jacqueline was claiming. I immediately became more than a little concerned. This was a nasty implement and reserved only for very serious spankings. The thought of ‘free reign’ in the hands of Miss Jacqueline was a dreadful thought. Miss Katerina then piped up.
 
    
 
   “Fetch our bags from the carousel Karen, they’re the two brown suitcases with the pink ribbons on the handles.”
 
    
 
   I trotted off to the carousel and could not believe the size of the bag that Miss Katerina had brought. I did’nt know they made suitcases that big! All this for two nights away, she really was a princess. The ladies also bought smaller day bags, which I put over my shoulders, and with one suitcase being wheeled by each hand I hauled the luggage out to the hire car. I felt like a packhorse and memories of the trip to the beach came flooding back.
 
    
 
   We arrived at the Zoo after a short drive and as Miss Jacqueline had made all the arrangements I was at least spared the embarrassment of dealing with the staff when we stopped to check in. She returned with a map and we followed the road through the zoo grounds to find the accommodation complex. This consisted of a series of African style canvas covered safari lodges, nestled among the trees, and far enough apart to afford privacy. Close by was the main lodge where we could go for our main meals apparently, an event I was certainly not looking forward to. On arrival at the main lodge car park a zoo attendant was there to greet us and cheerfully loaded our luggage into a little trailer, instructing us to follow him on foot to our lodge. 
 
    
 
   The lodge was a single room with an en suite bathroom. There was a Queen sized bed and two singles and that was pretty much it. “Your bedroom is on the verandah Karen, so don’t get any ideas you’ll be sleeping in one of those single beds!” said Katerina loudly which caused a raised eyebrow from the attendant. “Go on, get those bags inside.” She snapped her fingers in the direction of the laden trolley for effect before turning and smiling sweetly at the attendant, “and then get your runners on.” 
 
    
 
   “Right, now would you be so kind as to let us know how we can find the bike hire…” The attendant was nearly falling over himself trying to explain the directions. He was obviously quite captivated with the two ladies and behaving like a gawky schoolboy, flirting with them while I struggled with the bags. ‘If only he knew what they were really like’, I thought with amusement…
 
    
 
   It was a fair hike on foot to the bike hire and the walk gave one a reasonable idea of just how big the grounds were. I was certainly glad we were going to be on bikes instead of walking. 
 
    
 
   When we reached the bike hire there seemed to be hundreds of bikes and peddle power vehicles to choose from. Apparently we could choose our own, said the bike hire attendant. The ladies made a beeline for just one vehicle. 
 
    
 
   It was a modern trishaw, based on the design of the traditional Asian contraption but with all the modern technology of lightweight alloys and gearing. 
 
    
 
   “I hope your feeling fit Karen, looks like there’s a lot of ground to cover judging by the look of this map! You’ll be our personal chauffeur so lets get you peddling!” 
 
    
 
   I suspected as much. 
 
    
 
   “Make sure the string of your hat is tied tightly Karen, we can’t have it blowing off and landing in an animal enclosure!” laughed Miss Katerina which of course triggered Miss Jacqueline into laughter. Obviously they were in on the episode of me losing my fedora hat the last time I was on a bike and I cringed with embarrassment.
 
    
 
   The ladies promptly climbed aboard and positioned themselves like a pair of princesses. Right royal pains in the bum to be exact. “Tally ho Karen, come on, hurry along now, we haven’t all day, what on earth are you waiting for?” Miss Jacqueline was obviously relishing her position of power today! I had not peddled a trishaw before and was trying to work out how to gather the folds of my voluminous dress so that it didn’t get wrapped around the bike chain or peddles as we rode. I didn’t want it flapping up and revealing to all and sundry what was really underneath my dress as I peddled along either! 
 
    
 
   It was quite hard to get started and I had to walk beside it quickly, holding on to the handlebars to get a running start. Once I jumped in the saddle and gained some momentum it was little easier but in a whole different league to my Malvern Star. 
 
    
 
   “First stop giraffes Karen! Turn left onto the main path, Mush!” called Miss Jacqueline and their laughter caused more than a few heads to turn in our direction. 
 
    
 
   ‘Mush indeed,’ I thought. As if this whole thing wasn’t hard enough… But while the white floppy hat must have looked ridiculous and certainly attracted enough attention I was glad of the cover it offered me not only from the sun but also from the scrutiny of other patrons at the Zoo. 
 
    
 
   We were probably halfway to the giraffes and peddling along nicely when I heard Miss Jacqueline loudly order, “STOP KAREN!”
 
    
 
   I braked immediately, nearly catapulting the ladies right out of their seat, or so they said…
 
    
 
   “Bloody hell Karen, be careful, you nearly flung us out.” 
 
    
 
   “Well I think that was deliberate, and clearly deserves a whack or two with that New Zealand paddle when we get back to the Lodge, doesn’t she Kat?” 
 
    
 
   “She sure does Jack.” Miss Katerina was rubbing her neck and wincing. “I’ve got whiplash now, so that deserves a few more…”
 
    
 
   I was furious. There was no way she could have whiplash. This was so contrived, and very typical of the pair of them, but I was helpless to complain. I could do nothing but humbly apologise and hope like mad that they wouldn’t text Mistress.   
 
    
 
   “Right. As soon as we get back to the lodge Karen, you’ll have yourself a nice little tanned bottie for being so careless.”
 
    
 
   I was aghast. How on earth could she think I earned a paddling for that? I had stopped suddenly because I thought something was drastically wrong. I was hardly in a position to turn around and see that nothing actually was. 
 
    
 
   “Something to say about that Karen?”
 
    
 
   “No Miss Jacqueline, I am very sorry for causing you distress.” I was contrite, but not because I’d caused any ‘so called’ distress or whiplash as Miss Katerina dubiously claimed, I was sorry that I was now going to get a paddling, and evidently before Miss Jacqueline could have a practice with it. Not that I was looking forward to being on the receiving end of a practice paddling either! 
 
    
 
   “Smile Karen, I want to take a photo of Kat being peddled in that thing.” 
 
    
 
   ‘Was she joking? A photo? I had earned a paddling because she wanted to stop right here for a photo? Surely this could have waited till we got to the giraffes? It was hard enough to get this thing going, so to stop for a photo that could have been done anytime seemed pointless. However, Miss Jacqueline wanted a photo, and a photo she did have. Moments later we were peddling off towards the giraffes. “STOP!” We had only gone another 20 metres and gathering momentum when I heard the command to stop again. I managed to pull over smoothly this time, thankfully avoiding a herd of Japanese tourists who were strolling along the path, spread out like Brown’s cows and enjoying the scenery. “Would you be so kind?” Miss Jacqueline was leaning over the edge of the royal throne with her camera outstretched and smiling sweetly to one of the Japanese tourists. The princesses were going to stay on their throne for this photo session apparently. I was beginning to suspect they were doing this for the humiliation value it afforded me. I controlled my temper only by remembering that I was representing my beloved Mistress and had vowed to obey these ladies as if they were Mistress herself.
 
    
 
   I was huffing and puffing hard by the time we finally arrived at the giraffes, though more from exasperation than exertion. We’d had several more stops along the way that we ‘just simply had to make’ for critical happy snaps. There was another large group of Japanese tourists milling about excitedly at the giraffe enclosure, all snapping away and very much enjoying the attention from several of the elegant creatures, who were just as intrigued with their visitors. I took refuge under a tree nearby to catch my breath before the ladies developed any ideas of having this lot take photos of me too.  Thankfully, they were rather more taken with the giraffes than tormenting me for 10 minutes or so and left me in peace to rest and recoup. 
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, we’re off to the deer enclosure next. Up you get, Tally ho!” Good gracious, she would have been right at home in jodhpurs, jacket and hunt horn. I got up and brushed myself off, wondering how many stops we’d need to make for photos between the giraffes and the deer enclosure. 
 
    
 
   Fortunately the distance was not so great between enclosures as the stops for snaps continued.
 
    
 
   It seemed Miss Jacqueline was very taken with snapping anything and everything from sticks on the ground to pine cones in a tree, as long as I was in the shot. She took great delight in having me stop the trishaw every few metres for ‘another perfect shot,’ taking great pains to position me correctly for the photo. She particularly went to even greater lengths if there was an audience strolling by. “Stand there Karen, not there, over there, and move that arm up there, that’s it, and put that leg forward a little, there, arch that back Karen, lift your bosom Karen, stick your bottom out Karen, move your leg back Karen, pull your tummy in Karen, that’s it Karen, shoulders back Karen, no not like that Karen, you look like a stick insect standing like that, stand like that, yes Karen, no Karen, hurry Karen… PERFECT!  
 
    
 
   So, here we were finally in the deer enclosure, and I was about to take the happy snap of the two Misses while they mingled with the deer. I focused the lens, waited for the deer to be still, steadied my hand, and then YANK! I felt a sharp tug on the back of my dress accompanied by the distinct sound of fabric ripping. I whirled around clutching frantically at my dress and saw one of the fawns with a large chunk of my dress dangling from its tiny mouth. I let out one hell of a sissy shriek causing everyone within 100 metres to turn in my direction. I was horrified. The little beast had torn my dress right up the middle all the way to the elasticized waist leaving my pantied behind well and truly exposed to all and sundry! The fawn scampered off and I gave chase hoping to rescue the section of dress dangling from its mouth but I had no hope of catching it. It was running helter skelter through the crowd and leading me on a merry chase. The crowd began laughing hysterically and I suddenly felt very exposed and very embarrassed, but tried desperately to catch that darned animal. The crowd was in stitches now and obviously enjoying the sideshow. After a few minutes I realized my efforts were futile and had to abandon my chase. I scurried right out of the enclosure desperately trying to cover up my bottom with what was left of my dress as I ran for the cover of the trishaw. I was most upset. When I reached the safety of cover I looked back and could see the crowd still laughing. I spotted Miss Katerina staggering her way over to me, obviously beside herself with laughter and clutching her stomach as she weaved her way over. For one silly second I thought she was coming over to rescue me or to help in some way. 
 
    
 
   “Oh Karen, you are a trick, that was hysterical, give me that camera, I just HAVE to get some photos of you and that dress at the scene of the crime.” She was still laughing and even had tears running down her face as I reluctantly handed her the camera. “Get back in there and chase that fawn Karen so I can take a photo.” 
 
    
 
   I was horrified at the thought of going back in to the enclosure. The crowd was very animated by now and still laughing heartily, but now a group of children were making a game out of chasing the fawn around the pen in the hope of salvaging the missing portion of my dress. I’m sure it was the highlight of their day. Miss Jacqueline had joined us now and the ladies broke out into a fresh round of hysterical laughter. “C’mon Karen, get in the pen and rescue your dress.” 
 
    
 
   “Please don’t make me Miss Katerina, I can’t go back in there, it’s too humiliating.” I knew I was pleading and whining like a child but I simply couldn’t get back in there again. “Oh Jack, that is very naughty of Karen, I think that refusal deserves 6 of the paddle, and another 6 for whining!” They burst into laughter again and had tears running down their faces they were laughing so much. I just wanted to curl up and die, the shame and humiliation was unbearable. At that moment I would have gladly traded a trip back into the pen for a sound paddling.
 
    
 
   “Come now Karen, back in the saddle, there is more to see before the afternoon is out.” I was grateful and relieved to say the least. 
 
    
 
   “Please Miss Katerina, may I go back and change first?” 
 
    
 
   “No Karen, we’re not going to waste time peddling all that way back to the lodge just so you can change. A little air conditioning won’t kill you, now stop that whining and get on with it.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Jacqueline.” I pulled myself together and hopped back in the saddle feeling very exposed while the ladies reclined leisurely in the passenger seat. My dress was hanging in tatters and began flapping in the breeze as soon as we got moving which caused a round of laughter from the ladies. It seemed so unfair.
 
    
 
   “Gorilla’s next, MUSH girl!” called Miss Jacqueline brightly…
 
    
 
   They seemed totally impervious to my predicament and carried on as if they didn’t care one iota for the attention my exposed undergarments attracted. But then, why would they?
 
    
 
   By now my legs were beginning to cramp up, it was getting late in the afternoon, I was exhausted, thoroughly humiliated and just wanted to get out of the public arena quick smart. Thank God for my white floppy hat I thought, with head down looking at the path ahead at least I felt I had some measure of anonymity. Although at times I felt a little like the Flying Nun. 
 
    
 
   We’d reached the gorilla enclosure. As with most of the enclosures there was a deep moat preventing them from escaping but it was below eye level so gave the illusion of being so close they could reach over and touch you. There was a male gorilla standing very close to us and the ladies began talking to him. He turned his attention to me and was sporting a massive erection. Miss Katerina and Miss Jacqueline thought it was hilarious.
 
    
 
   “Much bigger than your 'little clitty’ Karen,” said Miss Jacqueline laughing. 
 
    
 
   “I think he fancies you Karen,” quipped Miss Katerina. 
 
    
 
   “Do a little dance for him Karen and show him your tush.” 
 
    
 
   I tried to ignore their banter and averted my gaze from that gorilla who was still obviously very interested in gaining my attention. 
 
    
 
   “Go on Karen, do a sexy little dance for Romeo, he obviously fancies you, turn around and wiggle your bottom for him.” 
 
    
 
   She had to be kidding. There was no way I was going to entertain such a childish notion. 
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, that’s gross disobedience. We’ll add that to your list of misdemeanors. 6 more strokes of the paddle when we get back!” announced Miss Jacqueline unexpectedly. 
 
    
 
   I was horrified to say the least and couldn’t believe they actually seriously wanted me to dance for an ape, just to give them a laugh.    
 
    
 
   I started dancing though very reluctantly. 
 
    
 
   “C’mon Karen, put a little passion into it. Let’s see some real action! Pretend you’re a voluptuous stripper. Properly now, SMILE!
 
    
 
   SNAP!
 
    
 
   Mortified I turned, stuck my bottom out and wiggled it from side to side as provocatively as I could under the circumstances hoping to appease the ladies quickly so they could forget this ridiculously embarrassing game and move on. Another SNAP! I turned back around to face the gorilla and saw that he was acting very strangely. I continued sashaying about, ready to take flight in case a crowd of zoo goers came around the corner. SNAP! The gorilla let out a snort, then scooped up something from the ground and flung it hard in my direction. Before I knew it, I was covered in rank ape droppings. He’d got me right in the face with a great wad of the stinking shit. “EWWWWW! OH YUCK!” I shrieked and my hands flew straight to my face to wipe the muck off as quickly as I could. Oh, this was just too much! Now I was covered in ape shit as well as having the back of my dress ripped off.
 
    
 
   That proved too much for Miss Katerina and Miss Jacqueline; who were by now rolling around on the ground in hysterics. I tried to wipe it off as best I could using leaves and grass but to no avail. It stuck like glue. I was thoroughly humiliated now and close to tears but had to be content with scraping as much as I could off until we found a tap. 
 
    
 
   “That’ll teach you for not dancing properly Karen, even the gorilla thought it dreadful.” Miss Katerina was hysterical and trying to contain her laughter long enough to take another photo. “Smile Karen, let me take a photo of you with Romeo in the background.” 
 
    
 
   It was some 10 minutes before they were able to stop laughing long enough to order the final ‘Tally ho, and homeward bound! That’s enough excitement for one day.
 
    
 
   It would be a long trip back 
 
    
 
   Once we handed back the trishaw it was time to face that long walk back to the lodge. Mercifully the ladies ordered me to visit the public toilets first to try and wash off the remnants of dried gorilla poo, though not for my comfort, more for theirs. They’d done nothing but complain about the stench all the way back to the bike hire, as if I wasn’t aware of it. Apparently the breeze caused the scent to waft right into their faces, the entire ride back.
 
    
 
   At last we were on our way back to the lodge. I felt totally disheveled after such a disastrous day and thought ironically how even though the ladies didn’t directly cause any of the mayhem that led to my numerous demises during the day, it may as well have been them for the effect it had upon me. And I still ended up being awarded a decent paddling for my efforts!
 
    
 
   “Oh POO Karen, we can STILL smell you, best you walk well behind us downwind so we can’t smell you all the way back to the Lodge,” cried Miss Katerina. “You are already going to get another 6 for subjecting us to that dreadful stench the whole trip back to return the bike, so I’m sure you don’t want to risk more strokes.”
 
    
 
   Oh that was just too much. So unfair… As if I caused that deliberately…
 
    
 
   By the time we arrived back at the Lodge the ladies had already decided who was first in the shower. “You will have to go last Karen, we’re not having you fill up the shower with gorilla shit before we have our showers.” 
 
    
 
   “And you’ll have to wait outside while we have our showers first. We don’t want the cabin stinking to high heaven either.” 
 
    
 
   It was to my great relief that I learned that at least I was going to have a shower and a hot one at that after the testicle freezing experience from the night before. I sat well away from the cabin, while the ladies completed their ablutions, not wanting to antagonize them further by allowing the smell of ape shit to waft accidentally into the cabin. 
 
    
 
   Some 90 minutes went by before I finally heard Miss Jacqueline calling to me. I scurried back to the lodge, fearful she might have changed her mind after such a long wait. I was beside myself thinking they were going to leave me out there all night long. But that was far from the reason for the lengthy delay. Clearly the ladies had been in no hurry whatsoever to relieve me of the stench that had now permeated every pore in my body, they’d simply had their showers, dressed and enjoyed a leisurely bottle of chilled white wine on the balcony watching the sunset while I sat alone in the bushes like an outcast. 
 
