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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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Derek Brady 

Sunday
 
   
By Scotia
 
   This continues the tale of Brady's 'education' in the late 1950's early 1960's when real discipline still existed.
 
   "NEXT!” the raised, high-pitched female voice carries loudly out to the corridor as the Vestry door opens to permit the exit of a nineteen-year-old youth. A youth who had just received one stroke of the Reverend Brenda Cox's strap. Possibly for fidgeting or talking sometime during the recently concluded morning Church service. A stingingly hot palm the punishment. 
 
   "In you go," the curt order comes from a smartly dressed young woman, who is in charge of a line of youths reported for punishment this early Sunday afternoon. The young woman, Miss Annette Ogilvie, a Mistress at a reformatory for delinquent boys. A reformatory of which Reverend Brenda Cox, M.A., B.D. is Chaplain and Principal Mistress of Religious Education. 
 
   To the twenty year old male, standing face into the corner at the far end of the corridor, the scene and sounds are not unusual. He has been here before, as have most of the other lads. Reverend Brenda does this most Sunday's, though not necessarily with the same youths. She is well known for her disciplinary attributes and she makes a point of punishing those who have misbehaved in Church. 
 
   The next candidate to feel the lady's leather shuts the Vestry door behind him and soon the Reverend Brenda's voice can be heard, raised in anger, as she upbraids the miscreant. Two strokes of her strap follow. Like gunshots the sounds as her leather smites outstretched open palms. 
 
   That loud sharp sound of leather on flesh and bone, which so appeases the angry breasts of those administering or witnessing punishment, it has a satisfaction all of it's own. To those about to feel the effects, which go with that sharp sound, it is very unnerving. Seconds later the chastened boy exits to the shout of "NEXT!” 
 
   A long line of offenders today. Nine in fact, have been detailed for Reverend Brenda's undivided attention and a sharp taste of her leather. At around five minutes per visit the punishments will take the lady about forty-five minutes to an hour. A fairly normal length of time on a Sunday afternoon for Reverend Brenda to spend on dispensing her brand of discipline. 
 
   Again Miss Ogilvie detaches a youth from her line of white-faced reformatory prisoners and dispatches him for summary correction at the hands of the lady Minister. 
 
   Two are now more red faced than white and the second returnee to the end of the line is crying. Reverend Brenda's strap is painful. As, of course, it's meant to be! 
 
   The sharp reports, now being heard from the Vestry, indicate to the listeners that the next miscreant also receives two strokes of the Reverend lady's belt, but a bit harder. 
 
   There is a flurry of activity as Mrs. Bridget McIver, the Church Officer, a tall angular woman, appears around a corner of the passage and heads straight for Brady standing at rigid attention face into the far corner. 
 
   Stopping behind him there are four sharp smacks as the hard faced woman takes her open palm resoundingly hard twice across the back of each bare thigh, as the Reverend Brenda shouts "NEXT!" The "OW!" and "OUCH!" "OUCH!" "OUCH!" at each of the slaps are not however entirely drowned by the raised female voice. The tension in the corridor heightens considerably however with the woman's punitive action. 
 
   "Tomorrow evening I shall give you something to really howl for my lad-just wait and see if I don't. Fall in on the end of that line, stand to attention. keep still and obey the Mistress!" rasps the Church Officer dragging the hapless Brady from the corner by the lobe of the right ear to another anguished cry from it's owner. 
 
   "Yes, Ma'am!" replies Brady with alacrity as he is propelled forcibly into the young Mistress's punishment line. The peppery woman turns smartly on her heel and departs with a flourish of her short black cotton robe. No explanation given for the four hard slaps on the boy's bare thighs. Thighs, exposed by the short pants, as the thighs are meant to be exposed for just such punitive action on the part of whomever sees fit to administer it. Thighs which now sting and burn intensely as the woman's red finger marks rise on the white flesh. Tears sting the boy's eyes not only at the pain of the punishment but at the injustice of it. Had the reason been given it would perhaps seem more acceptable but then in Brady's particular case no reason need ever be vouchsafed. Therefore Mrs McIver had neither wasted her breath in giving one nor employed her grey matter in fabricating one. 
 
   Actually Mrs McIver had punished Brady for just being there. Which may not be entirely unjust, after all. Quite evidently Brady would not be adorning the corner had he not done something to incur the wrath of Reverend Brenda Cox. That would be more than sufficient to irritate Mrs McIver. 
 
   "That should concentrate your mind wonderfully on what's to come!" exclaims Miss Ogilvie, obviously surprised but not upset at the Church Officer's swift and unannounced punitive action. 
 
   "Yes, Miss,” agreed a shivering Master Brady. Undoubtedly it had. 
 
   The male, now at the end of the line of those to attend in the Vestry is dressed in a grey cloth school uniform suit with short pants like the others in line, though it is more than obvious he is much older. In fact all of 20 years of age. Hair cropped short, pudding bowl style, back and sides shaved neatly, to a high hairline. Face clean-shaven and, to be truthful, shivering in his thin shorts. Notwithstanding the preliminary ‘warm up’ Mrs McIver has just administered. Perhaps for those in the know the boy even considered himself fortunate in that the Verger had stopped with the fourth 
 
   The male, under strict discipline at home, is subjected to likewise at Church. The Reverend Brenda Cox (Beastly Brenda) as she is nicknamed by those subjected to her discipline is very much a part of his disciplinary regime, as is Mrs McIver. The Minister instructs him privately, up to twice each week for an hour and a half-which equals two school periods, carried out in her study. Religious studies interspersed at the lady's discretion with Maths or English. 
 
   These studies are in addition to his University studies, his extra studies with selected teachers at Uphill School, and his never ending series of chores. His life under female rule is indeed most arduous. 
 
   He shudders as the sharp reports of the belt falling are heard out in the corridor once again. Another two stroke punishment. He knows how Brenda's belt HURTS! Apart from her ladyship he has to suffer double whatever punishment she inflicts once he gets home. From his Aunt Elizabeth or if things turn out badly here today, both she and Grandma McCabe. How he wishes Beastly Brenda would give him just two strokes. Bound by the Punishment Regulations of the reformatory - two strokes are the maximum permitted for those here present. No such luck for Master Brady for whom there are no regulations limiting correction. 
 
   "NEXT!" the Minister's voice louder - only two more to go in before Brady, the reformatory males are all aged between 18 and 21 years of age. If their faces were white, his is, if anything, whiter. 
 
   The line had moved up one each time one had left to enter the Vestry, so now Brady was nearer to Miss Ogilvie. His presence in a punishment line was a new experience for her, though not for any of the usual teachers from the residential school, who undertake Church supervision duty. The green suited and mini skirted, young Mistress was however unconcerned, as are all who know what happens to Master Brady. Here or anywhere else. That, on exiting Church with his relations the Reverend Brenda had ordered, "Round to the Vestry with you, Brady!" without explanation was none of Miss Ogilvie's business. Nor for that matter anyone else's. Apart from his Aunts to whom, no doubt, the lady had given a reason. Perhaps! 
 
   What the others thought of him was of no longer of any consequence. Though he was no longer permitted friends, all who knew him were aware of his situation and he was a subject for ridicule
 
   "NEXT!" Two strokes having again been clearly heard, Master Brady moved up nearer to Miss Ogilvie. The young woman's perfume filled the air around her, a good looking smartly dressed female. The mere thought of being belted by such a young beauty as Miss Ogilvie here made Brady randy and the bulge in the front of his shorts was plain to see. The comparison, in his mind, between a thrashing from Miss Ogilvie and say Aunt Elizabeth or Grandma McCabe, well, was there really any comparison? Even if the younger woman was severe. 
 
   The bulge increased the more he thought about going across Miss Ogilvie's knee, bare bottomed ready for a thwacking with the strap or her belt. Never mind to hold out his hands to her for SIX OF THE BEST or more would be a treat, after Beastly Brenda McIver, Aunt Elizabeth or Grandma. All of those he knew could lay the leather on. 
 
   An obvious bulge he now had, indeed it might well be advisable not to have on entry to Reverend Brenda's Vestry. Looking as young Brady is at the delectable Miss Ogilvie there does not seem to be much chance of a sudden deflation in the affected area. One of life's little inconveniences one might say. One Reverend Brenda is unlikely to be showing any sympathy towards or even taking account of circumstances, so to speak. The ‘little inconvenience’ much more significant in Master Brady's present situation than otherwise might be experienced by a male of similar age. Brady knows, all too well, her ladyship's attitude to ‘Filth’, as befits a Minister, especially a female wearer of the cloth. 
 
   The two cracks of Brenda's strap sound even louder the nearer to the Vestry one is and so these are very loud indeed. Also a twenty one year old has just received these two wallops. Stands to reason they are HARDER! The older boys always go in last and though they can only have two strokes they are always harder. When 21 year olds come out grimacing and shaking their hands or have them stuck firmly under their armpits- it does not require a genius to work out they have been hurt. Reverend Brenda is more than proficient with a tawse. She has already had plenty of practice, Even though she's just 28. 
 
   "NEXT!" Beastly Brenda's high pitched voice, sharp, though cultured, carries well and the last gets," inside with you!" from the young school mistress. 
 
   Brady is now the only one summoned to the Vestry to remain unpunished. Not a nice feeling or situation. 
 
   "Move up,” orders Miss Ogilvie, "be ready to go in when you are called by Mrs Cox." 
 
   "Yes, Miss," comes the swift answer as the boy moves into the position indicated by the young Mistress pointing her finger. One can almost see Brady trembling and wonder at it when he's only to be punished by a woman. Undoubtedly the lad wishes it were the female standing beside him who was to be wielding the leather. No such luck however- Reverend Brenda Cox would be dealing with him! 
 
   His thighs still stung from the four hard slaps inflicted by Mrs McIver, another person whom it was best not to be on the wrong side of here, or for that matter outside. Reverend Brenda's and Mrs McIver's authority extends far beyond what happens on Church premises. Wouldn't be the first time, nor yet the last, he had been summoned to appear for punishment by one or other as a result of some misbehaviour outside. 
 
   Like ten of the belt from Mrs McIver for neglecting to salute her elder daughter, Miss Sandra, on the street. When, in truth, Brady had not seen the young lady. Protestations of innocence due to not seeing the young lady had fallen on deaf ears; had, in fact, earned him the extra four strokes for trying to avoid just and due correction and possible lie telling. Unjust, as is so much in Master Brady's life. It’s a HARD LIFE undergoing strict discipline. A fact often brought home painfully to Master Brady. Stinging thighs were nothing in comparison to what Mrs McIver could do, and does to him in the storeroom and kitchen of the church; and even the corridor outside the main hall have seen some rare old thrashings given by the Church Officer to Brady. One such hiding promised for tomorrow evening. 
 
   The Reverend Lady's voice raised behind the closed door once more preceded two sharp cracks of her strap. A tearful miscreant emerges blowing lustily through doubled fists on what will be two stinging palms. 
 
   The punished one falls in on the end of Miss Ogilvie's line and comes to attention and right turns on the teacher's command. She forms the line into two abreast before stepping over to the Vestry door and knocking politely. Opening it and putting her head around it intimates, "That's my lot all dealt with, Madam, thank you. Permission to return them to their cells, please." 
 
   "Yes, Annette you may." 
 
   "Thank you Madam. You still have Brady out here," Miss Ogilvie informs the Minister. The same Master Brady facing the Vestry door is eying the legs of the young Mistress, who, leaning around the door is standing on one green high-heeled shoed leg, the other lifted in the air behind her to maintain her balance. The mini skirt raised by this posture exposes a not inconsiderable length of black nyloned feminine thigh. The stocking tops held taut by black suspenders and the edges of black lace trimmed knickers also just visible. 
 
   Funny, Master Brady had thought the young Mistress would have been wearing tights. Again the view not conducive to the deflation of an engorged member especially one originally raised by the sight of this self same young lady. The tumescence in a certain pair of tight shorts is, if anything, increased. The skimpiness, thinness and tightness of said shorts only serves to emphasise the bulge. Understandably tight shorts do not permit the actual rising of an engorged member and thus the very uncomfortable bulge is all too obvious. 
 
   It is perhaps right to mention the shorts are cut as they are to prevent actual rising of such a member. A devilish idea firmly approved of by the dominant ladies of this small town, concerned with the lad. The Aunts concerned with the lad are very much aware of the implications of a ‘stiffer’ wearing such shorts. And the uncomfortable uncompromising situation such shorts would place the wearer in. As NOW! Both Aunts Margaret and Elizabeth, not unaware of the male bits and their functions. Aunt Margaret having been a tailoress was more than able to alter male shorts to the configuration desired by the ladies! Requirements which make it more than obvious when there is a PROBLEM in an area which merits severe punishment. Again that's life for a male undergoing strict discipline. Stands to reason that every angle is well covered by the ladies concerned. As it should be, of course. 
 