    
 
   “Your turn Karen, and by the way, make sure you scrub that bathroom from top to bottom when your finished. We don’t want to see a single skerrick of ape shit in there when we return, understand?” advised Miss Jacqueline. 
 
    
 
   Return? 
 
    
 
   “We’re off to the main lodge for dinner. When you have finished with the bathroom you can have your dinner. We’ve left it inside for you. Make sure you leave everything tidy before we get back, and make sure you have the paddle ready on the single bed. And we want you in your nightie, no underwear. OK?” 
 
    
 
   My heart sank. I was looking forward to a hearty 3-course meal up at the main lodge but that hope was promptly dashed. God only knew what delights were in store for me for tonight’s meal. I was ravenous after the spartan diet I’d been subjected to over the last few days. 
 
    
 
   “Toodle-oo Karen.” They turned and left me standing on the verandah, feeling bereft as I watched them saunter off to enjoy a scrumptious hot meal up at the main lodge. Pangs of jealousy coursed through my entire body and I nearly threw a sissy tantrum on the spot.  
 
    
 
   “Oh and one last thing Karen, make sure you undress OUTSIDE before you go in, and leave those filthy clothes over by that tree until you can get a plastic bag to put them in for the trip home,” yelled Miss Jacqueline quite loudly. I cringed and wondered how many other campers heard that and dreaded the thought of carrying out her order.
 
    
 
   “Actually, go over there and strip RIGHT NOW so we know you have done as you were told.” They were standing facing me, and I knew they weren’t going anywhere until I was undressed.  “Go on, don’t stand there gaping. Get those clothes off now so we know you’ve done it.” 
 
    
 
   My heart skipped a beat at the thought of them watching me strip naked. There were a few people moving about the trails earlier, going back and forth between their lodges and the main lodge and these two witches wanted me to strip and risk being seen. But there wasn’t a choice really. I hurried over to the tree they’d designated, naturally the skinniest tree in sight, and stripped as fast as I could dumping my discarded clothes in a heap before flitting buck naked back over to the safety of the lodge.   
 
    
 
   “Karen, don’t leave your clothes on the ground like that, someone will think they’re rubbish and put them in the bin. Get back over there and fold them properly!” called Katerina.  
 
    
 
   ‘Oh God, she was kidding.’ I turned and quickly tiptoed back over the carpet of sharp dried pine needles, back to the skinny tree and folded my clothes neatly before scurrying back to the lodge. I failed to see why anyone would bother even noticing them, let along take it upon themselves to pick up a smelly pile of clothes and find a bin for them. 
 
    
 
   “That’s better, toodle – oo Karen.” And that was that. They turned and left me. 
 
    
 
   I quickly leapt up the stairs and into the lodge and there it was… My dinner; strategically placed right in the middle of the room.
 
    
 
   A family size can of No Frills baked beans and a can of beetroot. Alongside the cans were a plastic plate, plastic fork and a can opener. What a let down after working up a large appetite peddling those two misses around all day. It was going to be a foul combination but I had to admit, better than last night’s abomination. At least it was nutritious.
 
    
 
   I dived into the shower ready to spend at least 30 minutes under the hot water but found to my horror the water was at best, tepid. Obviously the ladies had used up the hot water, leaving little for me! I groaned and scrubbed fast before the water turned cold and this into another testicle freezing experience.
 
    
 
   I awoke in darkness some time later to the sensation of someone tugging on my toe. For a minute I didn’t have a clue where I was and struggled to remember. Suddenly the room was awash in stark light and there stood Miss Katerina and Miss Jacqueline, towering over me, looking very intent on doing evil. In Miss Jacqueline’s hand was the New Zealand paddle, and she was tapping it menacingly in the palm of the other.
 
    
 
   “And just what are you doing on the bed Karen?” Her tone chilled me to the bone. 
 
    
 
   I leapt up as quickly as I could in fright, knowing I was in trouble. 
 
    
 
   “I don’t recall giving you permission to lie on the bed Karen. In fact you were told your bed is outside on the verandah, isn’t that correct?” 
 
    
 
   “Ye- ye - yes Miss Jacqueline.” I was trembling and very scared. I thought I’d lie down for 10 minutes or so and rest after dinner, but must have fallen asleep. 
 
    
 
   “Well that’s too bad Karen, because that has cost you another 6 strokes of the paddle!” 
 
    
 
   My heart sank, by my calculations; my tally was now 30 definite strokes plus an undetermined amount for the braking incident. 
 
    
 
   “Right, well no time like the present, so hands on head, feet together.”
 
    
 
   “I think for starters I’ll take advantage of the practice strokes, so we’ll start with a dozen. Then we’ll add a dozen for braking suddenly, and then I think it only fair you receive another dozen for causing Miss Katerina whiplash. And what was the tally for the other misdemeanors Kat?”
 
    
 
   “Well, there was 6 for refusing to go back into the deer pen, then there was another 6 for whining like a sook, and let me see, oh yes, then there was 6 for refusing to dance for the gorilla, and definitely another 6 for allowing that dreadful stench to waft over us the entire trip back to the bikes.” 
 
    
 
   “And I think we can add 6 for impertinence in asking to interrupt our day to come home and get changed.”
 
    
 
   “Plus another 6 for sleeping on one of OUR beds.” 
 
    
 
   “That sounds fair Kat, that’s 72 strokes by my calculations.” 
 
    
 
   My shoulders slumped. This seemed way out of proportion to the so-called offences and my face must have looked exceedingly glum.
 
    
 
   “Over my knee Karen. And I’d get that look off my face if I was you unless you’d like me to add a dozen for sulking.”
 
    
 
   “No Miss, sorry Miss.” I snapped into action and smartly placed myself over Miss Jacqueline's knee, and soon felt her fingers slide my nightie up over my back giving her easy access to my bare bottom. The first blistering stroke was upon me before I knew it and I cried out. The force of the stroke left me in no doubt that this was going to be a shocker! This was an extremely cruel instrument of correction, and in the hands of Miss Jacqueline, who knew what torment she’d inflict?
 
    
 
   “No more noise Karen, you will scare the animals! 
 
    
 
   I bit my lip and shut my eyes tight, dreading what was about to come.
 
    
 
   “Right, first dozen will be the practice shots, followed immediately by the first dozen punishment strokes so quiet now.”
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline laid the strokes down like an expert. No need for practice strokes. The first scalding stroke was placed sharply on one cheek, followed by the next brought down with equal alacrity - on the same cheek! She developed a steady rhythm spanking that one cheek that soon caused a feeling like the fires of hell were raging upon it. I kept my eyes squeezed shut and my teeth tightly clenched forcing myself to stay quiet and accept my punishment as obediently as I could. The urge to scream was overwhelming. For someone so new to corporal punishment her level of cruelty was amazing. Why didn’t she spank the other cheek too? The pain was becoming excruciatingly unbearable. Finally the first round was completed and I was relieved to be ordered to get up and turn to give Miss Katerina a look
 
    
 
   “Bend over Karen, spread your legs wide, right over, head down.” 
 
    
 
   “Mmmm… not too bad Jack, but I am sure you could do better than that!”
 
    
 
   Not too bad! They were absolute scorchers; I could hardly walk let alone bend over and spread my legs wide! I knew that blisters were forming already, the sting was lingering and it took great fortitude to obediently lay myself over Miss Jacqueline's lap for the second lot of strokes.
 
    
 
   The next set were worse, she was putting a lot of effort into the strokes this time. She was a fit lady used to weight training and was currently developing a wrist action that was nearing my Mistress’s skill level. Incredibly she brought the full 24 strokes down on the same right cheek. Mistress must have told Miss Jacqueline about the power of laying them on in the same spot, one on top the other. It was a dreadful punishment, both physically and mentally. Tears were welling up and my voice was getting scratchy with each “Thank you Miss Jacqueline” after each stroke. When it was finally over again I was ordered to stand up and bend over to show Miss Katerina.
 
    
 
   “That’s a bit better Jack, but really give it to her this time, I’m sure you don’t want to let Karen feel your not serious now, do you Karen?”
 
    
 
   Oh how I hated these questions where I had to agree to my own demise! It was as if my answer justified the cruel punishment I was receiving.
 
    
 
   “Yes…sob…Miss…sob… Katerina.” 
 
    
 
   “That wasn’t very convincing. I want to hear you beg Jack to lay them on harder.”
 
    
 
   This was getting worse and worse
 
    
 
   “Please Miss Jacqueline, I beg you to spank me as hard as you can with the paddle, the redder and more blistered my bottom is the better it will make me remember my place.”
 
    
 
   “If you insist Karen…”
 
    
 
   Then she really wound up and rained them down hard and fast, again all 24 on the same right cheek! It was smarting, it was blistering, it was hurting, it was tearing, it was stinging, and I felt like screaming! STOP!!! 
 
    
 
   “Up you get Karen, turn around and bend over for Miss Katerina to inspect.” 
 
    
 
   I struggled to my feet and carefully bent over before Miss Katerina. My right cheek was throbbing hard now and felt like three times the size. I’m sure a meal could have been fried on it, judging by the heat emanating from it! I dreaded to think what it looked like.
 
    
 
   “Hmmm…one more round ought to do the trick I think Jack. Back you go Karen, one last lot.” 
 
    
 
   By the end of it I was bawling. By far it had to rate as one of the worst thrashings I had ever received. And the cruelest... She had brought down every single stroke on one cheek, leaving the other totally unscathed. It was a horrific thing to do. I hated that paddle. No matter how hard it was brought down or in who’s hands it was placed it guaranteed a salient punishment to be sure.  
 
    
 
   “Ok, stand Karen, your punishment is over. You may get up and bend over for Miss Katerina one last time.” 
 
    
 
   I struggled off Miss Jacqueline’s lap for the last time, and bent for Miss Katerina. I was completely awash with pain by now and utterly impervious to the humiliation I was being subjected to under their careful scrutiny. 
 
    
 
   “Very satisfactory Jack. I think that will do for now.” 
 
    
 
   “All right Karen, let that be a lesson to you, any trouble tomorrow, and I’ll have to spank the other cheek! Off you go to bed now, we’ve a long day tomorrow. And we’ll be up at 5.30 for a dawn tour of the zoo so make sure you set the alarm on your watch. We’ll have coffee served before we go so just come in quietly in the morning and wake us gently once you have the coffees made. There’s all you need over on the bench.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Jacqueline.” I sobbed as I hobbled out to my bedroll on the verandah. I heard the door click shut behind me.   
 
    
 
   I set my alarm for 5:30am and settled down for yet another fitful night’s slumber, right outside the lioness’s den. I was looking forward to the train trip home but first I had another full day to endure at the hands of these two. 
 
    
 
   Ironically the next morning I awoke to the sound of a lion’s roar somewhere off in the distance. A quick glance at my watch let me know that any moment it was time to wake the lioness’s and face another harrowing day at their mercy…
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   Sissy Karen’saga is continued in Volume 4, The Summons
 
   


 
   
  
 



Some Rules of Chastisement
 
    
 
   Some notes on how severe canings are administered.
 
   I am rather disappointed at how often ineffectual efforts are made by some people to administer what they think is a good spanking. A few smacks with hand or hairbrush, or 3 or 4 cuts with the cane, and they seem to believe that adequate punishment has been inflicted!
 
   In my view, such mild treatment is ludicrous in the extreme!
 
   I was raised in a well-disciplined environment where defiant or unruly behaviour perpetrated by myself or my elder sister inevitably earned us a good whipping, I have always held a confirmed belief in the benefits of a sound thrashing to restore a miscreant to good behaviour.
 
   My experience has taught me that most husbands respond quickly and effectively to a painful whipping on the backside, providing it is equally deserved.
 
   A spanking or caning is only effective as a punishment if it is inflicted beyond the stage where it is bearable. It must be painful enough for the man to completely lose his self-composure during the thrashing, and surrender to the uncontrolled vocal reaction of cries or screams. On the other hand, punishment must not be continued to the point of serious or permanent injury and it is for this reason that the buttocks are best suited as the place of chastisement for they are resilient and quickly recover in normal circumstances.
 
   They can be beaten and caned quite hard, much harder than most unenlightened people may think, and because they are also quite sensitive, the punishment can be made to hurt, as it should, and hurt abominably! Fortunately, the fierce unbearable pain is short-lived and diminishes, after the cessation of the caning, to a more tolerable if still uncomfortable level - which lasts for several days in the case of a severe caning.
 
   In my home my husband has nothing to fear if he is well-behaved, but if he steps out of line he gets a punishment of a severity that generally assures an immediate marked improvement in his behaviour.
 
   I only employ the rattan cane!
 
   A caning is always administered on the naked buttocks! If one is talking seriously about a punishment caning rigorously carried out, anyone who believes the victim will simply bend over and remain in position while the cane is laid on with full force is either ignorant or foolishly misled.
 
   My Punishment Room houses a small whipping horse, which enables the waist, chest, wrists, ankles, and knees of my husband to be secured with appropriately positioned straps, riveted to the supporting legs. The horse itself was an old gymnasium item lowered and modified for the purpose, and when he is properly mounted he looks most reluctant and unhappy to find himself in such a revealing and helpless position but because of the padded upper surface, there is not any undue discomfort.
 
   I like the horse because no amount of writhing and jerking, inevitable during the caning, harms the bare hips and tummy as they move about on the padded leather. As I said previously, it is mandatory that canings are extremely severe and painful. I make certain that he views a visit to the Punishment room with nothing other than the utmost dread!
 
   I always administer at least 18 good hard strokes of the cane. Usually 24, 30 or 36 strokes are given and occasionally up to 48 strokes.
 
   I would like to describe the caning procedure which I normally adopt as it may be of interest to other Disciplinarians. His caning is normally administered after supper at 7.30 p.m. the following day of the punishment award.
 
   In between, he is advised to rub moisturising creme or lotion into his bottom regularly to soften it in preparation for punishment - dry skin tends to be more brittle and thus cracks or splits much more easily when caned.
 
   My ability with the cane is well known so he is usually more than a little nervous, blanched somewhat, and often visibly quaking - all the more so as he will have certainly spent the last 24 hours since the award of a caning contemplating his fate in sheer terror.
 
   I then instruct him to enter the Punishment Room and follow him in, locking the door behind me. Inside, he removes all clothing, which I then place on a chair near the door.
 
   He is told to stand facing the horse so he can watch while I choose the cane I will use from a cabinet where several of different thicknesses and lengths are kept. I usually employ the judicial cane.
 
   I always take my time with the selection of the cane, carefully handling each in turn, bending every one to test its flexibility and then experimentally swishing each through the air a few times. This long drawn out practice is absolutely terrifying to behold - knowing that very shortly he will be feeling the full effects of the implement I finally choose across his naked vulnerable bottom.
 
   Finally - after what must seem an interminably long time - I instruct him to climb across the horse and lie in the appropriate position. Any tardiness at this point is quickly dispelled with a deft cut or two across the calves. I then make him tight fast with the straps buckled firmly. I am aware that this part of the preparation is also unnerving, but absolutely necessary to prevent him leaping up or turning round during the caning, which could lead to possible injury of more vital parts.
 
   In my view, the 'horsed' position is the nearest to the ideal presentation for an effective and painful caning; the doubled-over position raises the backside into maximum prominence and causes a pronounced backward thrust that tautens and distends the buttocks in the most vulnerable manner.
 
   Before commencing the caning, I always take a few moments to study the field of operation very thoroughly, mentally assessing the size, texture and resilience of the two fleshy moons awaiting penance. As an experienced chastener, I am well aware of the most sensitive parts of a bottom to strokes of the cane. However, to administer, for example, even a light eighteen stroke caning (with all the strokes of the necessary maximum severity) without unduly damaging or breaking the skin; calls for a considerable amount of accuracy, care and skill, and to some extent a pre-planned schedule of where one is going to place all the strokes!
 
   The landing of a second or third stroke on the exact site of a previous weal will usually break the skin and result in a small amount of local bleeding. This is to be expected - though this often puts off more inexperienced Disciplinarians - but it is usually best to space the strokes out and to try and avoid ‘overlaying’ too many strokes. Towards the end of the punishment though it is often appropriate to deliberately - if it has not already happened by accident - overlay a few strokes in one or two places. The intensity of the initial pain caused by such ‘overlaid’ strokes is excruciating and the effects are much deeper and considerably longer lasting.
 
   I once demonstrated the accuracy of my caning by laying on 18 hard strokes on only three places on his buttocks. In each place I laid on six strokes exactly along the lines of the previous weal there. After the first two strokes had landed on each of the same three places he realised what my intentions were and screamed out in absolute terror at the thought of the remaining 12 strokes.
 
   Make no mistake, overlaying six strokes in each place in this way made that punishment extremely severe and he continuously screamed out in agony for the remainder of the caning.
 