   The view afforded Master Brady by Miss Ogilvie is not good for assisting the relief of the tumescence being so uncomfortably contained in a certain pair of ultra tight shorts. A pair of shorts whose hapless wearer is soon to face Reverend Brenda Cox, M.A., B.D. across the width of her Vestry desk. It is almost as if Miss Ogilvie is goading the hapless older boy. Ensuring his discomfiture before his Reverend Mistress and the undoubted subsequent increasing of punishment due to the Ogilvie charms. 
 
   Though it has to be said, in all honesty, it's highly unlikely the young lady even spares a thought for the unfortunate male behind her. She is, after all, entirely unaware of the effect she has on him. Had she been aware something might have been said and even done which may well have fulfilled Master Brady's wish. Who knows? 
 
   "Yes, Miss Ogilvie, I'm remembering Brady, have no fear on that score. Tell him to stand outside the door at attention then knock and enter when I call for him please," Brenda Cox instructed sternly. 
 
   Brady, for his part, did not for one moment think Reverend Brenda had forgotten him - far from it indeed - the lady is a Devil! Even if she be wearing clerical robes. Brady was well aware he would help make Reverend Brenda's day before she had finished with him. 
 
   "You heard Reverend Cox, fall out, stand over to the door, wait for the order then knock and enter to stand at attention in front of the Minister," instructs the teacher primly pointing a finger at the place she feels is correct for the him to stand. 
 
   "Yes, Miss," answers the lad respectfully and does as the young schoolmistress instructs. 
 
   The line of punished reform prisoners marches off under orders from their young Mistress. 
 
   Left to himself, apart from a few people still on the premises using the corridor for a variety of reasons, Brady wonders how long Beastly Brenda will keep him waiting. Actually on this occasion the longer the better really. Give the erection a chance to subside. The reason for it just having removed her pretty self. 
 
   Brady wonders briefly what kind of belt Miss Ogilvie would possess. Certainly not one like the Reverend lady has for him, given the school rules and the age of the pupils Miss Ogilvie is to punish. But then again it would be unlikely that Miss Ogilvie would use the same tawse for him as she would for prisoners. She would probably borrow a heavier, harder strap. One like Reverend Brenda's. Or she would be very different from any other adult he had come across in his adult life. 
 
   Not, as we have noted entirely alone, Brady is glad he has been left facing the Vestry door. The bulge is thus hidden from view preventing someone spotting it and giving an adverse report to her ladyship or Mrs McIver. A number of the ladies passing behind would be only too pleased to report him. As would some men. If only the problem would disappear before he is called in to the Vestry. 
 
   No such luck however as the shout of "ENTER!" rings out, high pitched and clear in that stern female voice. With the obligatory knock Brady enters the room, closing the door behind him and crosses to stand, at rigid attention, in front of the black robed woman, seated behind the broad desk. Stiffly robed, the only item removed from her pulpit dress, her prayer scarf which hangs over a chair within the lad's view. The boy's eyes look straight ahead but a slight squint down shows the strap lying on the desk top in front of Beastly Brenda. Quite wide, light coloured leather; it sports four fingers or tails. 
 
   That indicates to Master Brady that the woman has not laid away the lightweight belt she has just used on the reform males. A belt made to accord with the regulations of the reform school. Lucky inmates indeed! How one twenty year old wished there were regulations governing his punishments and the instruments used to inflict them. To have that lightweight belt used on him would be almost a pleasure. By comparison at least. 
 
   The Vestry, though light enough, has three large casement windows, but is a dark paneled room. For those visiting for punishment the sombre atmosphere engendered by the decor adds considerably to the sense of foreboding. The walls are hung with portraits of previous incumbents of Mrs Cox's post. All male and looking very stern in their robes. Master Brady has wondered if any of these gentlemen used the tawse, slipper, paddle and cane as does Reverend Brenda. 
 
   Three dark religious paintings also hang amongst the Ministerial portraits. Above Reverend Brenda's blonde head hangs the gold-framed Cradle Roll. The record of all the babies christened recently, mostly by her, including her own daughter, now six months old. 
 
   The woman seated across from him is a good looker too. Reverend Brenda is tall, blonde and svelte. Now her steely eyes stare at the boy standing trembling before her. The young lady is in her element. With the certainty of being able to inflict corporal punishment just minutes away, that's Reverend Brenda's idea of heaven. 
 
   Unfortunately, for Master Brady, the tumescence occasioned by the young Mistress has not subsided as the lady's eyes alight, as they would, upon that big bulge in the tight gray shorts. The boy very much aware that the shorts decreed by his Aunts are intended to magnify such a condition and so embarrass and attract punishment for the wearer. The ideas of two senior ladies, who well know, that such a situation can arise ever so easily. That knowledge and the cunning alterations of a time served seamstress, his Aunt Margaret, has produced a garment especially designed to catch out one luckless boy. Oh, for a wide loose pair! Not whilst under strict discipline however, during which such protuberances are punishable. A fact of life along with many others to which such discipline exposes and subjects Master Brady. 
 
   In her cultured voice, the young blonde Minister asks curtly, "What is that, Brady?" Her eyes firmly fastening on the offending area. No shadow of doubt as to what she is referring. The question quite baldly put and without any embarrassment. At least not on Reverend Brenda's part. The same cannot be said for the boy, who blushes to the roots and mumbles something the seated woman cannot hear. 
 
   Picking up and doubling over the light strap, which still lies in front of her, the Minister leans over and touches the offending bulge with the leather. 
 
   "Come along now, I asked you a question, what is that there?" repeats the Minister blithely, tapping the erection sharply as she speaks. 
 
   The unfortunate youth pulls the touched appendage back and a raised female voice shouts "STAND STILL!" A shout loud enough indeed to be heard outside the room and even in the church grounds and street outside. One window of the vestry being on the public street. The velocity of that shout not what one would not expect from a woman such as this one. "NOW ANSWER ME, BOY!" 
 
   There being no conceivable way out the boy answers quietly, "it's my Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle, Ma'am," his increased embarrassment, at the still touching and tapping leather held in the woman's hand and the need to enunciate the word more than obvious. 
 
   "I beg your pardon, what did you say boy? Speak up, lad. Let me hear you so say it LOUDER!" Again the Reverend lady's sentence ended with a raised voice. 
 
   "PLEASE, MA'AM, ITS MY SQUISHY LITTLE PIGGIE WIGGLE!" loudly intimates Master Brady! 
 
   "That's better," grins the Reverend Cox at Brady's acute embarrassment at having to call it such. Though that is the house rules. You can just imagine the fun his peers have at his new name for his 'dick'. And of course there is no respite, for a few of the girls from town go to the same University and would be sure to mention to his 'Aunt' if he called it anything else. 
 
   “Your Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle is it then. Now I know what it is you have there," Reverend Brenda smiled intimating that she knew all along just what he had there. 
 
   Giving the bulge a final harder rap with the doubled leather belt, Reverend Brenda leans back in her chair and looks her mentally squirming victim full in the eye. 
 
   "It's more than merely your Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle, my lad, I'd describe it as a really good going HARD ON!" The cultured female voice again raised for the latter two words of the sentence. Undoubtedly Reverend Brenda is not unaware of what a HARD ON is. She is after all a wife and mother. 
 
   "As to why you have that whacker of a monstrosity I have more than a fair idea, so we'll call Mrs McIver in here later and I shall deal with your effrontery in presenting yourself before me in that state." 
 
   The increased dread that statement brings Brady would have been obvious to any onlooker. The touch and tapping of the leather strap withdrawn another aspect of the ‘special’ shorts was experienced. The encased member, unable to rise or expand further, was painful. It had been so for some time but the touch of that strap had hardened the appendage still further. This was, of course, another reason for the design of the pants, pain, and was very much intended by their female designer. Why not? For a dirty, naughty boy! 
 
   As she finished speaking the lady rises to her feet and opens the long centre drawer of her desk. She replaces the light belt, and then closes the drawer again. Still frocked and gowned, her mauve and white hood hanging down the back of her robe, her long blonde hair caught in a pony tail, she crosses to the wardrobe, opens the door, takes off her robe and hangs it neatly on a hanger. From her stiff white Roman collar the shiny black silk ministerial frock hangs straight to within an inch of the floor. The hem touches her black, low heeled, high glossed shoes. 
 
   Going over to her desk again she reopens the centre drawer and withdraws a stiff length of thick brown leather. 
 
   "Now we'll see what the tawse can really do, shall we?" she says, almost cheerfully, as wearing a thin smile, she closes the drawer with a bang. 
 
   "Yes, Ma'am," agrees the boy in a shaky voice as he watches the closing of the drawer and Reverend Brenda come around her desk, running the two narrow tails through her left palm. A Lochgelly Reformatory Grade Special. Twenty-seven inches long, half inch thick and two inches wide. These two inches cut into two fingers or tails so thick and stiff that Brady well knows it does not even bend when Madam raises it up over her right shoulder preparatory to dealing out a stroke. Especially made for older boys. This Reformatory Grade Lochgelly is a real ‘stinger’ specially made for the likes of him. And also especially made for a bitch like Beastly Brenda to use! 
 
   How Madam came to possess such a tawse is perhaps due to her position at the Disciplinary School but no such instrument is actually used on inmates/pupils there. The Minister loosens the buttons at the cuffs of her dress and pushes the sleeves up as far as they will go before giving the tawse an experimental couple of swishes through the air. Helps to loosen her arm muscles. The sight of a beautiful woman doing this exercise only increases the fear and dread of what she is about to do with the leather in her right hand. The sheer velocity of the practice strokes does not bode well for her victim. 
 
   "Stand over to the window and hold out your hands, Brady!" she orders curtly and the hapless lad moves over to front the window on the street knowing that certain voyeurs will be watching and listening to his punishment. Reverend Brenda is well aware of the interest shown in her disciplinary measures but does not seem to mind the uninvited audience. He holds up his hands, one atop the other, right palm on top and extends them as far as possible towards his tormentress. To the lady who is taking up her position in front of him, ready to strike. The position of the proffered palms compulsory so as to prevent the drawing away of the hands during the punishment. A requirement for correction. 
 
   Reverend Brenda is one who likes justice seen to be done, if at all possible. Even if it's only by passers by. There will be a few of these as it's very well known that beltings are given in the Vestry after church on a Sunday and that scene has it's ‘fans’. There are those who would go to any lengths to see or hear punishment being inflicted. Those properly positioned can both see and hear the belt as it does it's painful job. The beltings Reverend Brenda give Brady are the ones corporal punishment ‘fans’ like best. Especially this particular punishment as Reverend Brenda and her victim are more than aware. 
 
   "This is for fidgeting and inattention during the service," intimates the Reverend lady raising the strap high and back over her right shoulder and bringing it down with a "CRACK" on the right palm of her shivering, nervous victim. Three more of similar velocity follow it. Delivered with what would appear to any onlooker as the maximum effort she can muster. Up on tiptoe to give the lady that extra bit of height. If the sounds of the lighter strap had been heard in the corridor, the sharper crack of the thick Lochgelly can be heard in the street as well. "CRACK!" CRACK!" and then another "CRACK!" Each a good wristy stroke. 
 
   The recipient of this onslaught gasps and yelps as the strokes of the Minister's leather land on his palm. Face contorted with the agony of the abominable sting. Tears already beginning to prick his eyes. Twenty years of age does not bring immunity to the penetrating sting of the tawse. A righteous sting the lady administering the leather would contend. Or is it the lady laying on the leather who considers herself righteous? 
 
   Though he knows Beastly Brenda and her tawse extremely well each and every punishment hurts. Familiarity does not breed contempt. FAR FROM IT INDEED! 
 
   "Other hand!" the tone sharp as Reverend Brenda raises the leather again over her right shoulder. Her eyes dance with the excitement of administering the punishment. 
 
   With tears now coursing down the screwed up face the youth obeys his Mistress. There is an uncertainty about extending the hands again, reluctance, which is understandable. But not to Reverend Brenda, who yells at the top of her voice, "Come along, no nonsense, GET THEM UP, NOW!" 
 
   And seconds later, "I said, UP, UP! UP WITH THEM NOW!" 
 