   For more severe punishments it is clearly impossible to administer 36 strokes - let alone 48 strokes - across the fleshy part of a bottom without a great many of the strokes overlaying previous weals. In such cases no amount of previous moisturising of the bottom will be to any avail and the buttocks will be severely cut and bleeding in several places. For this reason I try not to overlay more than two strokes in any place for a caning of this length - nevertheless it will be necessary to clean the bottom with a damp cloth afterwards. Not for nothing are such severe canings called ‘full blooded’.
 
   After this short assessment, I then take up a position at his left side, at the right distance to enable me to deliver a full-armed swing with the cane. Placing the end half of the forty-inch long rod to rest horizontally against that part of the opposite taut cheek I intended to strike, and ignoring the inevitable flinching of the flesh, I raise the cane far back on high and deliver the first whistling cut with deliberate ferocity and force!
 
   The explosive crack of the flexible cane travelling at high speed as it connects with a properly presented pair of naked buttocks never fails to impress me. The effect is dramatic and astounding! One sees the thin hard rod almost enveloped for a split second by the soft yielding flesh. Then, as the cane is lifted away, the momentary white impression across the reverberating mounds, which rapidly become a bright crimson! The success of the stroke is measured by the anguished scream it produces and the simultaneous writhing and squirming of the whipped backside.
 
   If I do not think the vocal protest is sufficiently loud, or if the bottom fails to adequately perform those frenzied contortions then I know that an even harder stroke is called for and adjust the infliction accordingly. A thrashing, to be really effective, should be systematically performed with timing, force, and precision. The entire surface of the buttocks should be methodically caned from just below the tailbone to no more than one inch below the gluteal crease adjoining the thighs.
 
   In the transverse direction, it is essential that the striking end of the cane does not extend further round the body than the hipbone joints.
 
   With precision and care it is possible to convert the whole expanse of chastiseable bottom into a uniform sheet of intense crimson, a mass of closely spaced cane weals that I guarantee will produce the most excruciatingly painful behind conceivable! When I cane, I invariably achieve this effect by dint of patience and a relentless determination to place every stroke where I want it to fall.
 
   The unpleasant assault of unceasing screams on my ears and the obscenely abandoned convulsions of well-caned hindquarters, are ignored as I wait calmly for movement to subside before applying the next stroke. This is not to say of course that I am not impressed by the intense reactions - they are equally necessary and satisfying, and signify that the caning is properly effective. Some reactions are inevitable and expected.
 
   Nevertheless, the incredible gymnastics of his bound body over the whipping horse having bare buttocks very severely caned can be quite awe-inspiring at times. Within the restrictions imposed by the straps, which clamp arms and legs, his naked hindquarters can become a veritable frenzy of jerking, twisting movement.
 
   When I complete the caning, he is always made to remain on the horse for a further 10 or 15 minutes until the howling and commotion subsides. By this time, I am generally satisfied that he has suffered enough pain to ensure repentance and fervent resolve never to give cause for another visit to the room.
 
    
 
   (name withheld)
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Nursery Punishment for Muir
 
    
 
   By Mrs Birch
 
    
 
   
2nd November  
 
    
 
   Dear Mrs. Birch,
 
    
 
   It is my unfortunate duty to inform you that Christopher has been very badly behaved these past few weeks.  
 
    
 
   Of course I was very taken by the short haircut you gave him - it’s a wonderfully simple way to reinforce the fact that underneath the girlish, sissy outfits, there is indeed, a boy.  Naturally enough I decided that from now on we would visit the local barber every fortnight for a similar cut.  
 
    
 
   Well, didn’t he kick up a fuss when I marched him into the barbershop!  He wailed, screamed and babbled on about hating having his hair cut short like this.  His churlish, childish behaviour was so embarrassing for me that I decided to forego the haircut and instead contact you for some much needed support and direction.  
 
    
 
   Until the barbershop incident he had been well behaved.  As you suggested, each day after school I dressed him appropriately in prim girlish clothing and set him to work on various domestic duties or suitably girlish tasks such as sewing, needlecraft and the like.  I also applied liberal applications of Wintergreen lotion to his male appendages every night at bedtime.    
 
    
 
   However, after that unfortunate experience at the barbers, he’s been a right little horror, arguing continuously and acting like a real crybaby.  He has refused outright to dress in panties anymore or in any of his pretty sissy outfits, even when I offer him the chance to wear a fluffy yellow or pink cardigan with them.  He even emptied the entire contents of the Wintergreen lotion out the window right in front of me!     
 
    
 
   And on the subject of fluffy cardigans, I believe that he is up to his old tricks again – while doing the washing I have noticed unseemingly stains on his underwear and pyjamas several times in the last fortnight.  I have of course locked up all his cardigans and jumpers and destroyed his stash of knitting magazines and photos.  However, the stains are there, plain as day, irrefutable evidence that he has begun to indulge himself again, fluffy cardigans or not.  
 
    
 
   When I told him he was off to see you again he put on a fuss, however he has settled down a tad - I sense a certain nervousness in him whenever I mention Saturday’s forthcoming trip.  I trust you can get to the bottom of this change in his manner – I thought we were making very good progress on turning him into a good, obedient, sissyboy.  
 
    
 
   I recall you mentioning that one way to deal with churlish, babyish behaviour from boys was to serve up a severe dose of nursery / nappy discipline.  Maybe this is the way to proceed?  If so, and you believe it useful, I will pack a feeding bottle, dummy and soft toy for him to bring along to this Saturday’s visit to you.  I’m sure he’ll find the prospect of you using such items quite frightening, particularly when combined with very firm doses of your cane, crop and paddle.  Perhaps the babyish garb could be combined with one or other of those fluffy garments you have on hand, as a means of teaching him to associate the wearing of such items with intense feelings of discomfort and pain?  Made more so should the day dawn warm and hot.       
 
    
 
   Of course should you wish to keep the nursery discipline ‘in reserve’ for now, I fully understand – I’m sure you will design an appropriate disciplinary regime, one way or another. 
 
    
 
   All the very best, 
 
    
 
   Aunty Margaret.    
 
    
 
   P.S.  And should I find some nettles on my woodland walks this week, I’ll be sure to send them along with the young man!  
 
    
 
   And what do you think about having Christopher arrive on Saturday wearing incontinence pants - I think I could use his fear of you to force him into them.  A perfect psychological preparation for what is about to behalf the’ little one’.  (Of course nappies would be better but I’ll leave introducing that experience to you!).  
 
    
 
    
 
   3rd November
 
    
 
   Dear Margaret
 
   
I am in receipt of your letter regarding Christopher's serious lapse in behaviour of late and I also am definitely of the opinion that a little nursery play is in order! In fact I have the perfect garb ready for Christopher's visit this Saturday. Please do send him a long in incontinence pants as part of his mental preparation for the day, as well as the other items you mentioned. 
 
   
Sadly the nettles you sent along last time flourished for a week or so, then died, so if you do happen to come across any please send them along with Christopher. Please also send the clippers and we shall deal with the matter of his haircut. Just let him throw a tantrum in My presence! It will be over My knee promptly for a jolly fair old good slippering!
 
     
I have no doubt you will see positive results upon Christopher's return to you later Saturday evening.
 
       

Thanking you,
 
    
Jennifer Birch
 
    
 
   Saturday 8th November 
 
    
 
   The knock came at 1pm precisely. I opened the door to find Master Muir standing back a little, ashen faced and looking decidedly dejected with his head bowed and shoulders drooping, his knees and feet glued together. In one hand was a heavy looking bucket of freshly picked nettles, in the other, a bag full of bits and pieces. He looked positively terrified and was visibly trembling. 
 
    
 
   “Come in Master Muir…wipe your feet. I see your Aunty Margaret has kindly sent some nettles along. My, my, there certainly are a lot in that bucket, aren’t there? 
 
    
 
   “Good afternoon Miss, yes Miss, Aunty Margaret said you might be able to find good use for so many,” he replied nervously.
 
    
 
   “Well, come in then. You can put the bucket down right there, and put your bag down over there, and then I want to introduce you to some new play friends whom you’ll be spending lots of quality time with today.” I stood aside and with a leisurely sweep of my hand gestured to an assortment of soft fluffy toys perched around the lounge room, all positioned to face the front door, as if ready to greet their ‘guest’.
 
    
 
   Muir’s eyes nearly fell out of their sockets at the site of so many fluffy toys. There were rabbits and lions, bears, dogs, owls, a snake and many other stuffed toy animals in all shapes, colours and sizes. He gulped. “In a minute you’ll be able to go and meet all your new friends Master Muir, because your going to be spending loads of time playing with them this afternoon and you’ll need to get to know each one. I believe your Aunty Margaret has sent you along with a few things?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” he responded reaching into his bag to retrieve a plastic container. Inside the container was a baby’s bottle and two new dummies.  “Ah good, I’ll take those thank you!” I said snatching the container from him. “And?” I stared at him waiting for him to muster the intestinal fortitude to hand me the next item from the bag. The look on his face was priceless. His eyes were glued to mine, silently beseeching me not to force him to bring it out. I narrowed my eyes and placed both hands on hips. Muir feebly reached into the bag and carefully pulled out a small pale blue fluffy toy lamb. 
 
    
 
   “Oh isn’t that pretty Crissy!” I exclaimed in a cutesy voice such as a mother would speak to a small child, then snatched it out of his hands as well. “Thank you. I’ll take that Muir!” Muir blushed and his shoulders slumped. I could tell he was highly humiliated. “Oh, and what’s your little lamby’s name Crissy?” I cooed sweetly. 

“Hum, ah, that’s M-M-Mary, Miss,” he stammered.” 
 
    
 
   “Mary! What’s sort of a name is Mary for a little blue fluffy lamb Muir?” I quizzed rather rudely. 
 
    
 
   “Ahem, I-I-I don’t know Miss.”  
 
    
 
   “You just made that up on the spot didn’t you? Well, you take little, ah… ‘MARY’ … over to all the other little fluffy toys and introduce her to everyone and I want to hear plenty of baby babble is that clear?” For a moment I thought he was going to try and plead his way out of doing it, but he must have thought better of arguing and got straight down on his knees to introduce ‘little Mary’ to all his ‘new friends’.
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss.”  He was mortified, I could tell. 
 
    
 
   “That’s good Muir, because if I don’t hear plenty of baby babble, and goo-goo-gaa-ing there will be a nice little smack for you, do you understand?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” he replied mournfully. He was on his knees on the floor with his face now buried in a sea of fluffy toys, and his bottom high in the air.    
 
    
 
   I let him suffer for a few minutes more babbling and goo-goo-gaa-ing while he introduced his new friends all round, and then called him to his feet. “Right Muir, I want you to pick a special toy, one that appeals to you very much. One that would have you crying if you lost it.” I watched in amusement as Muir scurried to pick a charming scruffy brown antique bear. “This one Miss,” he offered, handing it to me. “I don’t want it Muir, that bear has just become your new special friend. From now until the time you leave, you will carry that bear at all times, and at no time will the bear leave your hands. Clear?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes, Miss,” he said, clearly perplexed. He looked as though he felt a little challenged by the thought of hanging onto the bear over the course of several hours so I added, “If you drop that bear for even one second Muir, it’ll be big smacks for you!” I said waggling my finger in his face in a threatening way! “Now, turn around, there’s a document sitting on that table there, I want you to pick it up and hand it to me.” He leaned over, grabbed the document, and dutifully handed it to me, looking a little nervous.
 
    
 
   “Do you know what this is Muir?” 
 
    
 
   “No Miss,” he said a little puzzled. 
 
    
 
   “It’s a 3000 word essay Muir, and it was supposed to be about bows. However, it’s not all about bows is it? He opened his mouth to speak but no sound came out. He must have thought better of it, and swallowed instead. On his last visit, Muir was assigned a 3000-word essay on the subject of bows as he was leaving, and had to tell me in as many words, why he loved bows. He was given a week to complete the essay. Incidentally, I love awarding 3000 word essays; it’s a daunting number and causes more than a conniption or two when the size of the task sinks in! 
 
    
 
   “In fact Muir, there’s no mention of bows for quite some time is there? Quite surprisingly, out of a 6 page document, I had to plough through 5 whole pages, before I reached the first mention of a bow…” By now, Master Muir was hanging his head and fiddling nervously with Scruffy bear. “Whatever did you think you were doing Muir? Did you think perhaps I wouldn’t notice there was hardly a mention of a bow in your 3000 word essay that was supposed to be all about bows?” 
 
    
 
   ‘No Miss, it wasn’t like that. I thought I would write you a story instead…” 
 
    
 
   “Really Master Muir, how disobedient of you. Well that will need 12 strokes of the strap…, and for your trouble, you can re-write the essay next week, only this time properly!” 
 
    
 
   “Oh but Miss, I won’t be able to this week Miss, Aunty Margaret has lots of work for me…” he whined. 
 
    
 
   “Very well, we’ll deal with the matter later today. Now that’s solved we can get on with the day but first we have to address the matter of your attire. Why haven’t you got your school uniform on?”
 
    
 
   Muir was aghast. “I-I-I didn’t wear it Miss, I didn’t think I had to today…” 
 
    
 
   “And why ever not? Pure folly Muir! You’d best get those trousers down now, and let’s have you bending over the stool immediately. It’ll be 6 cuts of the cane, straight up for your disobedience. In future, never present yourself to me again without your uniform.”  Muir quickly bent to remove his shoes before undoing his belt. He kicked off his trousers and leaned over the stool to expose buttocks clad in a crimson pair of satin ladies panties. In sharp contrast, bright white lace could be seen protruding past the edges of the satin panties. 
 
    
 
   “Well, well, well Muir, and what have we here?” I asked mockingly, knowing full well what I was looking at.
 
    
 
   “They’re incontinence panties Miss, Aunty Margaret said I had to wear them today. 
 
    
 
   “Did she now Muir? Well thankfully you won’t be needing them shortly. I have something much better than incontinence panties…” I said sliding both layers down slowly past his buttocks to rest on his upper thigh. I loved seeing him squirm, and the more he squirmed, the more I was determined to humiliate him. “Bottom up, right over the stool, hang onto the bottom railing now. Ready? Count the strokes please Master Muir.” 
 
    
 
   I proceeded to land 6 vicious strokes in quick succession upon Muir’s lily-white bare bottom, not allowing him time between each stroke to recover properly before the next landed. He’s always taken his discipline rather stoically, which challenges me constantly to make him jump. This time I determined to make him jump, so spread the strokes out, deliberately landing a few in the delicate folds of the skin where thigh meets buttock. Still, he remained stoic throughout.
 
    
 
   “Stay right where you are Muir, you have 12 strokes of the strap coming for your disobedience.” I replaced the cane and selected a thin black strap with a dozen or so holes punched out of the leather. It was quite a piece of work and it stung intolerably, especially on a freshly caned bottom. “Ok Muir, bottom up, and don’t drop that bear,” I tormented him and couldn’t help laugh a little at the sight of him positioned over that stool, surrounded by rabbits and lions, bears and fluffy stuffed dogs, clutching a scruffy brown bear like a small child hangs on to his comfort blanket. 
 
    
 
   “First stroke Master Muir, or should I say, Christopher Robin!” He really did remind me of Christopher Robin at that moment and I laughed out loud. 
 
    
 
   I brought the first stroke down with a sharp crack, and for a moment I heard him gasp and at last I saw a flicker of movement. “Ah, that hurt, didn’t it Muir?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” he said, a little strained. 
 
    
 
   “Hmmmm…well the next eleven are going to be a whole lot more frightful. Bottom up, head down, let’s have you right over that stool now.” I proceeded with the punishment, pacing the strokes for maximum effect in order for the pain to seep and burn into his buttocks. By the end of it, he was not a happy chappy, but still he mostly took the discipline well. After the last stroke I’d decided that this would be my ‘blue’ implement. “Right Muir, up on your feet. Don’t drop Mr Bear now, will you?” Muir picked himself up off the stool and stood warily to face me, clutching his bear, and not daring to touch his bum. He knew better…
 
    
 
   “Ok, lets have all that male garb off, and have you in appropriate attire for the day. Look what I have for you Muir, isn’t that a treat?” Muir cast a glance in the direction of my gaze and his eyes widened in fright at the sight of several pink satin, lacy garments that lay casually draped over the lounge chair. I watched his expression change to terror and I chuckled inwardly. One by one I picked up each garment and described it to him, elaborating on each detail, while he stood watching, completely mute.  “Just look at these beautiful pink satin, lace ruffled bloomers Muir, aren’t you going to love wearing these? And what about this sissy pink satin romper suit with its matching pink sissy satin white lacy bonnet…? And all these satin bows everywhere…and look! There’s even a proper cloth nappy and a great big set of plastic pilchers to go over the top, and woolen booties, and a Peter Rabbit bib, and look at this… Oh, now isn’t this delightful? It’s a lovely pale pink satin ribbon to hang around your neck, with a great big dummy on the end of it! Just in case you want to spit your dummy throughout the day, you won’t lose it!”  
 
    
 
    The look on his face was priceless. I could tell he was mortified. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, and I just know your dying to know what’s in this bag, aren’t you?” I held up a pink satin drawstring bag with white lace trim, and shook it gently in his face, causing the contents to rustle.” 
 
   
“Yes, Miss,” he replied despondently. He really had no other choice but to reply in the affirmative under the circumstances. 
 
    
 
   “Well Muir, I’m glad about that because this is the Surprise Bag. So how it works is this.” I reached into the bag and brought out several of the coloured counters from within. “Throughout the day, you will get many opportunities to reach into the bag and select a counter. Eyes will be tight shut of course, so you can’t see which colour you are taking. Now, if you draw a red, it will mean you receive 12 strokes of this nasty old cane here.” I went over to my cane selection, picked out the one I wanted, then swooshed it around a few times for effect. “Hmmm…this is the one I want. So we’ll lay the cane on the table like this, and place the red counter beside it. If you draw a yellow counter, it will mean you’ll receive 12 strokes of Black Beauty.” I picked up the jet-black horsehide razor strop and began tapping her double lengths against the palm of my left hand, causing Muir to wince. It was a fearsome looking implement and very supple. “So we’ll lay her down on the table next to the cane and place her counter alongside just like that. Now, you really want to hope that you don’t draw a yellow counter, because Black Beauty is one of the nastiest razor strops that I have ever encountered, and she will have you leaping for the rafters if you are misfortunate enough to experience her kiss upon your rump!” I said laughing. 
 
    
 
   Muir’s face was a picture of agony by this time. He knew full well that these were no idle threats. 
 
    
 
   “Now the blue counter,” I said holding the counter at eye level “…corresponds to this evil little girl. She’s the one that I just tickled your bottie with so you know full well what she feels like. And again, it’ll be 12 strokes from her if you should be so lucky to draw a blue. Which leaves us with green…”
 
    
 
   “What’s wrong Muir? You look positively, totally traumatized. I thought you’d love to play games today; after all, that’s the theme of the day isn’t it? Nursery Games?” 
 
    
 
   “Nothing’s wrong Miss…” he mumbled looking more dejected than ever. 
 
    
 
   “OK, now lucky last, the green. This one will be the Booby Prize. If you draw the green, it’ll mean the reward will be whatever I feel like dishing out at that moment. So best be on your best behaviour all day because I might be inclined to grab a hand full of those nettles and rub them all over your little pee pee!” 
 
    
 
   “My what Miss?” quizzed Muir, his eyes wide open again and looking up into mine with that beseeching look. 
 
    
 
   “Your pee pee. Your little willy Muir.”  
 
    
 
   “Ooohhhh…” said Muir when the realization struck. His eyebrows immediately furrowed.  
 
    
 
   “Ok Muir, now that I’ve explained that, off with your clothes please. It’s time to get dressed.”   I watched him strip and ordered him to spread a large sheet on the ground, while I took the adult sized nappy and laid it on top of the sheet. “Down you get Muir, let’s have you face up on the nappy.” For some reason he struggled with which way was up, and which way was down, and nearly earned himself a smack for the kerfuffle he caused over such a simple command. Finally he positioned himself properly on the nappy and I was able to powder and pin! Once the nappy was secured in place by oversized nappy pins, it was on with the giant plastic pilchers, woolen booties and pink satin romper suit. 
 
    
 
   “You’ll need to stand for the romper suit, so up you get.” He staggered to his feet and looked an absolute hoot standing there in his great big nappy and pilchers, with bare chest and straggly brown bear dangling from his left hand. I reached for the romper suit. “Arms up.” 
 
    
 
   Up went his arms… and down went the bear…
 
    
 
   I stopped dead in my tracks leaving Muir’s hands suspended above his head.  
 
    
 
   “Where’s your bear Muir?” 
 
    
 
   His eyes flew open, his head dropped forward, and he looked straight down at his bear, lying on the floor. 
 
    
 
   “And what did I say would happen if you let go of your bear Muir?”
 
    
 
   “You said I’d get a smack Miss,” he replied looking like he was about to cry. 
 
    
 
   “Correct! Now pick up your bear, and lie back down on the floor so we can remove your nappy in order to give you some smacks.” Only my kind of ‘smacks’ entailed 6 strokes of the cane on a bare bottom whilst over the stool. 
 
    
 
   Dutifully, Muir positioned himself once more over the stool for 6 stingy ‘smacks’. 
 
    
 
   “Now when we get these over and done with, I want you to apologise to Mr Bear for being neglectful, and promise him you’ll not drop him again!”  
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss…” Over he went once again to receive his 6 stingy strokes of the cane. Bear dangled forlornly from his fingers. Very amusing. 
 
    
 
   Finally I had him back in his nappy, pilchers, woolen booties and had him stand again to finish dressing him in his pink satin and lace romper suit. “Now last but not least, here’s your pretty pink dummy, which I’m going to tie around your neck with this pretty pink ribbon. Open.” I said holding the dummy at Muir’s lips. “I’m going to pop the dummy in your mouth, and I don’t want to see it removed for any reason throughout the day unless I say so. Clear?” 
 
    
 
   “Yeth Mith,” he lisped as he sucked on his dummy. “And I want to see you sucking it at all times baby Crissy.” 
 
    
 
   “Now about this barber shop tantrum of yours baby Crissy. Since you made such a dreadful kerfuffle going into the barber’s with your Aunty Margaret, I have agreed to take on the responsibility of your haircuts for the time being. So, fetch me the clippers, and follow me.” He trailed along behind me to the waiting cape and stool, standing in the kitchen by the open door. There was a cool gentle breeze blowing in. “Sit.” I promptly wrapped the plastic cape around his shoulders and pegged it tight. Already I could see the sweat starting to bead on his forehead and guessed the combination of plastic panties, satin romper suit and plastic cape had the effect of a Turkish sauna bath. “I’ll close this door here, because we don’t want baby Crissy catching a chill now do we?”    
 
   
“Oh Mith…it’th all right, I don’t mindth the door open…” he whined again. 
 
    
 
   “Nothing for it baby Crissy, I’m not sending you back to Aunty Margaret with a chill,” I said and closed the door with a flourish. I plugged in the clippers and stood close behind Muir, who was sweating profusely now. “Hmmm…this hair is far too long. We don’t want you looking like a hooligan now do we?” I said running my fingers through his already short-cropped hair, “so it’ll all have to come off. The question is, number one guard, or no guard at all…” I was toying with him, and making much of the moment. 
 
    
 
   He was sitting quietly on the stool waiting for me to begin, shrouded in a light blue cape, clutching that bear and sucking quietly on his pink dummy. The loud whirr of the clippers burst into life behind his ear and caused him to jump and I couldn’t help chuckling to myself. The sound of those clippers reminded me of when I was a kid, when we used to visit a friend’s farm at sheep shearing time. I used to love standing quietly out of the way in the shed watching the shearers as they worked, first upending the sheep, expertly divesting the animals of their fleece, then pushing the freshly shorn animal down a wooden shoot to freedom, to emerge as skinny as a stick and looking like a goat. I stood thinking back for a minute, remembering how alive and vibrant it was in the shearing shed, the smell, and the continual cacophony until the whistle blew. I loved it all, the deafening noise of a dozen or more electric clippers whirring away, sheep bleating, men calling out, the sound of boots on wooden floorboards, and the tar boy running back and forth dabbing sliced flesh…   
 
    
 
   “Back to business Crissy, here we go, head down…” I broke out of my reverie and ran the blade up the back of his head several times, fascinated to see so much hair could be shaven off. The clippers ran easily over his scalp and I pondered the possibility of us both suffering electrocution from continuing with so much sweat dripping from his head. It didn’t seem to be hindering the clippering so I continued in silence, tilting his head this way and that, maneuvering the clippers over scalp and into tight and delicate spots behind his ears. Finally there was a little tuft of hair left on the top of his head, which if left would have looked very comical indeed! It looked just like a lot of boy babies who have that same tuft of hair on the top of the fontanelle…’Hmmm…will I? I mused…’ 
 
    
 
   “Crissy, I am toying with the idea of leaving this tuft of hair on top of your head you know. How about that!” I taunted him. He sat in silence and said nothing but continued sucking his dummy instead. 
 
    
 
   When I was finally done, I opened the kitchen door, which leads out onto an open balcony overlooking the pool and bush beyond. Incidentally, neighbours on one side have an unhindered view of my balcony if they are out in their yard.  With this in mind, I peeled off the cape. Muir looked well pleased to be free of it. “Ok, up you get, we need to brush you off,” I said and stepped out onto the balcony, “head over the edge please so I can brush that loose hair over the side rather than onto the balcony.” He did as he was told and didn’t utter a sound. He just kept sucking that dummy, Scruffy bear dangling from his hand. 
 
    
 
   “I have one last thing for you baby Chrissy, come on back inside and follow me.” I led him back into the lounge room and scooped up the bonnet. 
 
    
 
   “Oh no, pleathe Mith, I don’t have to wear that do I? Oh pl-e-e-e-t-h-e Mith, don’t make me wear that…” His words were cut short as I capped his head with the pink lacy bonnet, lifted his chin and firmly tied up the ribbon ties under his chin. “Don’t be a silly crybaby now, with your freshly shorn head, we don’t want you catching a chill now do we?” he just looked at me with that dummy in his mouth, his face ringed by white lace, and his eyes now taking on a haunted look.   
 
    
 
   “Oh, such a pretty sissy baby aren’t you missy Chrissy baby?” I swooned in a cutesy voice as he blushed. “Hmmm…nothing like a pink romper suit, bonnet, haircut and a bit of nursery time to calm a crotchety male is there? What’s the matter boy? Cat got your tongue? Feel like throwing a tantrum for me like you did for your Aunty Margaret?” 
 
    
 
   “No Mith,” replied Muir almost inaudibly. “What’s that baby Chrissy-wissy? I can’t hear you? Did you say yes you feel like throwing a tantrum? Speak up so I can hear you properly.” I taunted.  
 
    
 
   “No Mith,” he said louder. 
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs so I can do up underneath Chrissy, and then you can go and play with your new friends. I secured the several snap locks together to close the loose ends of his romper suit between his legs and puffed up each leg. I really couldn’t help but laugh at him. 
 
    
 
   “It’s playtime baby Chrissy so I want you to go over to your new friends, and choose a selection who will be joining you in a game of Ring a Ring a Rosy. Now I want you to put them into a circle, and while you do that I will go get you a tissue so you can play. While I am gone, I want you to get to know your friends very well.” 
 
    
 
   “And Chrissy, I want to hear plenty of baby babble because if I don’t you’ll get big smacks!” I warned and left to get the tissue. 
 
    
 
   I returned a few minutes later and stood in amused silence watching Muir ‘playing’ with his ‘new friends’ and busily introducing one to the other, arranging them carefully and looking very engrossed in the task. I really have to admit that it was quite amusing, knowing how humiliated he was at that moment. Little did he know that things were about to turn tricky. I sat in the armchair and watched him for a minute or two more, and knew he must have been squirming with embarrassment as he babbled his baby talk to the stuffed toys. “Are you getting to know your new friends Chrissy?” 
 
    
 
   “Yeth Mith,” he said without turning around. “Good, then you’ll be able to tell me their names won’t you.” The statement stopped him dead in his tracks and he faltered momentarily. 
 
    
 
   “Ah… yeth Mith,” he lisped through clenched dummy. 
 
    
 
   “Go on then, name them all for me.”
 
    
 
   “Um, thith one’th Thnoopy, thith one’th Kuma with a K, thith one’th Bernadette…” and so he went on to name his circle of friends. So engrossed was he in his task that he failed to notice I was writing down the names, alongside which toy was awarded what name. It would come in handy later.  
 
    
 
   “Allright Chrissy, do you remember the rules of the game? Now you are going to have to modify it slightly to accommodate your friends. So here’s what you’ll do. You are going to take the tissue and skip around the outside of the circle, singing ring a ring a rosy, and instead of all falling down, you will drop the tissue behind whichever toy’s turn it will be next. When it lands near to the closest toy, you will pick up that toy and the tissue, skip around the circle again, and drop the tissue behind one of the other toys whose turn it will be next, and that’s the idea. Got it?” 
 
    
 
   “Yeth Mith,” he looked at me with a pained expression. “Off you go then, I’ll just sit here and do my work while you play Chrissy, and don’t forget now, get to know your friends very well, and I want to hear lots of baby babble…” I warned. Off he went, thkipping and thinging his way round the circle, a vision of pink satin and white lace, with Scruffy bear dangling from his left hand, tissue held high in the other hand…
 
    
 
   I watched in amusement for several ‘rings of the rosy’ trying to stifle a loud outburst of laughter, while I pretended to work. Eventually I announced, “STOP!” Muir looked up at me from under his pink-bonneted head waiting for me to say something. “How well do you know your friends now Chrissy?” 
 
    
 
   “Umm, reathonably well Mith,” he replied. “Good!” I said. “Name them all for me. And since you claim to know them all so well, if you forget any names, there’ll be 6 smacks on the bottie for each name you’ve forgotten, just for telling me fibs.” 
 
    
 
   Muir stared at me with a vacant expression then proceeded to pick out the most obvious toy first. “Ummm…this one’s Thnoopy, thith one’th Kuma with a K…,” and so he went on naming the animals correctly until he skipped over a creamy coloured fluffy rabbit.  
 
    
 
   “STOP! Go back, what’s THAT rabbit’s name Chrissy?”
 
    
 
   “Umm, oh, ummm… Frances Mith…”
 
    
 
   “WRONG!” I announced leaving him open mouthed and gaping. “Put the stool in the middle of the circle please Chrissy,” I ordered, and he dutifully complied. “Over here please and on the floor while we get that nappy off for smacks.” 
 
    
 
   Muir lay down on the floor in front of me. I leaned forward and undid the snap locks between his legs, lifted his legs and whipped off the plastic pilchers. There was quite a bit of heat emanating from that nappy and it was well and truly damp with sweat. I guessed it wouldn’t afford any joy having it put back on again after smacks. “Ok, up you get, and bend over the stool for smacks.” Again he dutifully obeyed. He bent over the stool and exposed his bottom for me to administer 6 sharp strokes of the cane. As he lay over the stool I grinned at the sight of that bear, dangling from Muir’s left hand, it’s face turned to mine in an accusatory stare. It was quite a sight to behold. Muir in his pink satin romper suit and bonnet and woolen booties, his bottom striped and bare, bent over a stool that was positioned inside a circle of assorted fluffy stuffed toys…and that bear looking up at me…
 
    
 
   Once the strokes were over, I ordered Muir to stay right where he was. It was Surprise Bag time! I brought the bag over to him and dangled it front of his eyes. “Time for the Surprise Bag Chrissy, now eyes squeezed tight shut, dip in, and bring out a counter for me.” He did as he was bid and brought out a red counter. “Oops…Oh no… that’s a nasty old caning for you. 12 strokes!” His body went limp and he let out a sigh.
 
    
 
   “Hang on to that counter while I get the cane Chrissy,” I taunted and went over to pick up the nasty cane from where it sat on the dining table. I swooshed it around, and it made a terrible hiss. 
 
    
 
   “Bottom up Chrissy, you know the drill…”
 
    
 
   After applying 12 sharp strokes to his clammy buttocks, I dressed him back into his cold, damp nappy and plastic pilchers again, and set him off to play once more. I watched him skipping around for a few rounds and yelled “STOP!” again, stopping him in his tracks. “How well do you know those friend’s of your Chrissy?” I teased looking at him with a sly grin on my face. 
 
    
 
   “Um, well, I think tho Mith,” he replied, sounding pretty sure of himself.  
 
    
 
   “Are you very sure about that Chrissy?” I tormented. 
 
    
 
   “Um, well, I thort I did Mith,” he answered sounding a little unsure now. “Well Chrissy, I’m going to give you a little test. I want you to mix all your friends up and give them all a new position. GO!” Muir scrambled like a man possessed to change positions of all the toys, running helter skelter and changing this one to that position, that one to this position, until he finally stood back and double checked all were moved. 
 
    
 
   “Now Chrissy, have they all been moved to a new position?” 
 
    
 
   “Yeth Mith,” he said sounding sure of himself again. “Chrissy, are you absolutely sure about that?”  
 
    
 
   “Um, ah..I think tho Mith…” he said, his face a mixture of panic and fright. 
 
    
 
   “Because if any haven’t been changed Chrissy, there’ll be 6 smacks again and a dip in the surprise bag…” I taunted. 
 
    
 
   “Ohhhh…Mith, I’m not thore anymore, you are making me nervouth…” he whined, his face now contorting severely. 
 
    
 
   “Bad luck, times run out, that rabbit hasn’t been changed so that’s 6 smacks. Too late, leave them be. Now, name them all for me. And there’ll be 6 smacks for each friend whose name you can’t remember Chrissy, now off you go.” I was laughing inwardly, watching him squirm. 
 
    
 
   “Thith one’s Thnoopy, um…thith one’th Tosca…, um, thith one’th Frances…”
 
    
 
   “WRONG! You’ve just been smacked for that Chrissy, and you knew it was wrong so that’s 6 more smacks. Keep going.”
 
    
 
   “Oh Mith, that’th not fair…” 
 
    
 
   “Do you want 6 more smacks for being insolent Muir? I’d start naming if I was you.” 
 
    
 
   “No Mith. Um, yes Mith. Um…thith one’s Ladda, thith one’s Lambthy, thith one’th Dthordthio Bear, thith one’th Jimmy, thith one’th Mawwy, thith one’th Leo, ummm…thith one’th Fluffy, ummm…and thith one’th Frantheth with an e! There!” he said, pleased with himself.  
 