   And then, "A big fellow such as you should be able to take a few strokes of the belt without acting like a baby surely?" 
 
   "CRACK!" stroke number five and the sound reverberates around the large room being also audible for some distance both inside and outside the Church buildings. 
 
   "CRACK" again the thick, hard leather with it's two narrow stinging tails assaults the lad's open palm. Brady yelps "OW!" and almost doubles up with the pain. 
 
   "KEEP THEM UP!" yells the lady as she raises her strap for the seventh stroke. "AND KEEP THEM STILL OR I'LL GIVE YOU EXTRA!" she adds, prior to delivering two more resounding strokes. "CRACK!" and "CRACK!" Both real stingers which reduce Master Brady to the same state as a doubled up tearful little girl. As Brenda wished him to be. A great leveller and age diminisher are the tawse and cane. 
 
   As she lowers her tawse her victim doubles up. Woman, Reverend Brenda may well be, tall and shapely, not hefty like Aunt Elizabeth, but experienced at laying on the strap. And the belt she wields for Master Brady is amongst the hardest and heaviest available. By design meant to HURT! Which as same Master Brady would readily tell you, IT DOES! 
 
   Accustomed as our friend assuredly is to being similarly punished at home by Aunts plus a few others authorised to inflict such punishment, a visit to ‘Beastly Brenda’ is not to be wished at any time. 
 
   The lady permits her victim to try and alleviate the pain in his palms for a minute or so. She is very well aware of just how painful is her tawse and how severely she has just punished. She is also aware that the boy's best efforts to try and avert the effects of the heat and sting will be to no avail. The puffing, blowing, pressing of hands between thighs. or under armpits and blowing through doubled palms, all little boy tactics, which are ineffectual. Her tawse hurts and it's meant to hurt. Why else has she just used it? Expending her energy and punishing expertise! 
 
   "Right - straighten up, boy, you know why you got that and you may inform whomever belts you at home that I hope it's good and HARD!" 
 
   "Mmmmmphh (sob) yyyeeessss, (Sob) Mmmmaaamm." Her victim knows well it will be hard, as either Aunt Elizabeth or Grandma McCabe will effectively ‘double’ the punishment just given. Another eight strokes. Probably just before bedtime, if things are normal. Waiting until the effects of Brenda's thrashing have been given time to abate. Stands to reason no adult wishes to waste their efforts thrashing a brat who is not going to ‘benefit’ and ‘appreciate’ to the fullest extent. In other words, as painfully as possible. 
 
   Waiting is therefore the best policy for all concerned. Apart, that is, from the boy who has to sweat for hours in the sure knowledge he is to have eight of his Aunt's or Grandma’s BEST to take to bed with him. And that presumes he has not been in further trouble before then at home. A not unlikely possibility. 
 
   "Now find Mrs McIver, present my compliments and ask her to accompany you back here!" orders Beastly Brenda. 
 
   Mrs McIver found in her storeroom selecting replacement electric bulbs accepts the presented compliments and laying down the bulbs asks, "in for a tanning then are you or perhaps a caning eh, Brady?" 
 
   "Yyess Ma'am," the lad replies ruefully. The possibility of a caning cannot be ignored. It depends on Reverend Brenda's mood. Though if truth be known the cane had not entered Master Brady's head until mentioned by Mrs McIver. A spanking with Beastly Brenda's leather paddle or the short three tailed strap on his bottom perhaps but surely not the cane! Not serious enough for a caning hopefully. 
 
   Standing in the storeroom watching McIver pick more bulbs from a large box the boy's eyes are drawn to a hook on the wall whereon hangs Mrs McIver's own length of disciplinary leather. A ‘useful length of leather’ as the strict and stern woman describes it and once again kept exclusively for Master Brady. The boy is again no stranger to it's ‘usefulness’ as the Church Officer is not one to tangle with and hope to get away unscathed. Rather the opposite, in fact. The storeroom, the kitchen or the corridor outside this very room have all witnessed the disciplinary efforts of the lady on many occasions. Between that strap and a thick gym shoe sole these efforts and their effects are not inconsiderable. 
 
   After a short walk to the Vestry Master Brady ends up, once more, looking at the seated Reverend Brenda Cox across that lady's wide desk. 
 
   Her Reformatory Grade Lochgelly still lies where she had thrown it after she had finished the belting. 
 
   With what any onlooker might be forgiven for describing as a wicked gleam in her eyes the Minister says, "Mrs McIver, Ma'am, when this boy came in here to be punished a few minutes ago, he stood in front of me, just as he does now. The only difference then was, I was forced to gaze upon a most unseemly bulge in the front of the shorts standing opposite me." Brenda half smiled before continuing, "Apparently the charms of Miss Ogilvie had been too much for our filthy minded brat here and he succumbed to some, shall we say, baser thoughts, of which neither you nor I can approve. Is that not so, Ma'am?" 
 
   Mrs McIver, sounded suitably shocked as she agreed with a loud, "Yes, Madam!" 
 
   If the truth were known, Brady might have harboured some naughty thoughts concerning Reverend Brenda herself, who was not in any way lacking in the beauty stakes. In fact had she not been such a figure of fear Master Brady would have allowed himself to dwell upon such thoughts. Except he HATED the woman and was very afraid of her indeed. In fact a hard on was not unknown as he watched the same lady prepare to correct him. Unfortunately such an erection was not uncommon whenever he was to be punished by either sex. Another little inconvenience he could not prevent and one which often caused further anguish after an already irate and unknowing adult had spotted what seemed an insult to them. 
 
   Among the worst manifestations of this is to be observed when his 'cousin', Miss Tina, is about to belt him. At 20 she is but two years his junior. Like all his other disciplinarians she is aware the swelling subsides once her leather gets going but that does not diminish her anger at having to witness the phenomenon. Many, including the Minister seated across from him, overlook the protuberance when about to punish. This occasion was however admittedly, quite different. Or so the Reverend lady thinks and she is the important one here. 
 
   "Perhaps, Master Brady, it would interest you to know that Miss Ogilvie is very strict indeed. The young woman thrashes mercilessly believe me; you wouldn't like to face her in a temper. Have you seen Miss Ogilvie in a foul temper, Mrs McIver?" Reverend Brenda raises a quizzical eyebrow in the direction of her Church Officer. 
 
   "I have indeed, Madam," agrees Mrs McIver, whilst Master Brady wonders how the young lady under discussion can thrash mercilessly when she can only give a couple of strokes. 
 
   "Not a pretty sight, she's a different person when she's angry," adds the lady of the cloth. Who is not? - is a question which springs quickly to Brady's mind. He has a vast experience of ‘different persons’, unfortunately in more ways than one. 
 
   Brady is fervently wishing Beastly Brenda would shut up for that is exactly how he had imagined Miss Ogilvie. Angry and more than ready to punish for whatever had caused her temper. Preferably ready to punish him. Across the young lady's knee, bare bottomed, being his preferred mode of correction in that particular case. After she had soundly warmed his fingers for him. 
 
   Mrs McIver, not to be outdone by her Reverend boss lady said, "I've noticed, Madam, that Brady always seems to suffer from an erection prior to correction." Mrs McIver had increased ‘correction’ on more than one occasion for just such ‘impudence’ prior to a thrashing. The Church Officer not prepared to overlook the matter as does Brenda Cox. 
 
   Most women and even some men are not prepared to overlook a ‘stiffer’. Seems to annoy them intensely. Almost as if they suspect Brady of having an illicit thrill at their expense. In any event it is considered at the very least impertinent if not more serious. Women especially are quite upset by the possible sexual implications of the manifestation presented to them. It does not seem correct. 
 
   Reverend Brenda not to be drawn on the subject murmured, "Ahem! Yes and perhaps that's excusable but on this occasion Miss Ogilvie was not about to punish our brat. The situation is therefore somewhat different, in my opinion. Is that not the case, Mrs McIver?" 
 
   "Yes, Madam, of course it is," agrees the Church Officer willingly. 
 
   The minister steeples her long fingers beneath her nose, elbows on her desk and muses aloud, "I'm in two minds whether or not to cane him. I feel the offence merits a touch or two of the stick?" 
 
   A noticeable shiver shakes the lad and the convulsion of his bottom muscles is exaggerated in the tight shorts. The dread anticipation of the cane is enough to weaken his knees. A touch or two will, Master Brady knows full well, not be enough for Beastly Brenda. The young lady is very accomplished with her canes. 
 
   "As you think fit, Madam," says McIver with a tight smile, not averse to witnessing Reverend Brenda in action with the cane, "I might be inclined to agree." 
 
   "Very well!" exclaims the Minister getting to her feet, "A caning it shall be, my lad. Six of my best, I feel should fit the bill." 
 
   A more violent shudder shakes the boy and the convulsion in his rear end moves the material of the shorts again. Six from "Beastly Brenda" is a horrible thought. 
 
   "Gym shorts, Mrs McIver, please!" orders Reverend Brenda and McIver, nothing loath, grips the lad's right ear, her favourite method of assisting his propulsion, and removes him quickly to the Vestry toilet. 
 
   In a drawer of a small chest are a few pairs of nylon gym knickers- skimpy and oh so very thin indeed. Kept there for just such occasions as this. Mrs McIver takes out a pair with relish. She very much approves her boss’s choice of punishment wear. Though she personally would cane the bare bottom was she to be doing the punishment herself. But whenever more than the punisher are to be present Reverend Brenda always respects the feelings of the witness or witnesses by scantily covering the offending bottom and private parts. A lady of the cloth could do none other. Scantily, however, being the operative word. 
 
   "Get yourself into these knickers, boy!" rasps the woman giving the article a hard shake which makes the material crack. The change is accomplished smartly, as it must be. Takes just a moment or so. Noticeably the divested clothes are neatly folded and laid on the floor by the chest. Both the Reverend lady and Mrs McIver insist on the utmost tidiness and any deviation is severely punished. The boy's undershorts are placed inside out on top of the folded pile of clothes. For a reason. Simply stated to show anyone interested that they are free from ‘skid’ marks. Hopefully! Such marks are punishable both here and at home. 
 
   Stripped and knickered the lad feels very much more vulnerable. As is the intent. 
 
   Back in the Vestry, Mrs McIver's order "Stand over to Madam's desk, boy," culminates in both being back in front of Rev Cox's desk. That lady is however over at her wardrobe and in the process of selecting a cane. She is spoiled for choice. Hanging on a special rail are a selection of rattan and willow canes of varying lengths and thicknesses. Reverend Brenda is very well prepared for any caning she chooses to administer in her Vestry. 
 
   The "Swish Swish" singing noise of the cruel wands being tested makes Brady's bum under the thin nylon of the knickers contract at every swish. How he wishes Miss Ogilvie had not caused him to have that problem or that it had mercifully subsided before the lady testing her canes so assiduously had spotted it. The testing of the canes to find one suitable for his bum had once again caused a mighty protuberance. More than obvious to anyone seeing the front of the thin knickers now being worn. 
 
   Apparently satisfied with her choice of rod Reverend Brenda closes her wardrobe retaining in her right hand a fairly long, thickish but pliant yellow rattan cane. This she arcs once or twice assessing its flexibility. 
 
   "A nice sappy one - Master Brady's bottom for the use of shortly - but first we had better get your, what did you call it Brady?" 
 
   "My Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle," grimaces Brady. 
 
   "Yes, we had better get your Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle, squishy again." 
 
   "Mrs McIver would you drop those panties please." Though it was Brady's panties she referred to. A deft flick found the panties around his ankles and his Squishy Little Piggie Wiggle standing out to rigid attention. Indeed far from squishy. 
 
   He looked on in horror as the reverend lady moved to one side and lightly tapped his swollen organ. "Get it squishy, NOW!" she ordered. Brady squirmed in fear, terror and acute embarrassment, for there was nothing he could do about it. 
 
   "I don't tolerate disobedience," was all the Reverend Brenda said, in a quiet matter of fact voice, while she drew the cane up high, and calmly remarked, "It will be squishy on the count of three Brady." 
 
   Brady did not believe he could achieve that. Nor what happened next. Nor that he could have lost his erection so quickly. But he did. He had thought it a command, not a calm matter of fact statement. For the Reverend Brenda was not making an order, she was making a statement of fact. And so the Reverend Brenda simply counted, "one, two, three." And, as she had already informed Brady, the erection disappeared. 
 
   Though it must be said the scream that rent the air would have woken the dead. For her cane had flashed down like lightening on the count of three, slicing the air faster than the speed of sound, the pain experienced by Brady knew no equal. He howled as he doubled over and fell to the ground writhing in agony. 
 
   But there was no sympathy from the dispassionate Minister; she had simply done as was necessary. 
 
   "Shall we assume the position now, please, Mrs McIver," she asked almost sweetly of the Church official, ignoring the screaming heap on the floor, that was the crumpled Brady. It was not Mrs McIver, whom Brenda required to assume the position unfortunately, but Master Brady. 
 
   "Certainly, Madam," agreed Mrs McIver, hauling Brady to his feet and over to a spot in the centre of a clear area of vestry floor. "Over here, Brady, bend and touch those toes!" Neither lady cared for his predicament, after all he had effectively asked for the penalty by his refusal to reduce his protuberance when asked nicely. 
 
   Brady was still convulsed in pain as he tried to assume the position, with the help of Mrs McIver, as directed, goose pimples abounding as Reverend Brenda continued to swish her rod, now in practise strokes - getting her arm muscles attuned to her task. The longer whistling swishes as the rod cuts the air viciously and makes the lad's goose pimples mountainous. The song of the cane is being practised in the Vestry. The Church choir mistress may or may not have been impressed by that particular whistling song. Brady felt no joy, his tear sodden eyes unable to take in the scene, his brain addled with pain unable to comprehend that more stinging agony was to be visited upon his rear end. 
 
   Mrs McIver, tall, angular and with her tightly permed gray hair giving a very strict appearance, the intended impression, still gowned stands over to the lad's head and opening her legs, momentarily kilting up her skirts showing a flash of her light blue Sunday best directoire knickers pulls him roughly into position, not for the first and certainly not for the last time his head is smartly placed up under Mrs McIver's skirts and held firmly between her sateen directoire knickered thighs. 
 
   Mrs McIver always wears a wide skirted dress or wide skirt on a Sunday just for such an eventuality and without fail wears the long elasticated kneed sateen knickers. Her Sunday best. Her weekday knickers though directoire style are not sateen however, as Master Brady is well aware, as he has been over her knee often enough for a bare bottom thrashing. The lady's knickers show as she pulls up her skirts before having the culprit across her knee. How same culprit wishes he had the protection of a good thick pair of brown directoire knickers when being walloped. Unfortunately, either a scantily clad bum or a bare one is favoured by those concerned with him. 
 
   Reverend Brenda sometimes spanks with her big, thick leather paddle in the same fashion as she canes, Mrs McIver being called upon fairly often to assist by holding Master Brady in the presentation position for such disciplinary ministrations. Otherwise Reverend Brenda would knock her victim right off his feet, so hard does she wallop the paddle across the bent bum. 
 
   The order once complied with means no matter how many or how hard the strokes of the yellow devil in Beastly Brenda's hand, Brady will remain in that tightly bent posture. Reverend Brenda, if not Master Brady, has learned a lesson from previous punishments. A male, even one of twenty, and who is hardened to corporal punishment, does not remain in position for a sound thrashing with the cane. 
 
   Mrs McIver leaning forward pulls strongly on the waistband of the knickers and pulls them up tight again for the cane. The soon to be assaulted rear end is now once more tightly encased in the thin material. Nothing is left to chance; this is to be a sound thrashing. 
 
   The inadequacy of the cloth is all too apparent as stretched thinly and ever so tightly across the taut flesh of the bottom the whiteness of that flesh may be clearly seen. The skimpiness of the garment means the knickers cover only the centre of the bum. The thighs and lower nates are bare. As the bent victim is more than aware as Reverend Brenda takes up her position to his left rear. The even more nervous convulsions of the intended target are also obvious as the clerical frocked woman taps and measures the nates - the bare lower cheeks - just on the skin fold. A most sensitive area indeed and one favoured by Beastly Brenda for caning. The Reverend Lady is no one's fool when it comes to punishment. 
 
   "Keep it STILL, BOY!" warns Mrs McIver tightening her thighs into a vice like grip on Brady's head as Brenda sweeps her cane back and brings it screeching forward to land with a snap of her wrist on the area of bottom she always chooses, the skin fold or as near as she can to it. A deadly accurate stroke falling straight across the skin fold of both nates. Her first an intentionally low stroke, marking almost the lower extremity. "ONE!" calls out to Mrs McIver loudly as "OWWWWWWW!" comes the yell from the firmly restrained culprit. A yell not very much muted by the skirts of Mrs McIver around the culprit's head. The thin cane weal, first white then reddening quickly, stings and burns as it buries itself into the flesh like an asp. Her ladyship measures "tap-tap-tap" again - same place and UP and DOWN goes the long rod lashing bendily across the chosen area. Just above the previous stroke. 
 
   "TWO!" sings out Mrs McIver "OW-OUCH-OWeeee!" howls the unfortunate almost in unison and a pair of nates scythe up and down in agony. The yelp is louder than the woman's count. 
 
   If it were not for the restraint of having head firmly held between Mrs McIver's thighs one is convinced the brat would be up and clasping these two fast swelling and reddening weals. In fact the recently belted hands make to grasp at the twin stings - but no - it's not to be - as Mrs McIver orders sharply, "Hands clasped behind my legs, boy!" 
 
   Meanwhile Reverend Brenda taps and measures for her aim, two delivered, four still to come. Four strokes she intends to make Brady really feel. 
 
   "SWISH-CRACK!" an even harder stroke lashes across the defenseless bottom. 
 
   "THREE!" counts Mrs McIver and an even louder and more continuous yell, comes from the lad's mouth. The contortions of that face, the streaming tears and cringing bottom would almost beggar description if they could be observed. 
 
   Again "SWISH-CRACK!" "FOUR!" 
 
   "FIVE!" and "SIX!" ring out in Mrs McIver's firm voice, as the cane swishes down hard across the tormented bottom. The Reverend lady lays on what may only be described as SIX OF HER FINEST. Flushed and a shade breathless she throws her cane on the desktop with a loud rattle to join her Lochgelly tawse and says, "Thank you, Ma'am, you may allow that brat up." 
 
   Released from Mrs McIver's thighs, Brady's first reaction is to grasp his stinging nates and dance whilst the tears and sobs continue. A well-caned bottom has resulted from Brenda's actions. As she had intended it should. 
 
   "HANDS BY YOUR SIDES, BOY - YOU ARE NOT A CHILD!" orders Mrs McIver, "Back in front of Madam, you only had six strokes so you are not hurt!" 
 
   That's a matter of opinion surely? The opinion of one male who has just been thrashed and is in a great deal of fresh pain added to what Brenda had already given him only minutes earlier with her leather, was that it was HELLISHLY SORE! The difference of opinion between outside or near the Vestry window may have their own opinions on Reverend Brenda's punitive abilities. Not to mention the deep throb that coursed through his now very squishy organ. 
 
   Mrs McIver's order was obeyed with alacrity though. It must be remembered, and always is by Master Brady, Mrs McIver punishes him too. 
 
   As Reverend Cox replaces her cane in the wardrobe and then the tawse laid flat in her desk she says, "Would that Miss Ogilvie could see you NOW, Brady - a rather different person to the one she saw earlier, I'm sure. Never mind, you shall write the young lady a letter of apology. Fifteen hundred words should do, to be handed to me by tomorrow afternoon. Unaware as she may well have been regarding the effects of her charms on a filthy minded brat. It is only right she should know what she caused and the consequences for you. Who knows she may wish to punish you herself when she knows how you reacted to her. Get him dressed, Mrs McIver. Thank you again for your valued assistance. I really do not know how I would manage him without you."
 
   "It is always a pleasure, Madam, to assist you in your bounden duty," simpers Mrs McIver, who enjoys seeing her lady boss in action. 
 
   Watched by Mrs McIver, Master Brady divests himself of the hated punishment knickers and dresses quickly. Tight shorts pulled up over six fresh and still rising cane weals cause him to grimace as the cloth moulds itself over the punished area. Not to mention the further agony in his squishy little piggy wiggle. The prospect of perhaps being punished by Miss Ogilvie later has palled. Of no interest at all. 
 
   Dismissed by Mrs McIver, on going out through the Vestry, Reverend Brenda has already gone. That lady quickly changed from silk clerical frock to her own clothes has left. 
 
   Outside a still tearful and very sore male sees that beautiful young lady, now dressed in a tight fitting red silk dress, black nylons and red high heeled shoes, long blonde hair streaming in the breeze, running across to her husband, who has her six month old daughter in the high pram. Stretching up on one shapely leg Reverend Brenda implants a kiss on her husband's lips then bends over the pram to do likewise to Brenda junior. The epitome of a happy family group. No one in the wildest stretch of their imagination would for an instant think that a few minutes previously the adult female member of the trio had just thrashed a twenty year old youth - wielding her leather and rattan with devastating effect. Never mind the strappings given the reform prisoners. Things are not always as they seem on the surface as Master Brady is all too well aware. The happy family scene only made the sore hands and six searing thick cane weals on his bottom seem worse. Who could imagine that the young lady so loving with her family was really a dyed in the wool ROTTEN BITCH! And sanctimonious with it. 
 
   Master Brady cannot dwell long on that happy scene as he spots Aunt Elizabeth awaiting him with the car. Without any further delay the boy takes himself across to the vehicle and gets smartly into the back seat. Kneeling up straight looking out of the rear window after lowering shorts and underpants as is the rule. Thus he travels home after he has had his bum thrashed. An indication to Aunts that an extremely warm and painfully striated rear end has been one of the results of the latest visit to the Vestry. Though he keeps his organ off the back, too tender it is by far to touch. 
 
   Aunt Elizabeth asks, "How many of the tawse, BOY?" 
 
   "Eight, Ma'am," comes the smart answer. 
 
   Even Aunts are addressed formally when punishment is the subject of any conversation - such as now. 
 
   "And how many on your bottom?" 
 
   "Six, Ma'am." 
 
   "Six of what, boy?" 
 
   "Er, six of the cane, Ma'am." 
 
   "Well, well, what a lucky boy, both I and your Grandma will be able to have a crack at you before the day is out then." 
 
   The thought of six of the cane, bare bottom as it would be at home, from that august lady made the already striated and stinging nates convulse again in sheer dread. Another caning did not even bear thinking about, though there was plenty of room left in the caning area for another six strokes or even more without overlapping. Aunt Elizabeth always canes on the bare, same as she also leathers a bare bottom when that is the area chosen for the tawse. Only to be expected, of course, for a boy under strict discipline and a rule that Reverend Brenda's caning and belting would be ‘doubled’. 
 
   "You will, of course, be going to Mrs McIver tomorrow evening for a few hours chores as an extra punishment for having Reverend Cox require to punish you twice," intimates Aunt Elizabeth as she comes down a gear to ascend one of the steep hills on the way home. "I'll telephone Mrs McIver as soon as I get you home, my lad. Let her know to expect you." That Mrs McIver had already ordered him to report to her for a thrashing the next evening would doubtless be mentioned during the telephone conversation. Brady hoped this would not now mean he would be going twice to Mrs McIver. He had a nasty feeling he would be going TWICE!
 
   "Yes, Ma'am!" The unfortunate shudders. An evening working on domestic chores within the church building is not to be wished for at any price. A few hours of hard, rubber gloved, scrubbing between church pews, corridors or halls supervised by another well known bitch, Miss Sandra, Mrs McIver's daughter. Before being sent to stand outside the storeroom door at 9-30pm awaiting Mrs McIver herself.
 
   That lady, it must be mentioned, having spent most of the evening in a local hostelry imbibing G & T's. The certainty of further punishment assured, as no way would Mrs McIver miss the opportunity of thrashing him. Always ready to roll up her sleeves and punish is the Church Officer. She, once gin fortified, does not seem able to either count correctly or appreciate the sheer pain of her thrashings. Palms soundly warmed with her tawse then across McIver's knee for a bare bottom spanking with the rubber gym shoe sole kept for that express purpose. The gym shoe sole a size 12 which has had the upper cut away to facilitate a better grip for Mrs McIver. A gym shoe found in one of the church cupboards and pressed into service as an instrument of correction. Plenty of tread on the rubber sole makes it sting like Billy-o! 
 
   Mrs McIver's tawse and gym shoe sole would ‘refresh’ rather painfully or ‘nicely’ (the latter being Aunt Elizabeth's adjective), Reverend Brenda's and Aunts earlier punitive measures. 
 
   That Mrs McIver would, as usual, on such occasions, punish him within earshot of The Women's' Guild Weekly Meeting in the main hall somehow adds to the awfulness of such correction. The humiliation aspect not ignored by the Church Officer. 
 