    
 
   “Ok Chrissy, that’s 6 smacks for not changing one rabbit’s position, and 6 more smacks for forgetting that rabbit’s name, so let’s have that nappy off, and then back over the stool.”  
 
    
 
   It was a painstaking event undressing again this time due to heat building up inside those pilchers. As a result, the nappy was becoming progressively more sodden with sweat as the afternoon wore on. I can imagine my charge was very relieved to have it off, although to face a caning as the alternative was probably not much of a consolation prize.  And this time, Muir’s bottom was damp so the caning would most definitely smart more than usual. When he was positioned properly I swooshed the cane in mid air, tapped his bottom a few times with the tip to get my measure, then proceeded to add 12 more welts to his already striped bottie. He hardly moved throughout the caning, dutifully calling out each stroke and thanking me for each one. When I was finished, I put the cane down and picked up the pink satin bag and shook it softly under his nose. 
 
    
 
   “Surprise time Chrissy,” I said softly. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, Mith, do I have to?” he whined.  
 
    
 
   “Perhaps you’d like 6 more strokes for your ingratitude Muir?”
 
    
 
   “No Mith! Thorry Mith…” he said dipping straight into the bag and squeezing his eyes shut. His hand came back out and he unfolded his fingers to expose a little green counter. A child’s innocent instrument of play, but for Muir, it represented serious pain and torment. His eyes remained shut tight.
 
    
 
   “Oh dear Chrissy, you can open your eyes now. It’s a green…”
 
    
 
   He stared in silence and I imagine all sorts of possibilities were racing through his mind at that moment.  
 
    
 
   “It’s the Booby prize isn’t it Muir? So lay down on the floor for me, face up.” I donned my black rubber gloves while baby Muir got into position. I threw him some disposable gloves. “Here, put these on, you’ll need them.”  I bent over the bucket of nettles and behind me the sound of latex gloves snapping into position could be heard. 
 
    
 
   “Oh Mith, I bwoke them,” he whined. 
 
    
 
   “Tough. You should have been more careful.” I handed him a large sprig of nettles, which he took rather gingerly. “Rub!” I said, grabbing him by the wrist and guiding his hand toward his genitals. 
 
    
 
   “No Mith! Pleathe don’t make me do that, pleathe Mith, I’ll be weally good, pwomith Mith…” 
 
    
 
   “Good, then be quiet and start rubbing!”
 
    
 
   “But what about my bear Mith?” 
 
    
 
   “You may put him under your wing for this exercise Chrissy, but as soon as it’s done, and your gloves are off, make sure you pick up bear again.”
 
    
 
   With bear tucked under his wing, finally his hands started rubbing the nettle leaves and stalks all over his willy, around his scrotum and back over his willy until I was satisfied he was completely covering every bit of skin. “Squeeze the juice of them all over your willy Muir, that’s the way, rub them like you intended to squeeze the life right out of them…” 
 
    
 
   His face was a picture as he rubbed furiously for a few minutes more. “Right then, I think that will be sufficient. Let’s have this nappy back on then after you are dressed, you can have some lunch and then story time. 
 
    
 
   “But Mith, how will I be able to eat with my willy on fire?” he sniveled, his face contorted in pain. “Owowow Mith it’th burning! It hurth Mith…” 
 
    
 
   “Such a cry baby Muir, come along, and lift that bottom….”
 
    
 
   I ignored Muir’s agony while I dressed him and when finished carried on preparing lunch unperturbed by his whingeing and sooking over the fire down below. Lunch preparation involved little other than opening a bottle of baby food and emptying the contents into a Bunnykins bowl, then swishing it around with a plastic spoon. It looked positively foul, and most unappetizing.  
 
    
 
    “Sit up please Chrissy and let me put your bib on. “Open wide.” I said as I spooned a hefty dollop of dull coloured slop into Muir’s open mouth and watched him grimace. I took a whiff of the food I was feeding him and understood immediately his reaction. The label read ‘pumpkin and sweet corn puree’. Good God, I thought, no wonder he grimaced. “Beg for it hungry baby!” I said, and forced poor Muir to beg me to keep spooning that vile mixture into his mouth until it was all gone. He did better than begging; he wailed and begged and really put on a carry on for that swill and kept me shoveling spoonful after spoonful into his open mouth until it was finished. I guess he figured it was better to get it over and done with quickly rather than draw it out.  
 
    
 
   “Ooooo, you were a hungry baby weren’t you?” I said taunting him. Well now it’s time for your bottle, so lie down and have your bottle, then we can have story time! Won’t that be exciting?” 
 
    
 
   “Yeth Mith,” he said, a little concerned. He lay down on the floor at my feet looking hilarious as he sucked away the contents of his bottle.  I don’t imagine it was easy sucking fluid out of that tiny hole, and it was certainly some time before he finished. Eventually he managed to extract the liquid from the bottle and we could get on with the story. 
 
    
 
   “Ok Chrissy, I want you to position yourself in the middle of all your friends and get settled. That’s the way, in you go, get settled now, good boy.” I watched him clamber over the toys and seat himself, not daring to let go of that bear. 
 
    
 
   “Right, here’s a pen, and here’s your story. I want you to read the story out loud in a nice clear voice, and when you come to the first bow, I want you to circle it. Understood?”
 
    
 
   Muir turned his pink, bonneted head toward me and stared blankly. The wide lace edging looked like a set of blinkers, making him look even more hysterical. It was a comical sight to say the least. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Chrissy?” 
 
    
 
   “Nothing Mith…” he turned his face back to the document in his hand.
 
    
 
   “Oh, and one more thing, the time is now 10 minutes to 4. For each and every minute that passes from now until you reach your first mention of the word ‘bow’ you will receive a stroke of the cane. Is that understood?” His head turned to face me again and there were those mournful eyes, silently begging me for mercy. It was a hopeless situation for him and he knew it. I’d already reminded him hours before that the first mention of the word bow, was on page 5 of 9. His only hope now was that it didn’t take too long to read out 5 full A4 pages of typewritten text. 
 
    
 
   “Off you go Muir, times marching on, clock has started,” I said and settled down in the armchair to listen to his story. 
 
    
 
   24 minutes later, he reached his first bow… you can read Muir’s essay on Bows next…
 
    
 
   
  
 



Just The Way Miss Expects It
 
   By Christopher Muir
 
    
 
   Madeline Maxwell had had experience with submissive men all her adult life and knew by now exactly what she was after.  Some of them were only prepared to ‘play’ at it – invariably, the roles were on their terms.  Others were sexually submissive, which was fine on one level, but simply not enough to satisfy all her needs.  Still others were nothing but masochists, pain ‘sluts’, imbued with an almost chronic need for physical pain but without an ounce of true submissiveness - she could admire their mental and physical strength, their focus, but it wasn’t what she was after.  No, she wanted a man who knew, either innately or through training, how to look after her, and on her terms.  
 
    
 
   She was someone who revelled in control, who treasured applying rules and restrictions and strict discipline, who adored observing how another mind coped with the demands she placed in its way.  And she loved administering punishments, all sorts – her mind never stopped thinking up new ways of punishing and humiliating a chosen submissive who entered her sphere.  
 
    
 
   “And…rub.  Go on, rub your little sissy-clitty and make her very stiff.  Or else.”
 
    
 
   Alex obeyed, a tad reticent certainly, but knowing he had little choice.  Within seconds the burning sensation began.  “Ooooo….” 
 
    
 
   “You’re not going to whine, I detest whining sissies.”
 
    
 
   “No Mi…” he took a deep breath, “…Miss…” exhaling.
 
    
 
   “Rub harder, I don’t want it wasted on something limp and flaccid.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss”.  His member began to rise, contradictory sensations abounding. “That’s more like it.  Now give me the palm of your left hand.”  Alex drew his right hand away from his burning penis.
 
    
 
   “Your LEFT, you simpleton!”  
 
    
 
   “Sorry Miss.”
 
    
 
   “Taking your right hand away from your sissy-clit has earned you a further punishment.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss.”  He pushed his left hand out and took up rubbing the shaft with his right hand again. Madeline squirted a huge dollop of the white cream onto his left hand.  “Now rub this over your sissy balls and scrotum.  And work it in thoroughly.”  He obeyed her and very soon his shaved balls and scrotum were on fire too.  The pain was infinitely more intense than that over his shaft.  “Ahhhh….oh…please!”   
 
    
 
   “I warned you about whining, didn’t I?”
 
    
 
   “Ooooo…yes Miss…I’m so sorry, it’s just that everything is…ahhh…very hot.”
 
    
 
   “Well it’s going to be even hotter.  Whining and taking your right hand away from your clitty must be punished.  Keep rubbing.”
 
    
 
   Madeline donned a pair of thick rubber gloves, picked up several stems of nettle from the table then gathered them into a loose bunch.  “Hands away.”  He obeyed and automatically stood to attention.  Madeline began flailing his burning, erect penis with the nettles.  Another cry left his lips, to which Madeline responded by grabbing the shaft, enclosing the bunch around it, then rubbing it vigorously up and down.  He closed his eyes and tilted his head back impulsively, pulled in his pelvis and dropped his knees.  A stifled cry caught in his throat. 
 
    
 
   “Stand up straight!”  Madeline now started rubbing the nettles across his scrotum and balls.  “Sissies who whine must be punished, mustn’t they?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss…ahhhh…I’m very sorry for my rudeness,” he somehow managed to utter.
 
    
 
   “I should hope so.  And sissies who don’t know their left hand from their right need to learn some memory-enhancing techniques, don’t they?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss…I’m sorry for my absentmindedness.”  
 
    
 
   ‘”Absentmindedness…absentmindedness! Is that what you call removing your rubbing hand?”
 
    
 
   “But Miss, I….”
 
    
 
   “How dare you answer me back?” He felt completely trapped…he hadn’t been thinking when he removed his right hand but knew that wasn’t going to wash with Miss: she expected complete focus and obedience at all times.  “Ooooo”, he said to himself.  
 
    
 
   “Over to the stool.”  Madeline placed the nettles on the table, removed the rubber gloves and lifted up her cane. He moved over to the punishment stool.  She tapped the seat of the stool with the tip of the cane.  “And over.”  He bent over the stool.
 
    
 
   “A firm grip on the rails.”   He obeyed her instinctively.  
 
    
 
   “And counting….” The cane came down with a terrible swoosh.  Another muffled sigh.  “One.  Thank you Miss.”Again the cane broke across his bottom. He inhaled.  “Two.  Thank you Miss.”  
 
    
 
   Another blow, in exactly the same spot as the last two.  “Please, find another spot!” he screamed to himself.  “Three.  Thank you Miss.”
 
    
 
   And another and another, again on the same, inflamed and sore, place.  “Only one more to go…” he consoled himself.  The sixth stroke broke across his rear in searing pain.  “Oh god!!!!!” he cried aloud.  “Ahh…ahh…six…Thank You…ahhh…Miss.”
 
    
 
   “Are sissies permitted to yell, young lady?”
 
    
 
   “Oooo…no Miss, I’m sorry for my rudeness…I really am!”
 
    
 
   “I’m certain another six strokes will make sure of that.”  Madeline moved to the other side of his bent form and thrashed the opposite cheek as firmly as she had the other.  He lay across the stool, staring at a fleck of pink material below him on the polished floor, not daring to move until told to.  Madeline moved back to the table and placed the cane down.  “You may get up.  It’s time you did some reflection.”       
 
    
 
   For Madeline, the aim of her training – besides the inherent pleasure it gave her – was to create a submissive who literally craved to serve her, whether that be physically, domestically, sexually, psychologically.  Obviously the man had to be pre-disposed to wanting such an outcome.  Using that as a base, her techniques focused on developing unquestioning obedience coupled with encouraging the desire to ‘be, and do, the best’ for her.  Whether the man was a masochist, had fetishes and kinks or whatever, was largely irrelevant - she would certainly exploit any ‘quirks’, but simply as a means of shaping him towards her ideal.            
 
    
 
   Petticoating and sissification appealed enormously to her – from experience, an emasculated, humiliated male made for a far more pliant, obedient, focused, service-orientated submissive.  And it was fun!  She just hoped Alex persevered; she was growing weary of putting in so much effort only to have another man tell her, ‘I’ve now realized this lifestyle isn’t really for me.’  For god’s sakes, didn’t they read the bloody ad and listen to me explain what I was after?  What were they looking for???!!!!  
 
    
 
   So far Alex had passed her initial tests and everything appeared on track.  Another month of training and then…                  
 
    
 
   He lay on the floor of his room, completely immobilized, in what Miss called the ‘Meditation Position’.  He couldn’t move at all for he was enclosed in a thick, opaque plastic body bag, his head tightly hooded, his mouth gagged, restraints binding his legs and arms to his body, a wide, firm, leather collar around his neck, an inflatable dildo in his rear.  Before leaving, Miss had turned the room’s heater on; he was now drenched in clammy, sticky, sweat.     
 
    
 
   The room was windowless and tiny, little more than 3 metres long by 2 metres wide, a folding cot and a chamber pot its only features, its walls bare of any adornments.  If he managed to make it past the 3 months probationary period stipulated by Miss, she assured him he would graduate to ‘a much nicer, prettier, room, one that’s just perfect for a little sissy like you.’  At the time he didn’t quite get what she was saying but after two months of her intense training, he knew now that the grin that had accompanied her comments, foretold of a new setting complete with its own forms of torments… 
 
    
 
   In this room, fully restrained, his thoughts began floating on the revelations and insights of the past two months…
 
                               
 
   Seriously Strict, Dominant Female, mid-40s, seeks the full devotion, attention and service of a submissive male.  Domestic Disciplinary Regime rigorously applied at all times.  No experience necessary as full and thorough training will be provided, however you must be completely comfortable with your future role.  Must be gainfully employed but be in a position to undergo ‘live-in’ training immediately.  Cross-dressing inclinations preferred.  Contact Miss Maxwell at….      
 
    
 
   The ad struck a profound note within him.  For years he’d grappled with the fact he had a deep-seated liking for ‘strong’ women and so after the break-up with Kerry, he decided it was time to finally explore this other side to his character.  He’d fantasized enough about it already…and he did like wearing ladies knickers and hose on occasion.  A week of reflection and asking serious questions of himself, ended with him contacting Miss Maxwell.
 
    
 
   Over the next fortnight they met over coffee a few times (she asked plenty of probing questions) which was eventually followed by a brief phone call.  “You mentioned your flexible work arrangements - I now want us to make a start next weekend.  You’d then have the next three months to prove you measure up to my standards.”  And that was it.  He took long-service leave immediately.  The moment she opened the door to him the following Friday evening, his new life was ‘on’. 
 
    
 
   Within an hour of arriving Alex had been shaved from top to bottom (including his head and eyebrows) and his penis put into a chastity cage.  And as she fitted the lock on to the device, Miss informed him that her preferred submissive male is the sissy.  Sometimes I may have you as my butler, servant, chauffer, groundsman or the like but essentially you are now going to be my sissy.  That translates as my sissy-maid, sissy-secretary, sissy-girl and, if it takes my fancy, sissy-baby.   As it will do tomorrow morning.”  With that she took him to his room and bade him “…sweet dreams my little Alexi.”  He had a restless sleep that night, imagining what being Miss Maxwell’s sissy might entail.        
 
    
 
   Miss was an incredibly precise woman, always measured and firm in everything she said or did.  No deviation was allowed, no questioning permitted: what she said, went, whether he liked it or not.  As she said on that first night, “I don’t care for debates with my submissive.  You do as your told, when you are told.  That suffices.  And if you don’t do as you’re told, or choose to answer me back, then you will suffer the consequences.  Of course if you don’t like it, you are free to leave.”   He promised himself to strive to do his best, to do exactly what she demanded of him.  But there were times in those first few weeks when the intense training and punishments got to him and he wavered in his promise.  He’d struggle at such times before realizing that just such a firm domestic arrangement was what he knew he wanted…needed.  And with that, he could relax, and accept whatever she chose to test him with.   
 
    
 
   And one such big test was on that first Saturday.  A sissy-baby…what the fu**!  She completely dressed him up as a baby girl – pink lambswool booties and gloves, a pink two-piece romper suit, a pink knitted bonnet on his bald head, an over-sized dummy in his mouth, a pink plastic bib around his neck, a plastic nappy worn under plastic pants.  “And whenever my little sissy-baby is put in nappies, she needs to know they won’t be coming off unless they have been used.”  How humiliating!   She placed him in a playpen, had him lie on his back and then knelt beside him, a feeding bottle in her hand.  “Now when I remove your dummy, I want to hear you gurgle with excitement and move like a baby hungry for some of Mummy’s sustenance.”  Oh no!  But he did what he was told.  After the bottle was finished Miss handed him a couple of soft children’s toys and a rattle and told him to start playing,“…and goo-goo-gaa-gaa-ing and making baby noises.”  She then sat down next to the pen and had him perform as a baby for the entire morning while she worked away on the computer.  And whenever he grew too tired of goo-goo-gaa-gaaing and gurgling, she’d sternly admonish him then take down the pants of the romper suit, pull down the nappy and thrash his behind with her hand, paddle, wooden spatula, hairbrush or cane.        
 