   Putting her head around the hall door and announcing importantly, "Excuse me ladies, I'm just about to give a certain young man a thorough thrashing through in the kitchen. If any of you do not like corporal punishment or cannot stand hearing it administered you have the opportunity to go out for a few minutes whilst I'm attending to Brady." No one does leave, though a few ladies are heard to say under their breath "Not again surely." But the Deputy Sunday School Superintendent, Miss Nan Hardie, calls, "See and lay it on good and HARD, Bridget." 
 
   A goodly ten minutes worth. The tawse followed by a squirming sojourn, bare bottomed, across the Church Officer's thick skirted and directoire knickered lap. The elastic at the knees of her weekday directoires exposed below the hem of the drawn up skirt. Drawn up just before he lies over. 
 
   Two dozen! The minimum (hopefully no more) wallops with ‘Princess Anne’ as the Church Officer called her trusty gym shoe sole. The reason for the name being that Bridget McIver feels Princess Anne would be extremely strict given the right situation. For Master Brady the knowledge that he is squirming and howling blue murder within earshot of all these ladies, some of them quite young and many of them well known to his 'Aunts' and himself, makes the punishment much worse than had it been done in the storeroom. Two dozen of ‘Princess Anne’ would make anyone howl but that is no consolation to the boy who is howling whilst the hard rubber sole lands time after time. Bridget McIver knows how to make it STING to its very utmost. 
 
   "Tell me, why were you caned, boy?" Aunt Elizabeth changes gear smoothly once again on the flat and the whole sorry story is about to be related to Auntie's more than receptive ear. Master Brady thinks ruefully it's even possible - no more than likely - that his Aunties after consideration, will feel, perhaps quite rightly, depending on the adult point of view, that ‘eight and six’ are insufficient. More than likely he is in for a few more strokes of each instrument at the hands of his female relations. Such is life under strict discipline and must be expected after all. Aunts may well be a bit upset at the reason for the Reverend Brenda's extra punishment. And of course, he has had to visit the Vestry more times than he would like to tell for ‘fidgeting and inattention’. Reverend Brenda's Punishment Register could tell that tale if it were to be consulted. Master Brady often wonders if these offences are figments of the Reverend lady's imagination but then perhaps not either. 
 
   "1 think perhaps a dozen strokes of the cane would be appropriate for disconcerting a lady of the cloth in the fashion you have done today. What do you think, my boy?" asks Aunt Elizabeth somewhat grimly, "followed by a nice dose of oil of winter green mixed with chillies for your squishy little piggy wiggle just before bed!" 
 
   "Ooo-ahh, yyessss, Mmmmaaa'aaammm!" agrees an already nervous nephew, whose thoughts are coming true almost as quickly as he thinks them. How well he knows his relations. 
 
   "And possibly a dozen of the best from your Grandma McCabe's Lochgelly tawse would convince you to behave a bit better at Church in future. She'll be more than happy to warm those fingers up for you at bedtime; so as you can have both a hot stinging bottom and similar palms to accompany you to bed! Before your squishy little piggy wiggle start to really burn up. Wouldn't that he best, lad?" 
 
   ~"OOOOh - yyeessss, Maaa'aaammm!" the already quaking boy agrees because there is no alternative to such agreement. Aunties know best after all and would brook no complaint. If only he dared complain his fate would be worse he well knew…
 
   "I'm afraid so, my lad, you have to be taught a good lesson, you know. More so as I just cannot understand why Reverend Cox did not give you more strokes of her cane." A gear crashes noisily as an upset Aunt Elizabeth fluffs the change down for the last steep uphill before arriving home. Thinking how lightly her nephew has got off in the Vestry made for a sloppy gear change. Brenda must have gone soft indeed. A trait Aunt Elizabeth has no intention of imitating. 
 
   Auntie Elizabeth's dismal (to him) forecast of the evening's punitory efforts would, of course, likely be deadly accurate. As her ‘favourite’ nephew knew full well. It's so very easy to get into a situation such as this, when one is under ultra strict discipline at home and elsewhere. It's not really fair but then that is only, once again, a matter of viewpoint Aunties and most other adults think it's not unfair. Many adults lamenting that more lads of Brady's age could not be under the same strict conditions. 
 
   Brady was crying himself to sleep later that night. His hands throbbed from a further dose of the tawse shortly before bed from Aunt Elizabeth followed by a dozen strokes of the cane from Grandma McCabe, and the weals from those were mingling their fiery pain together with the tender flesh from church. He was in a sorry state, lying on his chest his hands clasped together to try and relieve the ache. Even his squishy little piggie wiggle ached from the cut of the cane it had received. 
 
   He heard footsteps at the door, followed by the creak of the door opening, the dull beam of light from the hallway vaguely illuminating the room. "Roll over boy," whispered Grandma McCabe, "and let's pull those covers down. You didn't think I would forget my ointment did you? Not after you've been upsetting the ladies with your wanton displays! Besides it will take your mind off your backside." 
 
   The man shivered in terror, trembling as the covers were pulled down, and wincing as he rolled over to lie on his tender buttocks. He felt his hands drawn back and secured to the head of the metal bed. The gag inserted in his mouth, "After all we don't want you waking up all the neighbourhood with your screams like last time do we?" Mrs McCabe calmly advised. 
 
   The male muffled pleas for mercy that he knew would not be forthcoming, as his nightdress was hauled up. "Right, let's rub in my lotion, wintergreen with extra hot chillies. Her rubber-gloved hand gripped his penis as the other rubbed the lotion into the skin, of his penis and well into the folds of his testicles. She then took his organ and rubbed it hard. It would not burn immediately, but when it started, it would be like the flames of hell. 
 
   "Sweet dreams, or should I say hot dreams," whispered Grandma McCabe as she left the room, the door clicking shut as the fire burned through his organ. Just a few moments later and the metal bed was grinding and grating as he tossed and turned, screaming in agony into his gag as his squiggly little piggie wiggle took on a life of its own, the fire smarting deep within and raging through his testicles. It would be hours before he fell into a fitful, pained sleep. 
 
   It was Miss Tina who came in early the next morning to free him. He was a sorry state, his nightdress soaked in sweat, his hair disheveled, his eyes baggy from the strain of the night before, his body ached from the punishment, from the lotion and from his exertions. Not that Tina showed any sympathy. "Up you get, NOW, there's a full day ahead you can't expect to laze around in bed. You filthy beast, you deserved all you got.... and more. 
 
   'And more' he thought, if only she knew how great the pain was, but then she still would not have cared. He watched her leave the room, her shapely body displayed through the soft fabric of her lacy nightdress, so attractive, yet so far removed from he, his loins ached from the wintergreen and chilli and the need for release. But that was not for such as he. 
 
   Tina turned just before she left the room, "You'll be pleased to hear that Auntie Margaret suggests we reduce your wankings to one a quarter to see if it helps reduce your lustful display; I heartily agree, but I think a dose of wintergreen before bed each night is called for too! Grandma McCabe says her brothers received such every night if caught with a hard one. 
 
   At breakfast he overheard Cousin Tina present her case to his Aunties. "I heard about Brady's abominable behaviour yesterday. It made me remember what Grandma said about her brothers. How they used to get a dose of wintergreen each night to keep their minds off such things. Don't you think it might be a useful idea for Brady? It's so disgraceful and embarrassing to think of him displaying himself like that to ladies, and in public too!" Aunt Elizabeth eventually saying, well if you don't mind going to the trouble each night I can't see how it can hurt. Let's try it out for the next week. 
 
   Tina gushed a big smile his way as he felt that familiar sinking feeling in his chest. 
 
   And so it was for the next week, Cousin Tina would accompany him to his room and rub in a liberal dose of wintergreen oil at lights out. It was not as bad as Grandma's concoction with chillies, but it still brought tears to his eyes and burned for an hour or more. 
 
   His Aunties outlook and actions are admired by many who hold the same views on discipline and punishment. There are dissenters, but Master Brady has found them to be few and far between. 
 
   The End
 
   You can follow Brady’s tale in Early Morning Confrontation, in this Volume 


 
   
  
 



The New Tutor 

Chapter Two
 
   Edited version by Zeitgeist
 
 
   "Susan will not only watch your punishment, she will also be the judge as to how long it should last. I will apply the cane as hard as I can until she tells me to stop. Is that understood, boy?"
 
   "Y-yes, ma'am." The boy's voice quivered.
 
   "And that's going to take a long, long time," Susan said with a little giggle. As Elizabeth Walker watched the boy humbly bending over the chair back, extending his bare bottom as an invitation to be punished, she felt that sense of power, which she had discovered not so long ago, increase. She was alone now, without the parents' supervision, and she could do with this boy whatever she wanted, within reason, and no one would complain. Mary, the maid, didn't care. She had seen the boy being beaten by his father or mother innumerable times over the years, and Susan was obviously gloating at the prospect of exerting her own powers over her young brother.
 
   "Very well," Elizabeth Walker said at last after a long, pregnant silence, "I think we shall begin."
 
   With that the cane was raised and slashed sharply across the protruding bottom. And the cane rose and fell, rose and fell, rose and fell.
 
   It was almost five minutes and some fifteen strokes later when Elizabeth Walker put down the cane.
 
   "Stay in position, boy," she said. "Susan, please come with me downstairs."
 
   They left the boy alone, whimpering with pain, clinging to the chair legs with cramped fingers.
 
   Elizabeth Walker took Susan to the kitchen. Mary was busy chopping vegetables.
 
   "Susan, don't you think Andrew has had enough? His backside is turning black and blue with weals and bruises."
 
   "But you said I would say when he had enough," Susan sounded hurt. "I don't think he has had enough. I think you should go on. I don't care if his bottom is turning black and blue. My shin is also bruised."
 
   "Well, let's have a bit of orange juice and rest for a moment. It will give Andrew a chance to recover."
 
   "But I don't want him to recover!" Susan was pouting again.
 
   "You know, Susan, that if you hit the flesh long enough, the nerves slowly grow numb and they can't feel the impact after a while. If we let Andrew recover, he will feel each of the next strokes all the more. Don't you want that?"
 
   "It will hurt him more?"
 
   "Yes, Susan, I'm sure it will."
 
   "All right, then, let's make him wait an hour."
 
   "No, Susan," Elizabeth Walker chuckled, "that's too long. Let's make it fifteen minutes and then we will resume."
 
   Fifteen minutes later, Elizabeth Walker resumed the caning, Andrew resumed his screeching and Susan resumed her watchful observation of the cane's effect on the boy's bare buttocks. After a further twelve vicious strokes, Elizabeth Walker saw the boy's legs begin to tremble violently.
 
   "Susan, I think this is all Andrew can take," Elizabeth Walker whispered to her. "Let's finish this now."
 
   "Just six more, please!" Susan begged.
 
   "Oh, very well. But after six, you will announce in a loud voice that Andrew has been punished enough."
 
   Elizabeth Walker swung the cane with extra force six more times as Andrew, now hoarse from screaming, mewed like a strangled kitten.
 
   "All right, Miss Walker," Susan announced in a dramatic voice, " Andrew has learned his lesson, I think. Andrew has been punished enough!"
 
   "All right, Susan, if that is your judgment." Elizabeth Walker put down the cane.
 
   They stood for a while looking down at the simpering boy across the chair. His bottom had swelled up and by now well over thirty thick welts covered the lower portions of both buttocks and the upper thighs. It was a well-whipped boy who was finally allowed to rise.
 
   "Put your hands on your head," Elizabeth Walker ordered the boy, "and apologise to your sister first for having kicked her, then for having lied about it and finally for insulting her by calling her a liar. I want a separate apology for each offence."
 
   Andrew started to cry again, this time from shame. But he had no choice. With his flaming, throbbing bottom he could not risk angering his tutor any more. With his hands on his head, he dejectedly apologised three times, then again three times when Elizabeth Walker wasn't satisfied with the first try.
 
   When Susan had also declared herself satisfied, Andrew was sent to the corner, hands still on his head, to think about his crimes while Susan and Elizabeth Walker went about their business. Sundays were no lessons except homework and two hours later Andrew found himself back in his tight shorts, sitting at his desk, sweating over the many tasks Elizabeth Walker had set him.
 
   In the days that followed, Elizabeth Walker found reasons to punish the boy almost daily and more and more frequently she had to ask Mary to hold the boy in position because he was getting rebellious, struggling and kicking, pretending his backside was too sore for another thrashing. Eventually, however, even this stubborn boy was finally persuaded to take his medicine with proper comportment, thus saving himself from further beatings.
 
   Susan found it even more interesting when her little brother had to be subdued by the maid. She knew how mortified the boy was under such circumstances and she gloated over it.
 
   It was a Saturday evening. Elizabeth Walker, Susan and Andrew were playing a board game when the doorbell rang. Susan jumped up to answer.
 
   "Oh, Miss Walker," she called after letting two visitors into the house.
 
   "Helen and Joanne are here. Can they come in?"
 
   "Of course, Susan. Please come in, all of you, and close the door. There's a draught."
 
   "Andrew, take the girls' coats and hang them up, will you?" Elizabeth Walker instructed the boy and Andrew quickly obeyed. Over the last few weeks he had become much more docile and obedient.
 
   The girls were invited to join the game and they all started up again. The little figures were moved about, money and real estate changed hands again and again until most of the money was with the two guests who laughed in delight. Andrew had more properties but when he landed on a space that required him to pay more money than he owned, he tried to sell his properties. Regardless of the game's rules, the girls declined to sell him any. Andrew had lost the game, they said, and he was out. In his anger, Andrew slapped at the board and sent the houses, hotels and little figurines flying all over the room.
 
   "Andrew!" Elizabeth Walker's voice was sharp and aghast. "What do you think you're doing?"
 
   "Oh, I'm sorry, I'm sorry," the startled boy quickly cried. "I didn't do it on purpose!"
 
   "Yes, you did! We all saw it!" Susan exclaimed indignantly. "Miss Walker, you saw it, didn't you?"
 
   "Yes, indeed I saw a very naughty boy behaving like a spoilt child who doesn't want to lose. I think I will deal with this right away. Andrew, go to your room and prepare yourself."
 
   Andrew, crying softly, scrambled to his feet, pulled at the seat of his tight-fitting shorts and stumbled out of the room.
 
   "What's going to happen?" Helen asked Susan.
 
   "He's going to get a whipping," Susan informed her friends. "And well deserved, too."
 
   "A whipping? You mean with a whip?" Joanne wanted to know.
 
   "You don't have a brother," Susan nodded. "That's why you don't know. No, it's not a whip. Usually it's a cane or a tawse."
 
   "Tawse?" Joanne asked.
 
   "Yes, that's what a leather strap is called, when it's specially made to whip boys," Susan explained, proudly exhibiting her superior knowledge in such matters. "They are made of thick leather with two or three tails."
 
   "Goodness," Joanne said amazed, "sounds like it would hurt terribly."
 
   "I don't know," Susan giggled. "You'd have to ask Andrew."
 
   "I've never seen a boy being whipped before," Helen, who had no brothers either, said.
 
   "Would you like to see?" Susan asked with a wicked little smile.
 
   "Oh, yes! I'm very curious to see how that is done," Helen said and Joanne agreed.
 
   "Miss Walker," Susan now turned to the tutor, "would you mind if we all came to watch? After all, he spoiled all our games."
 
   "Yes, a little humiliation might also do Andrew some good. Come along but stand where you won't be in the way."
 
   They all went upstairs, Elizabeth Walker in the lead, but once on the floor, the girls rushed ahead and Susan led them in Andrew 's room.
 
   The two guests stood and gaped as they saw young Andrew obediently bent over the back of the chair, bare bottom in the air.
 
   "Oh," Helen said.
 
   "Wow," Joanne agreed.
 
   "Yes," Susan said, "that's how he has to bend for his whippings."
 
   "With his shorts and pants down?" Joanne said, impressed. She was staring at the thick welts across the boy's buttocks that were fading but still quite visible.
 
   "Yes, he always gets it on the bare," Susan explained. 
 
    "Miss Walker, may I get the cane?" Susan asked, her eyes bright.
 
    
 
   "Very well, Susan. Bring the long heavy one."
 
    
 
   "Come along, Joanne, Helen. I'll show you where they're kept." They rushed off.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth Walker paced the room.
 
    
 
   "Andrew, how many times do I have to tell you to control your temper? You are now much too old for such childish temper tantrums. You know that I have to punish you very severely for such an offence, don't you?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am," the boy whispered, his head pressed against the chair seat.
 
    
 
   "And I will cane you very, very hard, Andrew. You agree that you deserve to be caned very hard, don't you?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am," came the trembling reply.
 
    
 
   "Good. You will remain in position until you are told to stand up. No kicking, no struggling, no trying to cover your buttocks with your hands. Is that understood, boy?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am."
 
    
 
   "I wonder what's keeping the girls," Elizabeth Walker said, although she knew quite well that Susan was now proudly displaying the canes, tawses and birch rods to her admiring friends.
 
    
 
   About ten minutes later they appeared, Joanne holding not only a long heavy cane but also the tawse.
 
    
 
   "You may want to give Andrew a bit with the tawse as well, don't you, Miss?" she said with a malicious smile.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth looked at her, then at the boy. "Maybe you're right," she said. "Let's start him off with a dose of the tawse and then finish it off with the cane." The girls stood along one wall as Joanne handed the thick strap to Elizabeth Walker who took it and calmly walked up to the boy's protruding bare bottom. The cane was laid down for future use.
 
    
 
   "Well, girls," she said, slightly slapping the leather tails against the bare skin, "now you will see how a naughty, temperamental little boy is soundly whipped. Pay attention."
 
    
 
   They did, mouth open, as they watched the tawse smacked sharply across the boy's already marked backside. Each hard stroke evoked a cry from the boy and a gasp of surprise from the two visitors. The strap made its mark with vivid double bands of purple across flesh already marked from previous hidings. The tail ends were particularly horrid, causing little lumps to rise where they had dug deep into the boy’s bottom. After some eight or nine sharp lashes, Elizabeth paused.
 
    
 
   "Wow!" Joanne exclaimed. "That must have hurt!"
 
    
 
   "Oh, that's nothing," Susan, the expert, said lightly. "Miss Walker hasn't even begun yet. Isn't that right, Miss Walker?"
 
    
 
   The tutor raised the tawse high and way behind her back, leaning backwards a little before moving her whole body forwards and at the same time rising up on to the toes of her feet to give extra impetus, she brought it down full force across the lower buttocks. "That's right," she said as the leather made loud contact. "It's going to hurt this boy considerably more in a little while."
 
    
 
   As the beating progressed, the boy became more and more distressed, writhing and shifting about the chair back, but not daring to change his position.
 
    
 
   "How do you make him stay in this position?" Helen wanted to know, her eyes on Andrew 's crimson and blue backside. "Doesn't he want to get up and run away?"
 
    
 
   "I'm sure he does," the tutor smiled as she brought the strap down with great force. "But he knows that he will be punished even more severely if he does. He tried before and had to pay the consequences, but he has learned by now that it is advisable to obey and stay in position like a good boy. Haven't you, Andrew?" Down came the tawse.
 
    
 
   "Yes!" the boy yelled. "Yes, ma'am," he quickly corrected himself. His small body was shaking with sobs as the strap lashed him behind again.
 
    
 
   "How many has he had?" Helen asked. "How many more will he get?"
 
    
 
   "Andrew is going to be whipped very severely tonight," Elizabeth Walker said as she brought the tawse down across the trembling, sore bottom, "and it will not be finished for quite a while yet. I don't count the strokes. I watch the boy's reaction to see how sorry he is about what he has done. I will only stop when I am convinced he is truly contrite and ashamed of his actions." Down came the tawse, burying its tails deep into boy flesh.
 
    
 
   It was a long time before the tutor threw the tawse aside. Her arm felt tired and she believed that any further strokes could not be given with adequate force. It was better to finish this little episode. By now he had received more than fifty strokes of the vicious leather.
 
    
 
   "His bottom looks really raw," Joanne marvelled. "Listen to him bawl."
 
    
 
   "Yes, Andrew is a little coward," Susan said for the boy's benefit. "He is a little cry-baby who needs to have his bottom smacked by his nanny because he has been very naughty. Isn't that right, Andrew?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, you're right, Susan," Andrew managed to mumble between sobs. He wanted to get up and hit his sister but this wasn't the moment.
 
    
 
   There was silence in the room for an extended period except for the boy's snuffles and moans. Eventually, Elizabeth Walker broke it.
 
    
 
   "Well, my boy," Elizabeth said, laying the tawse aside, "You will now receive 12 of the very best of the heavy cane, and I hope that this will teach you to control yourself in the future."
 
    
 
   Elizabeth looked down on the boy's beet-red buttocks where some spots were turning black, and raised the cane high. The girls watched with intense interest as the cane slashed into the boy's firm flesh with a loud whack, followed almost instantly by a shriek of pain from the boy. This was repeated eleven more times and the shrieks became bellows. But at last it was over. A series of long black double lines extended across his bottom, some of them bleeding a little along the sharply defined edges.
 
    
 
   "You may rise, Andrew, and turn around." After the boy had obeyed, scrambling off the chair he stood, bent, legs trembling, before his audience. His buttocks were throbbing and burning painfully.
 
    
 
   "Stand up straight, hands on your head, and look at your sister. You will properly apologise for disrupting the game and behaving like a savage. Tell her how sorry you are and how you want to thank me for having punished you properly."
 
    
 
   They all looked at the boy's tear-stained face, twitching eyes, quivering mouth with the pain that still suffused his swollen buttocks.
 
    
 
   "I - I'm so sorry, Susan," he stuttered, sweating with shame, "for having - er - disrupted the game and - er - having behaved like a - like a -" he looked anxiously at his tutor.
 
    
 
   "Like a savage," Elizabeth Walker prompted.
 
    
 
   "Like a savage," the boy repeated quietly. "I am grateful to Miss Walker for having - er - punished me - er - properly."
 
    
 
   "Good. Now tell the other girls that you hope I will punish you even more severely if you misbehave again."
 
    
 
   The boy turned his contorted face towards the two girls.
 
    
 
   "I h-hope Miss Walker will punish me even more severely - er - the next time I - er - misbehave," the boy whispered.
 
    
 
   "Now say it again," Elizabeth Walker said sharply, "but louder and very politely so we can all hear it. As if you meant it, boy."
 
    
 
   With great effort, his hands clutching the top of his head, the boy managed to satisfy the demand. Their eyes drawn to the view of his nude boy parts dangling in front of him.
 
    
 
   "Very well, girls, the show is over. Back downstairs with you, while I give the boy his bath."
 
    
 
   Amidst giggles and whispered comments, the girls left the room and skipped down the stairs. Andrew could still hear them laughing as he was led, now stark naked, into the bathroom.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth Walker scrubbed the boy down thoroughly, from head to toe, front and back, with complete disregard to the boy's skinned behind. By the time he was clean and dry, Andrew was in floods of tears again.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth Walker marched the boy back into his own room and, with a sound slap on his tender bottom, sent him to bed.
 
    
 
   "Better get a good night's rest," she said before turning out the lights, "Tomorrow we will start our lessons early and I hope you have memorised all the chapters I have set you. Good night."
 
    
 
   The door closed and the boy was left alone, naked under the thin blanket, thinking about what tomorrow's lessons would be like. He cried himself to sleep.
 
    
 
   Nothing out of the ordinary occurred for several weeks. Susan came and went, pretty much as she liked, as long as Elizabeth Walker knew where she was and was home by ten o'clock every night. Andrew was kept to a tight schedule of lessons, physical exercises, homework and the occasional visit from friends. Andrew enjoyed such visits as he had little contact with the outside world, but always dreaded being punished in front of them. Somehow the tutor never failed to find fault just shortly prior to an expected visit and insisted that the punishment take place regardless of who was present. Furthermore, all his friends were by now wearing jeans or long trousers as it was getting very cold, yet Elizabeth Walker not only insisted on the boy staying in shorts, she also was inflexible about allowing shorts that were not extremely brief and skin tight. Andrew felt too old to be dressed that way and was shy in front of his friends who usually commented on Andrew 's bare thighs at least during the first few visits. Eventually they took this for granted.
 
    
 
    
 
   Then, one stormy winter evening, Elizabeth Walker returned from a visit to the city accompanied by a man whom she introduced to Andrew as Jack Pryor. He was tall, lean, with dark hair and piercing brown eyes.
 
    
 
   "Jack, I want you to meet my new charge, Master Andrew Pearson, not very bright, and an obdurate, wilful and usually very naughty boy," Elizabeth Walker said, taking hold of the boy's left ear.
 
    
 
   "Andrew, say hello to Mr. Pryor. He is a friend of mine and you will be as respectful and obedient to him as you should be with me," Elizabeth Walker instructed the boy, giving his ear a painful twist.
 