    
 
   Madeline was very familiar with male sexual drive, and knew that controlling it was a basic element in teaching and reinforcing submissiveness.  Relief was not a right but a privilege, something to be earned, and only as a reward for displaying the right attitude.  Of course a loose interpretation of ‘relief’ was not what she was after.  No, it would only ever be granted on her terms.  And what a hoot that could be!        
 
    
 
   Alex recalled another early test.  “Your sissy-clit is not something you will ever be permitted to play with.  At least not on your terms,” she said with a mischievous grin.  It turned out he was no longer to expect any sexual relief, except when permitted to by Miss.  And only in ways that she allowed.  He soon discovered that that usually meant something humiliating or perfunctory…and always finishing with him having to, in her words, “lick up your sissy mess.”  Often enough he would have to stimulate himself, for her amusement, without orgasm.  He discovered that Miss Maxwell’s preferred lubricant was Wintergreen lotion followed closely by Tiger Balm (‘Extra Strength’ of course) then Deep Heat.       
 
    
 
   Madeline was adept at delving into the impulses and motives of her submissives then using the information to underpin some submissive trait.  A few words here, a passing comment there and soon enough the submissive would find himself confronted by something he – at least on the surface – purported to like, all in the name of reinforcement.  
 
    
 
   At one of their initial meetings Alex had mentioned a liking for satin…well, ladies satin knickers to be precise.  “Particularly ones with lacey trim and little bows on them.”  She smiled - to herself mainly.  “Satin, lace and bows…how interesting!”       
 
    
 
   Alex was confronted with a reoccurring theme through that first month: satin, lace and bows.  He had to write several essays about them, describing how much sissies adored them; he had to write short stories about girls adorned in satin outfits and lace and bows; he had to write out lines like ‘I am a sissy who loves satin’, ‘I am a sissy who treasures bows in whatever form’ or ‘I want to wear lace because I am a little sissy’; he had to write poems about them (try haiku-ing bows!); he had to perform little one act plays about them (fully performed – or else!), and on and on.  And always done while wearing a ‘little girl’ outfit of satin, adorned with lace and bows.  Satin knickers, satin covered corselets, satin covered ballet shoes…lace gloves, lace anklets, lace collars and trim…bows around his waistline, bows at his collar, bows on his knickers, bows on his shaved head or tied to the wig he sometimes wore.      
 
    
 
   And Miss would set him what she labeled ‘home economics’ tasks.  “Just so you can learn to be a useful little sissy around the house.”  Sewing, needlework, homecrafts…all done under the theme of satin, lace and bows.  For instance, he would be given a container of little satin and lace bows, a sewing kit and some satin or lace material and then he had to sew the bows on in exactly the pattern Miss had stipulated.     
 
    
 
   The odd thing was, at least to himself, he quickly found he was falling for the delights of satin, lace and bows.  “They all just seem so…lovely, soft and feminine…mmmm.”  Particularly bows, satin ones especially.  Was it because of the girlish formality they lent to any outfit?  Miss certainly thought so.  
 
    
 
   Not surprisingly, Madeline insisted that Alex dress and conduct himself perfectly, every time, without exception.  Not a crooked hemline, uneven sock, a skerrick of dirt under fingernails, a misplaced bow, poor posture…or else.  For her, presentation was all-important, the more so because it set up so many situations for applying the cane, crop or some dull, monotonous punishment exercise.  Reinforcement…and fun to boot!    
 
    
 
   “Your bow is crooked.”
 
    
 
   “Oh god, which one????” he thought in panic.  He started fiddling with the cream-white satin one on his wig.  
 
    
 
   “Not that one, but now you’ve made it crooked too.”
 
    
 
   This wasn’t sounding good.  “Sorry Miss.”  His hand went to the pink one on the collar of his blouse.  “Another crooked bow.  That’s three crooked bows.  It doesn’t auger well for you now does it, Alexi?”
 
    
 
   “No Miss, I’m very sorry for making such a mess of all my bows.” “All your bows?  I can only see three – the two you’ve messed up and the already crooked one around the back of your waist.  Are you wearing other bows, invisible ones perhaps?” 
 
    
 
   “No Miss.” 
 
    
 
   “But what about your panties?  Haven’t they got bows on them?”  
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss, lots of bows that I sewed on them just the way you wanted.”
 
    
 
   “And are those bows crooked too?”
 
    
 
   “Oh…I…ummm…I don’t know Miss?”
 
    
 
   “Well then, we’d better inspect those panties, hadn’t we?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss.” She got up from her chair and came and stood before him.  “Skirt up.” He obeyed her straightaway.  
 
    
 
   “Well, well, look at all those crooked bows!” 
 
    
 
   Oh no!
 
    
 
   “One, two, three, four…turn around…five…and…six.  Six crooked bows on your panties!”  
 
    
 
   “Oh Miss, I didn’t realise…”
 
    
 
   “Didn’t realise?  That’s not an excuse, you know that.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss.”
 
    
 
   “Go and take a look in the mirror at all your crooked bows.”
 
    
 
   He made his way slowly over to the full-length wall mirror.  And there they all were.  Her deliciously devious mind had caught him out once again, as always.  He sighed.  
 
    
 
   “I see nine crooked bows all up, don’t you?” He swallowed nervously before answering.  “Yes Miss.”
 
    
 
   “Well then, that’s…let’s see…nine by six…fifty four…that’s fifty four strokes across your behind.  Over to the punishment stool.  Quick smart!”
 
    
 
   He dropped the skirt and raced over to the punishment stool.  
 
    
 
   “Did I tell you to lower your skirt?”
 
    
 
   “Ahhh…no Miss.”
 
    
 
   “Then why did you lower it?”
 
    
 
   “Ahhh…I…didn’t think Miss.”
 
    
 
   “Didn’t think?”
 
    
 
   “I was being presumptuous Miss.”
 
    
 
   “Yes you were.  And you know how I abhor presumptuousness.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss.  I apologise for being so presumptuous.”
 
    
 
   “Well it’s earned you a further six strokes.”  
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss.”
 
    
 
   “And over.”
 
    
 
   “Sixty, yes that’s a nice even number.  Now what will I start with?  Mmmm, I think the paddle.  Yes, twenty with the paddle, twenty with the cane and twenty with the tawse.  What do you say about that little combination?”  
 
    
 
   “If it pleases you Miss.”
 
    
 
   “Oh it does, it certainly does.”        
 
    
 
   The door opened, ending his reflections immediately.  “Your meditation is over.  It’s time for your weekly enema followed by a nice soothing bath.”  He smiled to himself as Miss began to undo the buckles around his body.  “I’ve put some lovely oils and bubble bath soap in it for you my little Alexi.  I’m sure you’ll adore the scent and feel on your body.”  And he knew he would…   
 
    
 
   Finis
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An Essay on the delight and joys of prolonged chastity
 
    
 
    I have been directed by Mrs. Birch to write an essay on the delight and joys of prolonged chastity.  This assignment stemmed from punishment for a lapse in my obedience to Her rules of chastity. It is a just and fair punishment and I humbly thank Mrs. Birch for Her wisdom and guidance, without which I would no doubt be wasting my time and energy surfing the internet for inappropriate material and playing with my penis like an errant teenager!
 
    
 
   This essay is being written as I celebrate my 23rd day of enforced chastity under the guidance and supervision of Mrs. Birch.  As of this date (7 March 2009), my next possible date of sexual release is 10 March 2009. The initial chastity period was assigned for seven days with a possibility of sexual release following this initial period if I obeyed all of Her rules and regulations and if luck were on my side. For the uninitiated I will explain briefly how Mrs. Birch’s chastity program for students and the chastity lottery game works…
 
    
 
   The applicant submits an application for chastity, providing Mrs. Birch with information and details relating to masturbation habits, fetishes, likes and dislikes, etc.  Upon acceptance of the application by Mrs. Birch the student is put into a condition of strict and enforced chastity with a list of rules that they must follow to the letter and the spirit.  The chastised male must submit a daily chastity report as well that discusses the details of the student’s day in chastity including his thoughts, behaviors, actions and an assertion that he has obeyed all rules of chastity that day.  At the end of the initial seven day chastity period, if the applicant has flawlessly obeyed all rules, he has the privilege of respectfully and humbly requesting an Application for Sexual Release.  This application is another detailed document that should be filled out properly and with care.  Upon acceptance of the Application for Sexual Release the student is permitted to “play the chastity lottery game”.  In this “game” the student draws an envelope from several offered and learns his fate.  Some envelopes contain permission to release, some require a further period in chastity and others require a further period in chastity along with a disciplinary task that the miscreant has the privilege and honor of performing for the pleasure and entertainment of Mrs. Birch!  This “luck of the draw” process is very nerve racking, as one has at least as good a chance of remaining in chastity as he does of being released.
 
    
 
   Regardless of the outcome of a student’s draw, he must resign himself to accepting his fate with a stiff upper lip and without as much as a hint of complaint.  Mrs. Birch is quite generous and charitable in Her administration of chastity discipline to miscreant males and as such is quite unmoved and uninfluenced by complaining, whining, crying, pouting or pleading for relief.  In fact, a miscreant who attempts to lessen his time in chastity by way of these methods is more likely to find himself with extra days added for his efforts!  These additional penalty or punishment days in chastity are indeed justified for a few reasons.  Firstly by complaining about his lot, a male in chastity makes it clear that he has not yet learned the lessons that his time is chastity is intended to teach him.  Secondly, it becomes clear that he has not become suitably humble, obedient and submissive, and these are of course a requirement for males undergoing chastity discipline.  Finally, and most importantly a male who complains about his chastity is demonstrating that he is clearly ungrateful to Mrs. Birch for the time and effort that She has invested in trying to make him a better behaved, more obedient, more submissive, and more self-controlled person.
 
    
 
   The privilege and honor of being placed into supervised chastity by Mrs. Birch is a wonderful experience that no adult male should be deprived of.  In being trained and disciplined through chastity, I have netted many valuable benefits for which I am truly grateful.  Prior to being placed into chastity, I wasted time each and every day perusing adult web sites searching for material to fuel my lustful desires.
 
    
 
   Next, I will examine each of Mrs. Birch’s strict rules for chastity and explain how each of them adds to the delight and joys of prolonged chastity; how they make for a wonderful and meaningful, overall chastity experience…but, first, a word of warning to the reader who may be considering a chastity experience with Mrs. Birch.  Mrs. Birch takes these rules quite seriously, expecting Her charges to obey them in both letter and spirit.  Failure to comply perfectly with any rule is viewed as disobedience and chastity failure by Her and results in severe sanctions and punishments for the miscreant, as I have painfully learned!
 
    
 
   Rule number one states, “You are forbidden to peruse spanking, fetish or any other website, DVD, video or magazine with content that you find sexually arousing during your initial 7 days in Chastity”.
 
    
 
   Of course this rule as well as the others that Mrs. Birch has so generously imposed stretches well beyond the initial seven days in chastity as I have indeed learned.  This restriction has been particularly helpful to me as it has freed up much time for me to accomplish important tasks which may in the past have been neglected or delayed due to the time I wasted away perusing the internet looking for material to fuel my inappropriate lustful desires.  Thanks to my newfound time, I have been able to catch up on household chores.  Although spring is not yet here, most of my spring cleaning tasks have been accomplished.  I have during the time since my chastity began cleaned out my refrigerator and freezer and cleaned my oven.  I have cleaned out the kitchen cupboards and cabinets as well as all closets in my home.  I’ve cleaned my garage, my shed, and cleaned the yard and garden area in preparation for spring’s arrival.  All of these tasks have been made possible though the magic of chastity, for without it, I would have undoubtedly entertained myself with erotic internet material and many wasted hours spent playing with my penis.
 
    
 
   Rule number two states, “You are forbidden to fondle, masturbate, or otherwise touch your willy and balls during your initial 7 days in Chastity”.
 
    
 
   The value of this rule is immense and serves to make for a very fulfilling and complete chastity experience; in fact it is the essence of the chastity experience, the very definition of chastity!  Without this rule any attempts at a meaningful chastity experience would be in vain…Some may think of the term “chastity” as simply meaning free from sex, ejaculation, or orgasm.  But indeed, this rule, as well as the others imposed by Mrs. Birch upon Her fortunate students makes quite clear that true, fulfilling and meaningful chastity goes well beyond that simple belief.  She has forbidden those who are under Her authority to fondle, masturbate, or otherwise touch their genitals for any reason other that hygiene for their entire time in chastity, and she has strict rules that apply to the handling of genitals during hygiene as well, which shall be addressed later.  When one examines this rule it becomes evident that a person does not need to masturbate to orgasm/ejaculation in order to be considered guilty of violating the rules of chastity as so carefully set out and ordered by Mrs. Birch.  To merely fondle the penis momentarily is a violation!  To caress the balls briefly is a violation!  To “accidently” brush the genitals against an inanimate object is a violation!  
 
    
 
   There should be no misunderstanding to the miscreant what constitutes a violation in the good Lady’s eyes…for violations lead to Her displeasure and wrath which in turn leads to severe punishments and sanctions, not the least of which is the knowledge that one has failed and displeased his Superior!  I have personally been in violation of this rule on 2 occasions recently and paid for each. The first offense involved my brushing my balls against the bathroom vanity as I shaved in the morning…this was done because I was desperate for some small comfort.  I realized that I had been in technical violation of Mrs. Birch’s rules and confessed this lapse to Her.  In that particular situation She was very fair and lenient as it was a first offense, and She assigned me one extra day in chastity for that violation along with verbal chastisement and a warning that future similar violations would earn me a further week in chastity restriction!  My second violation was much more blatant and involved a direct violation of both rule one and rule two.  I am ashamed to admit that while reading erotic literature (violation of rule number one); I enjoyed the pleasure of caressing my balls (violation of rule number two).  I was only one day away from being allowed to draw a chastity release envelope when I succumbed to this temptation and decided to allow myself a little pleasure.  This few minutes of pleasure cost me seven extra days in chastity and an assignment of a 3000 word essay, this essay to be exact.  It would benefit the reader to know and understand that Mrs. Birch does not tolerate attempts to justify or excuse one’s poor behavior or disobedience.  In attempting to explain myself to Mrs. Birch, I only succeeded in having my 3000-word essay increased to a 5000-word essay, a lesson hard learned for me.
 
    
 
   Rule number three states, “Washing your willy and balls is restricted to a maximum of NO MORE than 45 seconds per shower or bath”.
 
    
 
   The purpose of this rule should be abundantly and amazingly clear.  It is obviously intended to prevent the male from using hygiene as an excuse to fondle, caress, and play with or otherwise pleasure himself.  Mrs. Birch has been quite generous in allowing up to 45 seconds to wash the willy and balls.  I have found with a washcloth or pouf that I can very thoroughly see to my hygienic needs in much less time.  A brief washing ensures cleanliness but does not allow for undue selfish pleasure or self-gratification.  Exceeding this time limit would likely result in a double violation of Mrs. Birch’s rules, both the direct violation of this particular rule as well as a violation of rule number two, for which I am quite sure She would take a dim view.
 
    
 
   Rule number four states, “You are absolutely forbidden orgasm or ejaculation during your 7 days in Chastity and until granted permission by Me to do so”
 
    
 
   This rule is the essence of male chastity, it is indeed what the chastity is intended to withhold.  A male craves ejaculation and orgasm almost to the point of addiction.  The purposes of chastity discipline and training are myriad, but foremost among them is the withholding of that which the miscreant craves the most…the orgasm. The previously discussed rules are intended to withhold certain pleasures, all subordinate and lesser to the pleasure of ejaculation, but the previously discussed rules are important to ensure the male being disciplined through chastity does not even get close to the point of ejaculation or orgasm. The importance of this rule in chastity training cannot be overstated or over emphasized because once a student has achieved ejaculation or orgasm the chastity period is in all practicality ended.  The stress, the tension, the need, the craving, indeed even the humbling need to submit to authority are all lessened when an ejaculation occurs, which in turn reduces dramatically the effectiveness of the desired disciplinary process that is achieved through enforced and prolonged chastity.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Birch makes an important distinction when she specifies that a male in Her charge is forbidden orgasm or ejaculation during their 7 days in chastity and until granted permission by Her to do so…the important phrase being “until granted permission”.  The initial assignment is 7 days; however any acts of disobedience or even an unlucky draw of the envelope can make these initial 7-day grow quickly as I have been most fortunate enough to learn.   Mrs. Birch is most highly suited and qualified to properly determine when and if Her charges have been truly trained through chastity and when it is proper and appropriate to allow them the sexual release they desperately crave.  I humbly thank Mrs. Birch for allowing me the honor and privilege of serving in extended and prolonged chastity under Her care, authority and guidance, so that I may better learn the lessons of obedience, chastity, self-control, and submission, et al.
 
    
 
   Rule number five states, “If you break any rules of your Chastity you are instructed to email Me immediately to report your disobedience and await further instructions.”
 
    
 
   The emphasis of this rule is on trust and sustainable obedience/submission.  The breaking of any of Mrs. Birch’s rules is not something that should be taken lightly as I have truly learned; the punishments for violation can be unpleasant and stiff.  However, in the name of trust between a Superior and Her subordinates/students, it is imperative that the miscreant has the integrity to present himself humbly to Mrs. Birch when he has done wrong and confess his wrongdoing and accept without complaint whatever punishment or penalty She imposes as a result of his disobedience.  When one enters into a period of chastity under Mrs. Birch’s guidance he acknowledges the rules that are in place to guide his conduct…a breach of these rules is inexcusable and will likely result in disciplinary action.  If a student violates a rule, then he should be prepared to immediately report his disobedience and accept whatever correction comes his way.  If this rule is carried out properly a student will quickly learn that the consequences for inappropriate/disobedient acts are swift and unpleasant and his behavior will be corrected promptly.  Having been corrected by Mrs. Birch for infractions myself, I can assure the reader the verbal chastisement you will receive is at least as punitive as the actual penalty/punishment you may be given for the offense.  Mrs. Birch has a way of making one feel very small and ashamed for their offenses.  This is just another example as to why prolonged chastity under the tutelage of such a skilled and experienced disciplinarian is indeed an honor, privilege, delight and joy!
 
    
 
   Rule number six states, “I expect no excuses from you as to why you could not carry out your instructions”.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Birch’s rules are fast and firm, full stop!  She is very intolerant of failure.  Her rules are in place to ensure the effectiveness and severity of Her disciplinary chastity regime.  These rules/instructions as well as Her attitude toward them is completely rigid and inflexible.  The reader should be very aware of this rule and heed my advice; to offer excuses in hopes of mitigating the damages of your disobedience or lapse and accompanying punishment that is sure to follow a violation of Her rules is a waste of time in the best case and a sure path to increased punishment in most cases!  As I stated earlier, my own attempts at explaining my disobedience resulted in my 3000 word essay being increased to 5000 words…a harsh lesson in reality indeed!  The safest bet is to strictly obey Mrs. Birch’s rules and orders in both letter and spirit and should you fail in this endeavour, you can only confess your offenses and accept humbly and with proper submission whatever penalty/punishment is imposed.
 
    
 
   Rule number seven states, “You will be required to report to Me each night by email before bed”.
 
    
 
   Mrs. Birch’s chastity regime is not a passive or idle program in which the supplicant is permitted to simply float by with minimal or zero effort.  At a minimum the student is required to report each night before going to bed the conduct of their day in chastity.  This report is a rather detailed report in which the miscreant is not only required to report on their actions during their day in chastity, but their thoughts as well.  This report is detailed enough to allow Mrs. Birch to determine to what degree the person is obeying Her rules, if they are cheating, the properness of their attitudes and how much they are struggling with the chastity.  It is important for both the person being disciplined and Mrs. Birch that the report be detailed and honest.  If one is to fully experience the delight and joys of prolonged chastity, then an honest exchange between himself and the disciplinarian is of foremost importance…this truism cannot be compromised if the program is to succeed in its goals.
 
    
 
   The reasons for imposing a period of prolonged chastity upon a male are varied, but most are legitimate and enforced chastity and denial of selfish pleasures is a valid and effective tool to use in the attainment of various ends.
 
    
 
   Enforced and prolonged chastity can be an effective tool in bringing about desired changes in a male’s behaviors, attitudes and general demeanor.  Excessive or chronic masturbation is a selfish, time and energy wasting activity.  The male who engages in frequent masturbation is likely to also be wasting copious amounts of time surfing the internet, searching for pornographic material to fuel his lustful and perverse habit. Through the use of prolonged chastity this once wasted time can be effectively channelled into more productive and useful activities.  If the male is under the direct control and authority of a Superior Female who is directing his chastity, She can assign him chores and disciplinary tasks (essays, line writing, text copying) to assist in driving home the message that excessive time wasting is inappropriate and selfish, thus helping him to overcome his masturbatory habits.  The male will soon see the benefits of his new chaste condition, thus experiencing the delights and joys of prolonged chastity.  He may even come to appreciate the fact that he has more time to accomplish household chores and tasks, thus seeing firsthand the effectiveness of a chastity regime.
 
    
 
   Prolonged chastity can be used as a disciplinary and punishment tool by a Woman to correct inappropriate or undesirable behaviors in a male.  Most males by their very nature tend to be genitally fixated; accustomed to ejaculation and orgasm whenever they desire.  Some males confess to masturbating daily, and in some cases more that once per day!  With this fact in mind, it is clear that males consider the pleasures of masturbation to be important.  Thus, withholding and denying masturbation is an effective disciplinary or punitive measure for the correction of the miscreant male.  Most males will likely face their sentence of chastity with a “stiff upper lip”, thinking they are tough and can handle “a few days” without an orgasm.  But as time goes on and the male learns and recognizes that the imposed chastity is indeed very real and very enforced he will likely begin to panic.  He will start to beg, plead, pout, cry, cajole, and do whatever it takes to convince his disciplinarian that he has had enough, cannot take anymore, and truly NEEDS to have an orgasm!  At this point, it may become apparent that the disciplined male has finally recognized the seriousness of his condition; he is indeed being punished and it is not so pleasant!  Once the panic and feelings of hopelessness of his situation set in, he is truly in a punitive or disciplinary state.  Many disciplinarians will use this complaining, whining, and crying as a legitimate opportunity to add to Her charges required minimum chastity period.  If he had indeed learned the lesson that the chastity was intended to teach, he would not be complaining about his condition, but instead he would be properly contrite and thank his generous disciplinarian for punishing him as She deems appropriate and for exposing him to the delights and joys of a prolonged chastity regime.  This simple fact alone justifies added days to his sentence.  Until he has attained a high- level of submission and remorse for his wrongdoings, he has clearly not been sufficiently corrected.
 
    
 
   There are many benefits to be derived for Women as a result of disciplining Her male through chastity.  Even She can experience the delights and joys of his prolonged chastity! It has long been believed that a chaste and sexually unsatisfied male is generally more attentive, more submissive, and less selfish than a sexually sated male.  There are many ways in which a Woman can take advantage of Her males’ disciplinary status.  As the miscreant becomes more obedient and submissive thorough this prolonged chastity, She can use this opportunity to properly train him in the fine arts of “domestic servitude”, in short, She can turn him into Her maid/housekeeper.  He should be assigned all of the household chores from cooking, shopping, cleaning, laundry and whatever else needs to be done.  With the male working hard at his household chores in an effort to please Her, She can use Her newfound free time to enjoy the simpler pleasures of life, free of the drudgery of chores and labor.
 
    
 
   Another benefit of a male’s chastity for a Woman revolves around sexual pleasure.  Just because Her male is being deprived and denied sexual gratification doesn’t mean She must suffer alongside him.  A male in chastity has an urgent need to please and gratify his Superior…for She alone has the decision making power to decide when and if his chastity will end.  With this in mind, a properly restrained male will work tirelessly to please his “keyholder”.  Being in a state of prolonged chastity (and possible physically secured in a chastity device) should make clear to the male that there is no chance that he is going to have an orgasm or be sexually stimulated in any way.  This frees the male to unselfishly please and pleasure his Superior, putting Her interests, Her needs, Her orgasm foremost in his mind.  He will not be in a hurry to please and satisfy Her in hopes of getting his own pleasure because he will know from the onset that he will NOT be having an ejaculation or orgasm.  In this manner a Superior Woman may enjoy several orgasms courtesy of Her attentive male whilst his only pleasure is in the privilege and honor or serving/servicing Her.  This is a valuable skill/trait for any submissive male to learn and being in a state of chastity obviously makes learning this skill set easier.
 
    
 
   A period of chastity can be carried out either with the assistance of a chastity device or without one.  This decision will of course rest with the disciplinarian assigning the period of chastity.  I will briefly discuss perceived pros and cons associated with either choice.
 
    
 
   The use of a chastity device to assist in the enforcement of chastity discipline can be of great benefit.  The primary purpose of a chastity device is to make the penis physically inaccessible by the person undergoing a period of enforced chastity.  In this way, it is easier for the disciplinarian to be sure the chastity requirements are being observed and in some ways easier for the male in chastity because it makes his genitals much less accessible and consequently reducing the temptation of illicit fondling.  This should not be misconstrued to mean that chastity device makes chastity easy…whether enforcement is with or without a mechanical device the miscreant is being completely denied sexual pleasure/relief and in the end that is the primary function of an enforced chastity regime. 
 
    
 
   Chastity devices are widely available commercially and come in a wide range of styles and price.  Perhaps the most popular line of commercial devices is the CB line, including the CB-2000, CB-3000, the curve, and the CB-6000.  These devices have the advantage of being reasonably priced for the budget minded, yet quite secure when used properly.  They are aesthetically pleasing in that they are crafted from a clear, hard, plastic material.  The penis is fully visible inside the restraining tube, yet it is untouchable, providing a visual reminder to the punished of what he is being denied and deprived of…he can clearly see his willy but is quite unable to touch or stimulate it.  For the most part, the devices are engineered to be comfortable provided that the penis remains in a flaccid, unexcited state.  Erections can be quite uncomfortable, but in the true spirit of disciplinary chastity a disciplined male should not be enjoying an erection anyways and the discomfort and pain the device causes serves to quickly remind him of his position and status.  
 
    
 
   Provisions should be made to allow for hygienic needs when a male wears a device for a prolonged period.  At the disciplinarians discretion he should be allowed to remove it once every couple of weeks to inspect and thoroughly clean both the device and his genital…of course in the case of miscreants undergoing chastity discipline from Mrs. Birch the 45 second cleaning rule must be observed and strictly followed.  
 
    
 
   The primary disadvantage of the use of a chastity device revolves around the issue of privacy and discretion.  A device is difficult to hide if a person showers in public at work or at the gym, and devices containing metal can be problematic for air travellers…so, these considerations must be considered when a decision is made regarding the use of a device.  I personally use a CB-3000 model and can attest that the above statements are wholly true.
 
    
 
   A chastity regime without the use of a chastity device presents both advantages and disadvantages. The miscreant undergoing a period of denial will have to be on his best behavior to fully and properly ignore the genitals that he will have full and complete physical access to.  In the case of strict rules for chastity as is the case with Mrs. Birch’s program, this may prove very challenging indeed, as so much as a gentle caress or brushing the genitals across an inanimate object constitutes a punishable offense.  The advantage of this method is obviously comfort…there is no mechanical device to constantly remind the male in chastity of his status.
 
    
 
   If a male is to be kept in a state of chastity for a prolonged period, some thought should be given to the subject of prostate health.  Research on the correlation between frequency of ejaculation and the occurrence of prostate cancer often point to the need to allow occasional release of ejaculatory fluid, even in males undergoing chastity discipline.  Warner (2004) wrote, “Frequent ejaculation, whether it happens during sexual intercourse, masturbation, or a dream, isn't likely to increase men's risk of prostate cancer. In fact, new research suggests it may have the opposite effect and help protect the prostate” (WebMD).  In researching this subject for this essay, I found conflicting reports on the subject, but most seem to suggest that the release of ejaculatory fluids may have a positive effect on prostate health.  In the end whether or not to allow the release of fluids at certain interval for males undergoing prolonged disciplinary chastity will rest in the authority of the Female disciplinarian.
 
    
 
   If the release of ejaculatory fluids is desired at certain intervals, there are methods available to the disciplinarian to allow for this physiological need whilst still wholly denying the miscreant male pleasure or relief…the emphasis being on the release of fluids without providing any sort of sexual pleasure or relief.   Two common methods for the attainment of this end are prostate milking and penis milking.  
 
    
 
   Prostate milking involves the process of stimulating the prostate gland through the males anus until pent up ejaculatory fluid is released.  The advantage of this method is that it can be accomplished without touching the male’s penis or balls.  In fact some practitioners of this method advocate leaving the male in his chastity device during the process or packing the genitals in ice packs to ensure that no pleasure is felt.  Males who have undergone this process usually report a wholly unsatisfactory experience in which the release of fluids is nothing more that a dribble of fluid from the penis with a sensation closely resembling urination.
 
    
 
   Penis milking involves minimal stimulation of the penis to an extent necessary to allow the discharge of ejaculatory fluid.  This process involves masturbating the miscreant in such a way that sexual pleasure or relief is in the main denied.  An example would involve requiring the male to wear a thick, unattractive glove and to cover the penis with a condom.  He would be required to stand at the position of attention with the unused hand atop his head.  He would then be given 90 seconds to quickly and vigorously ( no  gentle stimulation or foreplay) masturbate with the stipulation that the moment he felt the ejaculation begin to occur that he immediately remove his hand from his penis and place it on his head.  In this method he will spurt in a most unsatisfying fashion being denied the orgasmic sensation that normally accompanies the release of ejaculatory fluid.   Males often report a feeling of greater frustration after this event than they felt beforehand, having come so close to the coveted orgasm only to be denied the final pleasure in the end.  
 
    
 
   Whichever method is decided upon (if any) the male undergoing disciplinary chastity is immediately returned to his chaste state following his “release” and his genitals totally ignored until his next schedule “milking”.  In this fashion, prolonged chastity to the misery of the male can go on indefinitely.  Either method involves a certain degree of humiliation and can be followed up with a punishment (essay writing, line writing, corner time, spanking) to remind him that the previous activity was intended to see to his physiological needs and NOT for his pleasure or gratification!
 
    
 
   In conclusion, I would like to humbly and submissively thank Mrs. Birch for allowing me the honor and privilege of experiencing the delights and joys of prolonged chastity under Her guidance and supervision.  I acknowledge that She is much wiser than I and much better qualified to decide what is best for me and when or if I should be allowed to experience sexual release.  Through Her wisdom and tutelage I have learned many valuable lessons as I have detailed in this essay.  I shall look forward to continuing to become a better behaved, more obedient and compliant male through the discipline, delight, and joy of prolonged chastity.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Growing up in the 1950’s & 60’s
 
    
 
   By Jim 

 
 
   
I grew up during the 1950's and 60's when Dr Spock was causing controversy with his child rearing ideas revolving around ‘to spank or not to spank’. In my mother’s mind there wasn't any question. She was a spanker, and if her boy needed a spanking I was going to get one, and if she was going to spank, it was going to be hard, on the bare bottom, and with the back of her wooden hairbrush. Furthermore she was going to make sure each spank was going to sting like a swarm of bees right were my bottom cheeks ‘sit spots’ were.
 
   
I first felt the back of that brush was I was 9years old, across her lap. I felt it many times again as I learned over and over to be ‘a good boy’ up until I was 16. So for as long as I remember I have been fascinated by corporal punishment. The fear it always induced, which gnawed away in the pit of my tummy; the sting that overwhelmed all my efforts to cope without howling. The loss of control during a proper over the knees spanking as my legs kicked and the tears rolled down my facial cheeks as I pleaded for the spanking to finish. As spank after spank lands on my spanked bottom flesh the searing sting just got worse and worse. When Mum's hairbrush was done I would be dancing from toe to toe and rubbing my bottom cheeks with both hands, with tears running down my face as I bawled uncontrollably. I was Jimmy the spank dancing Nijiski who provided a living room floorshow for my Mum. My fingers clutched those stinging sit spots for all I was worth desperately trying to stem the burning sting. Howling, hissing, stomping and rubbing. There I was bawling like a 3year old. I was a little boy, a well and truly punished little boy who’s Mummy had given me the spanking I had thoroughly deserved. In bed I still lie on my tummy and rub my hands over my buttocks reliving the hairbrush spankings Mummy knew I so richly deserved.
 
   
So why have I written that I still think about the hidings I ‘richly deserved’?
 
   
Put simply because I have always been a cowardly sneak.  Standing in front of her she would unbutton my shorts while I pleaded and nearly wet myself in fear of the bare bum spanking I was going to get, even as a 14year old and supposed to be ‘a teenager’. There was no loud music in my house, no posters of the Beatles or Stones on my bedroom walls, nor ‘groovy’ clothes or long hair for me. Short back and sides, short pants, white ankle socks and polished black leather lace up shoes was the attire my Mum required. I had to mind my manners and do what I was told when I was told otherwise my shorts would come down and across her knees I’d go. So most importantly for me, growing up was doing all I could to protect my soft lily-white bum cheeks from Mummy's hairbrush by hiding all my naughty behaviour from her.
 
   
The second pre-occupation I had was looking up schoolgirl skirts and keeping that glimpse of knickers in my minds eye so I could play with myself and spunk all over the hanky I kept hidden for this purpose. I would hang around stairs just so I could look up the girl’s skirts without anybody knowing. If Mum knew how disgusting I was she would have flipped and I would have been eating my tea off the mantelpiece for weeks.
 
   
Of course at school my pre-occupation was avoiding the school cane, which my Headmaster wielded with such relish and expertise. Every school morning I would step into and pull up my grey shorts knowing a caning from the Headmaster was possible for the slightest little thing. I had seen it happen to other boys and watched them come limping back from his office with tears dripping from their faces. My guilty secret, which shows what a nasty brat I was, is that I loved seeing or hearing of other boys being punished. All through primary and secondary school I loved it when other boys got the cane and dreaded it when I got it. I went to a central school that included the first 2 years of secondary school. Every Monday we had an assembly of forms 1 and 2 at which the Head read out the names of boys he wanted to ‘see’, which of course only meant a caning was due. Out of 120 boys about 5 to 10 boys would be making that long walk to line up outside the office in the order their names were read out.
 