    
 
   "How do you do, sir," Andrew said politely, extending his hand.
 
    
 
   "Pleased to meet you," Jack replied with a tight smile. "Normally I have great distaste for boys. I'm willing to make an exception with you because of Miss Walker. But you'd better watch your step around me. Miss Walker has told me something about you over the last few weeks, and none of it very good."
 
    
 
   Andrew looked at his feet and plucked at his shorts hems.
 
    
 
   "Go to your room, Andrew," Elizabeth Walker said, at last releasing the boy's ear which, by now, had turned an angry red, "and show Mr. Pryor your school work."
 
    
 
   With a startled look at the man, Andrew quickly ran upstairs to his room.
 
    
 
   "A very attractive child, for a boy," Jack said. "With proper discipline, he should grow up to be a well-mannered, good-looking gentleman."
 
    
 
   "With emphasis on 'discipline'," Elizabeth Walker said. "He is very difficult to control. He has temper tantrums, he lies, he daydreams during lessons. A sound whipping keeps him docile for a day or two, but then he's back to his bad manners."
 
    
 
   Jack laughed. "I see you have quite a handful here," he said.
 
    
 
   "At least his parents have given me carte blanche on how to handle the child, so I don't have to worry whether they will approve of my methods. In any case, they were the ones to recommend strict discipline. The mother especially, she showed me how to handle the various punishment implements."
 
    
 
   "And I bet you use them regularly," Jack smiled.
 
    
 
   By then Andrew came back, carrying several schoolbooks. He handed them to his tutor.
 
    
 
   "Give them to Mr. Pryor. He is a schoolmaster at a private school and can help you correct your lessons," Elizabeth Walker said.
 
    
 
   The boy obeyed with some trepidation and Jack took the schoolbooks to a nearby chair and sat. He studied what Andrew had written.
 
    
 
   "Surely this is not your final work, Andrew?" he asked, incredulous. "This is scratchy writing, smeared ink and full of spelling mistakes. It is a draft, isn't it? Let's see the final version, boy."
 
    
 
   Andrew 's face turned red. He shuffled his feet, his fingers at the hems of his shorts. "No, sir, this is my only work," he mumbled.
 
    
 
   "Incredible," Jack exclaimed. " Elizabeth, what has the boy learned since you started? I can't believe you are a bad teacher."
 
    
 
   "I told you, Andrew is a very obstinate boy. Lessons have to be thoroughly whipped into him, otherwise they don't make an impression on him."
 
    
 
   "And well whipped into him they will be," Jack announced. "But first let's go through the rest."
 
    
 
   The rest wasn't much better. While Andrew stood uncomfortably in front of the young man, Jack slowly reviewed all the boy's work. He shook his head. "Very careless writing," he muttered again and again. "A boy his age should know better. I think he needs a few hours each day learning penmanship and spelling. The ideas he puts down aren't bad, but too disorganised."
 
    
 
   "You should have seen his writing a few months ago," Elizabeth said. "It was atrocious. He has improved considerably since then, but obviously not enough. Let me ask Mary if dinner is ready."
 
    
 
   After Elizabeth Walker left the room, man and boy were left in uneasy silence. Then Jack said casually, " Andrew, are you really as stupid as this work implies?"
 
    
 
   "Er - no, sir... I don't think so," Andrew said.
 
    
 
   "Then you do such bad work on purpose?" Jack asked.
 
    
 
   "No, sir, of course not. I try my best."
 
    
 
   "Then we will have to make sure you try harder so your best gets better, isn't that right?"
 
    
 
   "Er - I - I guess so, sir."
 
    
 
   "I am glad you agree. You will therefore be punished by me, after dinner, if Miss Walker agrees. I know how to handle naughty schoolboys who won't learn. I have many of those in my school and they all learn quickly. They practically wet their shorts when they are called into my study." Jack laughed.
 
    
 
   Andrew was silent but cramps developed in his stomach.
 
    
 
   The boy sat quietly at the dinner table, not eating much. He was too nervous and wondered what this man was going to do to him. Although he had been beaten many times by his father, he had trusted him even when he was howling under the cane. But this man? At least Miss Walker would be present. He hoped she would intercede for him if that became necessary.
 
    
 
   Jack and Elizabeth conversed in low voices, completely disregarding the feelings the boy might have had. The fact that the boy was shortly to be punished was nothing exceptional or anything to dwell upon. It was just one of the many tasks guardians of boys had to fulfil, whether they liked it or not.
 
    
 
   At last, after having savoured a sweet dessert and sipped a bit of cognac, Jack turned to the pale-faced boy.
 
    
 
   "I think it is time for you to get ready," he said in a steely voice. "You will go into the study, lower your shorts and underpants to your ankles, and place yourself in the position you normally take before being flogged. You will wait in such a position until we join you."
 
    
 
   The boy rose from his chair with a heavy heart and trudged off to his father's study.
 
    
 
   "We'll let him wait so he has time to think about what will happen soon," Jack said. "Anticipating a thrashing is always useful in a boy's discipline. His imagination can draw more terrible images than reality ever could. Waiting, bare-bottomed, to be flogged, is the introductory stage of sound punishment procedure."
 
    
 
   It was almost an hour later when they decided it was time to join the culprit in the study. When they entered, they saw the boy obediently in position, bare bottom towards the door. Jack laughed.
 
    
 
   "Now there is a picture!" he exclaimed. "A stupid schoolboy, duly exposed, waiting for his well-deserved thrashing. Well, my boy, your waiting is over. Real pain is soon to follow." He gave another sharp bark of a laugh and strode towards the cupboard.
 
    
 
   "Is this where the canes are kept?" he asked Elizabeth who nodded.
 
    
 
   "Yes, you will find everything you need in there. Andrew is well acquainted with each one of them."
 
    
 
   "Not well enough would be my guess, to judge by his school work. Now, let's see." He opened the cupboard doors and peered inside.
 
    
 
   "Hm. Nice tawse, this one. I see there are a few birch rods soaking, as well. I'm surprised. I thought the birch was no longer used in the home."
 
    
 
   "Yes, it seems the Pearsons had some good, old-fashioned, ideas about the education of boys. I've tried my hand with them and they are quite effective, Mary the housemaid keeps me well furnished with fresh supplies every week, even if they are not used."
 
    
 
   "I'm sure they are," Jack laughed as he selected one of the longer canes he found hanging inside the doors. "I think, though, for this occasion, I will be lenient and let the boy off with a simple, if well extended, caning."
 
    
 
   There was a small whimper coming from the boy stood with his hands clasped behind his neck in front of the heavy leather chair, and the boy shuffled his feet.
 
    
 
   "Yes, my boy," Jack said, "You have something to worry about. That fat little backside of yours is going to have a new experience tonight. I doubt you will be able to sit down comfortably for the next week or two. Elizabeth, let me know if this is not so, and my caning wasn't effective and I should have to be even more severe the next time."
 
    
 
   "Knowing you, Jack," Elizabeth said, "I doubt it. I have seen you cane boys remember? They could hardly walk afterwards, much less sit down." There was an amusement in her voice, which Andrew didn't share. He was already trembling all over, and his bottom, exposed and vulnerable, shivered in anxious expectations of imminent pain.
 
    
 
   Jack flexed the long rattan cane, standing so the bending boy could see him, and swished it menacingly through the air.
 
    
 
   "Yes, this will do quite nicely," he said with satisfaction. "Good weight, long and pliable. Bound to hurt. You hear, Andrew? This will truly hurt you more than it will me. But you are a strong boy with a strong little backside, so it won't be so bad. I have caned smaller and weaker boys than you, and they all survived the ordeal. So will you, I assure you." He made the cane whoop through the air, parting it viciously several more times and then positioned himself and took aim.
 
    
 
   Eight thunderously powerful strokes later he laid the cane on the desk. "You may get up now, boy," he told the sobbing boy. "Stand in the corner, hands at neck rest."
 
    
 
   Each one of the eight cuts had been delivered with such force that the boy and the chair inched forward across the floor and the boy had screamed in pain throughout. Elizabeth sat in a nearby chair and watched, but did not comment. She just tried to learn Jack's technique. It seemed that each stroke brought out the most exquisite pain that could be wrung from the cane and the boy felt it, deeply. He squirmed and writhed, turned and twisted, soon sweating profusely through his shirt and little streams running down between his thighs. Jack observed these little telltale details, which proved to him the efficacy of the punishment.
 
    
 
   Andrew rose painfully and staggered to his corner. He wept quietly for a long time while Elizabeth and Jack discussed the weals on the boy's bottom. They were deep, purple and black, running across both buttocks and upper thighs. Jack had spaced them carefully and one welt was touching the next, all the way from the middle of the buttocks down to the tops of his thighs.
 
    
 
   "It's a nice cane, this one," Jack commented, pointing to the dark coloured cane on the desk. "I have an even better one at the school, but this will do nicely. I think even the boy will agree that it is quite effective, am I right, Andrew?"
 
    
 
   "Y-yes, sir," mumbled the trembling boy in the corner.
 
    
 
   Jack grinned. "I should say so."
 
    
 
   After about 20 minutes of light chatter, he stood. "Andrew, come here. It's time for the next 8 strokes."
 
    
 
   Andrew looked extremely startled. "But, sir, isn't it over?" he asked pathetically.
 
    
 
   "Over?" Jack laughed. "Oh, my dear boy, no, it's not 'over' as you put it."
 
    
 
   "Oh, but, sir -"
 
    
 
   "Come here this instant, child," Elizabeth said sternly. "You don't want to make Mr. Pryor angry, do you?"
 
    
 
   With his hands still behind his neck, the shivering boy reluctantly approached the young man, looking absurd with the shorts and underpants impeding his steps.
 
    
 
   "Right get those shorts and pants right off please. We can adjust your position more to my liking now. Come on then, over the chair, my boy," Jack said pleasantly, "and we will start the second phase. Legs nice and wide!"
 
    
 
   When Andrew had taken up this position, legs wide apart with his boy parts dangling on show he was crying again. There was still so much pain in his buttocks, the simple thought of another onslaught of strokes made him feel sick.
 
    
 
   Taking his time, Jack walked over to the desk, picked up the cane, and began his preliminary routine by flexing and swishing the limber three and a half foot rod, then placed himself behind the boy who was now moaning miserably. "Right. Eight strokes, hard ones this time."
 
    
 
   There was a lot of noise in the study during the next five minutes. There was the very loud swish of the cane, its deep impact on the boy’s flesh and, loudest of all, the boy's reaction to each. Not only did he roar with pain when the cane struck, but he now kept up long monologues begging his punisher to stop. Even when he realised that his pleas went unanswered, he still insisted on trying to get off a few strokes. But Jack and the cane were implacable. The 8 strokes were duly administered with the full force of the young man's strong right arm. Jack had found it necessary to remove his jacket and roll up his shirtsleeves as he warmed to his task.
 
    
 
   When it was over, Andrew was sent back to his corner to reflect and weep. The whole of his bottom had now taken on a deep blue hue as the heavy cane caused the flesh to bruise heavily. This was overlaid with the twin tracked black double lines of cane weals, which were seeping blood, as each had been overlaid across the first eight strokes.
 
    
 
   "I think young Andrew is going to study much harder from now on, don't you think, Elizabeth?"
 
    
 
   "I'm sure he will. He knows that I will ask you to come back and deal with him if he doesn't, and I am certain he won't want a repetition of this event tonight."
 
    
 
   "Well, Andrew," Jack called over to the far corner, "are you going to study harder, concentrate more and behave better from now on?"
 
    
 
   "Oh, yes, sir." The boy was vehement.
 
    
 
   "Do you want Miss Walker to call me over again to deal with you properly?"
 
    
 
   "No, sir!" Even more vehemently.
 
    
 
   Jack laughed. "Well for your own sake and that of your bottom, I hope you will remember what you just said. Now come back here."
 
    
 
   Once more Andrew trudged the length of the room and stood before them. His bottom was swelling up like a balloon.
 
    
 
   "Over the chair, my boy, Here come the third 8 strokes."
 
    
 
   Elizabeth and Jack laughed when they saw the boy's expression. Andrew couldn't believe his ears. "No, no," he muttered. "I can't, I can't..."
 
    
 
   "Disobedience is punished with additional 8 strokes, my boy," Jack said menacingly. "Over the chair, boy, at once!"
 
    
 
   Andrew looked beseechingly at his tutor but received no sympathy. With a little croak, the boy decided to obey the order and bent over the back of the heavy chair. The seat cushion was still warm from where his face had rested not so long ago. It also smelled of his own sweat.
 