    
 
   When I was amongst those boys I would be shaking like a leaf with fear written on my face. The Head would leave his door ajar so we waiting boys clearly heard the swooshing sound of the cane cutting the air landing with a meaty thwack along with all the anguished sounds the caned boy was making. When the Head was caning me I would howl and plead and when he was finished I would be crying like a baby with my face contorted in agony. As I made my way back to class I would be taking small steps with both hands back full of my gluteus maximus and blubbing continuously.
 
   
Every schoolday I feared getting ‘the cuts’ but it was because of those ‘cuts’ that I did my homework, and worked hard which set me up for later in life. To the other boys and girls I was just a ‘cry baby’, and they were right. If only they could have seen and heard me at home during one of Mum's spankings.
 
   
My school uniform in those days was a blazer, jumper, white shirt, school tie, white ankle socks, black lace up shoes and skin tight grey shorts. I'd had those shorts since 5th grade when then the hem came down half way to my knees. Because I had grown taller by secondary school, my legs were lily-white legs down to my white ankle socks. The shorts had been washed so many times it must have looked like I was ready to burst out of them. So as well as being called ‘a cry baby’, some of the boys and girls dubbed me ‘sissy legs’.
 
   
The following describes my first secondary school caning in the second week of Form 1.
 
   
How I am bitterly regretting my stupidity in being lippy when Mrs Knights, my geography teacher, gave me 500 lines to write out (in my best handwriting) and hand in to her in 5 days for talking in class. ‘I must not talk in class as it prevents other students from learning and disturbs the good order a classroom needs’. I calculate that each 100 lines are going to take me about 2 hours and that's on top of the one and a half hours of homework I have to do every school night. Foolishly, that's what led me to snap ‘why don't you just put me in jail then,’ which got a laugh from my classmates. "Very funny,” said Mrs Knights, “now go and share your humour with the Headmaster," and that got me walking that long ‘last mile’ to the Headmaster's office on shaky legs.
 
   
Over the caning stool in the Head's office my grey shorts were stretched skin tight. This is it then. I’m about to get ‘the cuts’ that I dread. I feel the cane touch my buttocks - almost tickling them in a rolling movement. I had closed my eyes, clenched my teeth and was tightly gripping the bar of the stool. My heart was pounding as I trembled. Silence... then a loud swish followed by a THWACK that echoed around the room. For a moment I felt nothing - then - all the nerve endings of my bottom suddenly leapt to life as a fire-like sting leapt along the stripe now forming along my lower bum cheeks. Seeing stars behind my eyelids my vocal cords gave a loud AAAHRRRRRR as the tears began to trickle out of my eyes. No 12-year-old boy wants to be a crybaby, but the cane was smarting so much that it was going to be impossible to hold back the tears. 
 
    
 
   THWACK!
 
   
Stroke number two, right across my sit spots and it felt just like a red-hot wire pressing against my flesh. Now the tears began to flow copiously down my flushed cheeks as I howled.
 
   
"Quite boy!” the Head ordered.
 
   
I was hanging on for grim death but my feet were drumming the floor.
 
   
THWACK!
 
   
As the cut slashed across the crease between bottom and thigh I felt my legs kick wildly as I seemed to have lost control over my body and I was crying loudly and continuously.
 
   
THWACK!
 
   
This one landed along the still forming weal of the previous stroke and I was transported into a world of stinging, agonising pain that I never knew was possible. Like a jack in the box I was up on my toes howling at the ceiling with my hands desperately clutching my bum cheeks trying to alleviate the sting. I could feel how wealed and swollen those cheeks were through the material of my shorts as I tried to bring myself under control. I was dancing a jig and I was pleading. I stomped, howled and begged to be let off as Sir told me to get back over the caning stool. 
 
    
 
   “You have earned 6 and by God you are getting 6." The tears were dripping on the carpet as I struggled to get back in the position the Headmaster demanded.
 
   
THWACK!
 
   
My legs kicked wildly and my knuckles were white from the grip I had on the bar. I am the sorriest boy in the whole world as I bawl like a 3year old in the midst of a tantrum when the last stroke once again lands with a meaty THWACK right across the crease.
 
   
I'm in agony and it's cane dancing around the office for me as Sir puts that swishy rattan cane back in the cupboard with a rattle and sits behind his desk and fills in the entry in the corporal punishment book
 
   
"Insolence to female teacher, 6 strokes across the buttocks."
 
   
In less than ten minutes the Headmaster has taught me a lesson in manners I could never forget. Mrs Knights was most pleased at the distressed crying state I arrived back to her class in.” Look class here's our little comedian again,” she said, “and he has the tears of a clown.” Which again had the boys and girls laughing as I sobbed and went as red as a beet. My eyes watered as I sniffed and squirmed in my desk until the bell went for home time. Needless to say my ‘smart mouth’ was cured in Mrs Knights' class.
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 



The Summoning for Discipline 
 
   from my Mistress…  
 
   By Nicky
 
 
   This is a true account, hopefully conveying the difference between a fantasy/role play CP experience and the different mindset when one truly hands themselves over to a trusted disciplinarian, for real life actions and consequences…
 
    
 
   I had been self-willed, running riot and petulant, and did not heed the warnings of my Mistress. And so was called to account!
 
     
 
   Mistress had been on holiday and I was to give up smoking. The terms had been drawn up, the date set and the NO FURTHER SMOKING rule implemented. Smoking is a filthy habit, which I have slipped in and out of for years son a desperate bid to finally kick the habit I discussed the subject with Mistress. 
 
    
 
   Now here I sat facing Mistress, squirming as her eyes were firmly fixed on me offering no chance of getting away with fibbing. The day of ‘NO excuses for relapsing would be tolerated’ had come. Sat down on the floor in front of Mistress while she sat on her chair looking down at me, her hand was near enough to raise my chin so eye contact was made whether I liked it or not. There was ‘no shutting eyes allowed’ on this occasion. I swallowed hard, my stomach knotted and shamefully confessed that YES I had messed up yet again!
 
    
 
   There is something about a true and impending REAL PUNISHMENT situation that makes one look vigorously at the unsavoury truth about one’s own failing and weak willed status…Dry mouth, blushing, having to look a kind but very strict disciplinarian in the eye is not easy. Especially one who holds strong views about one’s behaviour and knows you inside out and picks up ANY falter in answering a direct question, immediately even before you have realised it yourself or chosen to be ‘economical’ with the truth! Well, its impossible to wriggle out of the situation. THIS was real, not role-play!
 
    
 
   I had brought this upon myself as I had many other things in the past, in my youth, especially at school. I was reminded I was not a teenager but an adult woman who was accountable for my actions and wow was I gong to pay a heavy price and get the spanking of a lifetime. 
 
    
 
   The first occasion had been 3 months previously, after I had asked her for help to kick this filthy habit and YES I felt ashamed. At first I admitted to having smoked 100 cigarettes and tried to say I could not remember exactly how many, so it was put to me to think HARD how many packets of 20 I had smoked in a 2 week period… This was agonising, as I knew EACH cigarette carried 10 strokes of whatever implement Mistress decided to use. No choice for me on this occasion! MY will was now turned utterly over to her will and discretion.
 
    
 
   A feeling of helplessness came over me as I blurted out “OK packs of 20 and I bought a pack of 200 cigarettes and yes I smoked them all Mistress!”  As those words left my mouth a mixture of relief and fear gripped my inner feelings. Her look was severe, she stiffened up, and gone was any gentleness in her eyes and voice.
 
    
 
   Still sitting at her feet, knees drawn up and arms tightly around my legs my blood ran cold at the thought of 1000 strokes of tawse, and rubber paddle (a particular hate of mine that implement, it stings, its cold, it thuds down on bare bottom cheeks causing immense pain covering each cheek fully with no rest up), plus her carbon cane named ‘Black Beauty’. Yes it looks a beautifully crafted implement but its sting is immense and even after 6 cuts of this, the searing pain is so intense it makes the hardest male cry and beg for mercy. Mercy I knew was not something to be afforded to me this day and I struggled to get my head around no safe word, no warm up, just strapped into position and bare to accept this gruelling punishment. The words ‘not for the fainthearted’ and ‘My will not yours, in My power’ echoed in my whirling brain. 
 
    
 
   So the time for no protest, no lippyness, (as is my folly often) but total surrender to my Mistress’s commands had come.
 
    
 
   “Strip off your jeans and panties NOW! No slowness, I wont tolerate any stalling!” came the command. I undressed as fast as I could totally naked from the waist down…The spanking stool placed ready including the fastening straps. “Take up position Nicky, you know the drill!” 
 
    
 
   This time however a rolled up cylinder of towels was placed under my waist, lifting my bottom up higher than normal. Very quickly the restraining straps were secured around my mid thighs. My legs were spread and ankle straps fastened. The waist strap was pulled tight around me and for now my hands were still free. 
 
    
 
   In a kneeling position, my bottom up high exposing my total nakedness, with my upper torso heading down because of the roll of towels I felt 2” high. I was red faced with embarrassment and told to keep my hands under my head at all times.  “Woe betide you if those hands stray back to rub young lady!”
 
    
 
   My voice could be heard saying, “Please a warm up first Mistress?” This futile comment was answered with a firm and cross “THIS is a real punishment my girl, there are NO warm ups as well you know so that has earned you 6 more cuts of Black Beauty when I DECIDE! 1006 strokes! Any more comments I dislike will earn likewise! Don’t you think you’re in enough trouble?”  
 
    
 
   My voice quavered, “Yes Mistress I’m sorry Mistress. “ To which the reply was a curt, “You will be and very soon, I’m starting with my leather 3 tailed tawse. Get ready!” 
 
    
 
   And the lecture of WHY I was in this situation began (as if I didn’t know, but said nothing so as not to incur further cuts of cane). Its NOT wise to argue the toss when bare bottomed and strapped securely in place with a Mistress in grim determination of the task in hand so my usual habit of letting my mouth run riot was quietened. 
 
    
 
   The punishment began. It was to be given in batches of 50.  I was told to count as each one landed, 1, hard and meaningful, 2, equally as hard and exact on my bare bottom, 3… and so they went on
 
    
 
   At 20 I was beginning to falter, my throat was dry, my mouth and lips devoid of any lubricant… my cries were not audible except for sharp intakes of breath at this stage. 
 
    
 
   Finally 50 strokes of the tawse were delivered. The hellish hot pain had not really started but my cheeks felt on fire… as Mistress walked around to my head her words of chastisement and reminders of my weak will and petulance penetrated my ears. Next I heard her pick up the dreaded paddle. A groan emanated from my mouth. “You may well groan, its nothing to what you will be uttering later and remember I will not tolerate any foul language, are you CLEAR on that? Answer me!”  
 
    
 
   I managed, “Yes Mistress!” in a low tone and was told to repeat without attitude.  No attitude was intended and a fast swipe of that paddle made me buck and say, “YES, Mistress, “ in a clear tone…That stroke did not count and as the paddle thundered down I was told to stop counting but to concentrate on my breathing and relaxing my tense buttock muscles. NOT an easy feat under the circumstances!
 
    
 
   50 whacks and many “Aarghs,” and “Noooo’s!” came out of me throughout.  We were at the 100 mark and sweet Jesus HOW I longed to shoot my hands back to rub my throbbing bottom, but then a change of implement…
 
    
 
   The 2-tailed genuine Lochgelly tawse was held in front my eyes… 
 
    
 
   “This will criss cross your bottom my girl, it will sting and burn and go between your legs too so prepare!” 
 
    
 
   These strokes landed seemingly randomly but I know from experience each stroke is carefully measured and expertly applied along with my labia getting caught most painfully, and often. I am informed the 50 mark has been struck and a further 50 are too come. She was again at my head talking meaningfully to me, still reminding me of why I’m here, why I’m shackled down.
 
    
 
   At that point Mistress turned to answer her phone, a call I know she was waiting for and I took this opportunity to slip my hands back to rub my blazing buttocks. I SWEAR she has eyes in the back of her head. As she put the phone down I heard, “I TOLD you NO rubbing and you have flagrantly disobeyed me Nicky, so now I shall strap those hands down after 6 swipes of heat and sear on each palm first!” 
 
    
 
   My left hand was grabbed and 6 rapid strokes were applied swiftly. My cries of pain were ignored as my right hand was grasped and another 6 stinging swipes were applied. By now tears were forming as my hands were strapped down into position. Throbbing pain engulfed me, a throbbing pain in my buttocks, my labia and now my palms. I knew better than to plead clemency. So better give up the fight and gather what little strength I could muster as Mistress stood waiting for me to place my wrists onto the waiting straps. They were secured firmly, although not enough to stop the circulation of blood, but firmly enough to totally stop any such folly again.
 
    
 
   She goes to the kitchen and returns with a glass of cold water and a straw, which she tells me to drink so as I’m hydrated for the next round… This lull in punishment is enough to let the impact of pain come back to my blazing rump cheeks…I thank her for the liquid and she squats slightly so as our eyes meet as she explains this punishment is to drive home the importance of checking my wilfulness. She returns to my bottom and surveys the sight that I can only imagine. 
 
    
 
   “Hmmmm! Your good for more yet!” 
 
    
 
   Then she returns to flaying my bottom with that paddle. By now tears are rolling down my cheeks. By now we have reached the 500 and she decides my bottom needs some lotion to hydrate the skin and allow the punishment to continue. 
 
    
 
   At first I flinch as the cool lotion runs onto my bottom and is smoothed in… No fight is left in me now. I’m totally mentally at her submission, a towel is placed under my head as sweat is running mixed with tears… 
 
    
 
   The next 500 commence in batches of 50. Black Beauty enters again and no time is wasted hitting the sweet spot between buttocks and thighs. I yell loudly.  It’s an involuntary action ignored by my Mistress. I can’t buck, I can’t kick out, I can’t move my hands and my head goes from side to side only. 
 
    
 
   The 2-tailed tawse is introduced again, criss crossing my cheeks and brought upwards to catch my labia.  I’m gasping now, the agony is unbearable, yet on Mistress goes taking short breaks to feed me water through the straw, an act which keeps me hydrated and though I feel my buttocks are raw and cut they are not, so expertly are these applied…
 
    
 
   I ask myself WHY I was so stupid to smoke those damn cigarettes. When some knew this pact had been drawn up they were scathing, ”Spank a confessed bottom who enjoys CP? That’s no punishment!”  WELL my answer to them is YOU have NEVER had a true punishment spanking! Its not play, its not role play and one’s mindset is on a totally different level. Gone is the cheeky, impertinent, laughing Nicky, replaced by a hapless, truly vulnerable, regretful and remorseful one. My life and consequence is totally submissive to my Mistress. Yes me who didn’t think she had a submissive bone in her body, who jests through mostly everything she does. The mental and physical pain is so intense that no one other than another who has done this could begin to understand.
 
    
 
   And so Mistress continues. I have lost count totally, my very being surrendered to another I trust, can tell anything too without fear of ridicule or judgement. You see she isn’t judging me for what I did, she’s simply carrying out a pact made with my full understanding and adult consent and I screwed up so this was CONSEQUENCE day!
 
    
 
   The punishment goes on with change of implement, change of tactic, and yet care of my well-being is checked throughout…the fluids, the lotion application, and the breaks for the full impact to penetrate; the impact of breaking the rules and paying the price, that is
 
    
 
   Never before have I punished thus… The total breakdown of my spirit, my incorrigibility, the miscreant brought to total submissive status, brought to tears of pain, tears of surrender, tears of trust and respect for a lady who cares.  The last 6 strokes with Black Beauty came with 3 in rapid succession, and 3 with a gap long enough to let the cuts penetrate with a sting like none other over a bottom upended with no modesty spared. Its over and a hand glides over my cheeks with more cooling lotion and the words “NEVER do I want to do this to you again Nicky, but if I have too I WILL. Let this be a lesson in humility, of accepting the consequences of your actions. Now, I’m unstrapping you, go lie on your tummy on the settee while I make coffee and do us a sandwich, you did well and no skin is broken but I do not think you will stop for cigarette break on your drive home!”  
 
    
 
   I’m helped to my feet and the settee; I suddenly feel an overwhelming sense of gratitude to Mistress, calmness though my tears still flow freely.
 
   I ask to use the bathroom and see in the mirror a very bruised, red and welted bottom…. no skin is broken. I’m swollen and tight. I go back to resume my position lying on tummy on settee.
 
    
 
   I am greeted with a knowing smile. The refreshment is welcome. I’d been unable to eat breakfast that morning, and the salad and cold meat sandwich goes down easily now… We talk some more as to my ‘flash points,’ and what to do instead of buying cigarettes. I eventually dress, pulling my panties and jeans gingerly over my bottom. 
 
    
 
   Mistress takes another look at her work and nods, “You did well Nicky, at one point I thought we may have to hold over part of your punishment till another day, now all you need do is what we have spoken of. 
 
    
 
    I look forward to the next ‘Play session,’ where I have my mischievous miscreant back!”   
 
    
 
   Have I smoked since?  NO, most definitely not, nor do I intend too. 
 
    
 
   
The End

 
 
   If you enjoyed these classic tales of discipline and corporal punishment and wish to continue reading more classic tales be sure to check out 
 
   Volume 4 of Mrs Birch’s Classic Literature
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