    
 
   This time Jack Pryor moved to a position in front of the boy’s head and measured the cane vertically down the length of his now swollen and bloody buttocks. “Elizabeth do you have a damp cloth to wipe this boy’s bottom? We will have a clearer view of the what I am about to do if you have one to hand.” Elizabeth knew that there was indeed a supply of suitable cloths in the cupboard and quickly dipped one into the saline solution where the green birch rods were soaking. Jack smiled as he realised what effect this would have on the boy. Elizabeth approached the boy from behind and then knelt in front of his battered buttocks. She had never seen her charge so thoroughly beaten and marvelled at the state of the boys flesh. Carefully she wiped away the trickles and smears of blood, leaving a clear canvas of flesh that looked like a washboard with its deep black ridges from the cane. The cleaning with the wet cloth caused the boy to scream blue murder whilst the young woman carried out her task, causing Jack to move forward and hold the boy down by his shoulders. The salt in the water soaked cloth had clearly stung him to the core.
 
   Jack now carefully placed the rattan vertically down the buttocks indicating clearly his intention to punish in a most unusual manner. Elizabeth was fascinated and stood behind the boy’s bottom to watch. The man leaned backwards before stepping forwards, rising up onto the balls of his feet before lashing the rod in a vertical fashion over the buttocks. As the stroke intersected the horizontal weals, it cut the flesh causing blood to instantly trickle from the wounds. In addition the hard end of the cane dug itself into the back of the boy’s ever punished thighs leaving a round, black bruise, the size of halfpenny. 
 
    
 
   Despite the boy's conviction that he couldn't take the additional 8 strokes, he found that he could. It was painful beyond imagination, and he screamed out his pain most lustily, but he took them because he had no choice. The cane laced into the swelling flesh with the greatest of force from beginning to end, without regard to the boy's protests.
 
    
 
   "Well, my boy," Jack said after putting down the cane again, "this is your two dozen. It's the minimum I give my boys at school for work as bad as yours. They never repeat that mistake with me. One good flogging and they usually learn their lesson well. I hope you will, too. Promise?" The boy just gurgled his reply before screaming once more as Elizabeth wiped and cleaned his bottom once more.
 
    
 
   Andrew now stood in the middle of the room, hands behind his neck, wet with sweat and still trembling with the effort of the beating, and nodded his head vigorously. "I promise, sir," he said most earnestly.
 
    
 
   "And make sure he keeps that promise," Jack said to Elizabeth Walker. She looked down at the pitiful sight of the whipped boy and smiled.
 
    
 
   "I'm sure he will," she said. "I think you have made quite an impression."
 
   Andrew was sent off to bed and Elizabeth and Jack spent the rest of the night together. 
 
    
 
    During the next few weeks, as his bottom slowly regained normality, the daily routine was strictly maintained. Under Elizabeth Walker's close scrutiny and unfailing punishment, usually on his hands, for even the slightest misdemeanour, Andrew worked and improved steadily. But never enough to satisfy Jack Pryor.
 
    
 
   Jack had lately made it a habit of showing up at the house more and more frequently. This was due not only to his attraction to Elizabeth but also to his ample authority over Andrew.
 
    
 
   "Well, my boy," he announced one evening, sitting in his favourite armchair, with the boy firmly squeezed between his knees, "you will be happy to hear that I have brought my school cane with me tonight. This is the cane I reserve for the most obstreperous of boys your age and up. I know from experience that when applied liberally to a boy's naked buttocks, preferably on a daily basis, that boy benefits enormously from its effect. After a boy has had the privilege of feeling its sting a few times, he invariably changes his behaviour for the better. It's amazing what this cane can do to extract instant, unquestioning obedience for even the most stubborn little boy. When I use it, no matter how small the target, I always apply maximum force because I am convinced that black and blue bruises all across a naughty boy's backside is the best method of correcting that boy's attitude and manners. As you will learn in the near future."
 
    
 
   Andrew wriggled between the man's legs but couldn't free himself.
 
    
 
   "Stand still, boy," Jack said sternly. "I will stay here for the weekend, from Friday evening to Monday morning. During that time you and I will have plenty of time to get to know one another more intimately and you will have a chance to get well acquainted with this new cane. I'm afraid you won't like it, but you will soon be grateful for my time and effort to teach you."
 
    
 
   "Mr, Pryor," Susan said as she rushed into the room, "Miss Walker will be with you shortly."
 
    
 
   "Thank you, Susan. Young Andrew and I were just having a little conversation, weren’t we, boy?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, sir."
 
    
 
   "Tell Susan what we were talking about, Andrew."
 
    
 
   The boy blushed furiously and glared at his sister.
 
    
 
   "Well, Andrew, we're waiting," Jack encouraged the wriggling boy.
 
    
 
   "Er - Mr. Pryor was telling me how this new cane from his school, manners... and obedience..."
 
    
 
   "And how will this cane accomplish such an extravagant task, Andrew?" Jack said, winking at the girl.
 
    
 
   "Er - by applying it... er... often to a boy's... bottom..." the boy said in a strangled voice while his cheeks and ears glowed hotly.
 
    
 
   "Excuse me, Mr. Pryor," Susan interrupted the boy's stammer, "I forgot. Would you like a drink? Miss Walker said I should offer you something while you wait. I completely forgot. My apologies."  Jack had been paying some attention to the charms of this most delightful young lady for some time. She was usually agreeably dressed in the most revealing of outfits, with skirts that struggled to conceal her underwear when she sat down. Today was no exception.
 
    
 
   "My, but you are a well-behaved young lady, aren't you?" Jack said with a little smile, still gripping the squirming boy firmly. "I just wish your little brother were as respectful and polite as you."
 
    
 
   "Then he wouldn't have to be thrashed so often?" Susan said with that wicked little smile she had recently developed when discussing for her brother's misfortunes.
 
    
 
   Jack laughed. "Maybe not as often," he admitted, "but boys need a firm hand, no matter how polite they may be. Otherwise they quickly get out of control. And, no, thank you, no drink for me tonight."
 
    
 
   "Will you cane Andrew tonight?" Susan asked expectantly.
 
    
 
   "I don't know, Susan. That will depend on Andrew. Why do you ask?"
 
    
 
   "Well," Susan started hesitantly, "my friends Joanne and Helen - I think you met them - want to come and watch. They were here once when Miss Walker punished Andrew and they were very impressed. I talked to them about you being a schoolmaster and how you cane the boys at your school, and how much more severe a caning is when given by an experienced schoolmaster like you and they wanted to meet you."
 
    
 
   "That is very nice of them," Jack said with a smile. "I'm flattered. I will probably review Andrew 's homework tonight and go over new material with him tomorrow morning together with Miss Walker. If your friends want to come over tomorrow, they may observe how I teach my boys."
 
    
 
   "And you will use that special school cane you have?" Susan licked her lips.
 
    
 
   "As I said, that will depend on Andrew 's performance. But if he shirks or slacks off, he will obviously have to be punished."
 
    
 
   "Oh, thank you. I will tell the girls right away." She rushed out just as Elizabeth entered the room.
 
    
 
   Jack stood. "I just told Susan that she may invite her two friends tomorrow. I would like to spend the weekend with you here. Is that all right with you, or did you have other plans?"
 
    
 
   "No plans, I have to stay with Andrew. Will you work with Andrew again? He is very slow and you seem to have made a real impression, not only on his bottom but also on his personality. I think he has a lot of respect for you."
 
    
 
   "Respect or fear?" Jack asked.
 
    
 
   "Probably both, as it should be."
 
    
 
   "I am planning on going over his homework tonight. I hope you will help. I need to be up to date on his lessons so I don't overtax his brain."
 
    
 
   They both laughed. It was several hours later that their attention went back to Andrew and his lessons. The boy had heard Jack come in and his body started trembling. When Susan burst into his room without knocking, he first thought it was Jack and gave a little squeak of fear. Then, when he saw it was his sister, he got embarrassed and then angry.
 
   "Don't you ever knock before going into someone's bedroom?" he shouted. "How come no one teaches you some manners? Why am I the only one who gets whipped around here?"
 
    
 
   Susan looked at him with interest. "Girls aren't whipped," she said with a self-satisfied smirk. "Only stupid, dirty, lazy boys like you. In case you don't know, Mr. Pryor is going to stay the weekend. Aren't you happy? Two full days of uninterrupted pleasure with your lady tutor and her boyfriend."
 
    
 
   Andrew 's face fell. His dispirited demeanour made Susan giggle. "Afraid for your little bottom?" she teased.
 
    
 
   Andrew rose from the desk bench and lunged at his sister. At that moment, no amount of punishment could have kept him from flailing his fists at his older sister. Susan stepped back, surprised at the boy's fury, tripped over the desk and dislodged some books. She gave a cry of surprise and held up her arms to protect her face from her young attacker. Then she screamed.
 
    
 
   "Help! Help! Andrew is killing me! Oh! Oh! Please help!" She made it as dramatic as possible.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth and Jack came running. They stopped at the door, stunned by the spectacle of the boy, dressed in his shorts, pushing and flailing at his sister. Whilst Elizabeth became instantly angry, Jack was amused at what he saw. The pathetic attempts of the boy were funny but he found the sight of the teenage girl lying on the floor with her long legs and knickers on display was a sight for his sore eyes and his gaze lingered as he was content to let the situation continue for as long as he could.
 
    
 
   Eventually though Jack took hold of Andrew 's arms and held him fast.
 
    
 
   "What's the meaning of this?" he asked with quiet menace. " Andrew, have you gone mad?"
 
    
 
   Andrew, his face red and close to tears, breathing hard, gasped, "She... she..."
 
    
 
   "Well, she what?" Elizabeth asked.
 
    
 
   "She teased me," the boy finally stammered. "She's always teasing me."
 
    
 
   "Susan, I told you before to stop that," Elizabeth said tersely. "In the future you will desist, or we won't allow you to be present during Andrew 's discipline. Do you understand?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss," Susan answered demurely. "It won't happen again." Neither Elizabeth nor Jack saw the little look of triumph she threw her brother who was still being held firmly by the arms.
 
    
 
   "Now, then, young man," Elizabeth said, "tonight you will be busy with your homework. Mr. Pryor and I will keep you busy until bedtime. There will be no supper for you. But first, I believe you deserve a most severe whipping, don't you, Andrew?"
 
    
 
   "But, ma'am," the boy began, but was interrupted.
 
    
 
   "There is no excuse for your behaviour," Elizabeth said. "Isn't that right, Jack?"
 
    
 
   "Absolutely inexcusable behaviour," Jack agreed. "I think ten minutes with the tawse is the least he should get.” He released the boy and sat in the chair.
 
    
 
   "Andrew, ask Mr. Pryor to take your shorts down," Elizabeth instructed.
 
    
 
   Andrew burst into tears. "It's not fair!" he cried, stamping his foot.
 
    
 
   "Maybe 10 minutes with the tawse would be more appropriate," Jack said, we need to save his bottom for his anticipated appointment with my special cane tomorrow eh? But I see no reason not to spare his blushes in front of his sister."
 
    
 
   Andrew, I suggest you obey orders without further tantrums or it will go bad for you."
 
    
 
   Reason returned and young Andrew stepped up to Jack. "Please take down my shorts," he muttered under his breath.
 
    
 
   "Louder, boy," Elizabeth said.
 
    
 
   Andrew repeated his request in a louder voice and his face turned red. It darkened even more when he heard Susan giggle. "Little boy will have his bare bottom smacked," she giggled.
 
    
 
   "Susan!" Elizabeth admonished.
 
    
 
   "Sorry, Miss," Susan replied quickly. But she was satisfied when she saw tears trickling down Andrew 's cheeks.
 
    
 
   With much deliberation, Jack slowly unbuttoned the boy's brief shorts and pulled them down to his ankles, followed by his underpants, revealing his bare private parts to the gaze of his sister and his plump so caneable bottom to his tutor’s boyfriend.
 
    
 
   "Take those things right off and then go downstairs and fetch the tawse from the study," he instructed the boy. "And make sure you bring the thick one with two tails."
 
    
 
   All three watched with amusement as the boy ran out.
 
    
 
   "Miss Walker," Susan asked when the boy had left, "won't his bottom be too sore tomorrow if he gets the tawse tonight? Remember, Joanne and Helen will want to see how his discipline is administered."
 
    
 
   "When I teach my boys," Jack replied calmly, "I ignore the state of a boy's behind. If he deserves a whipping, a whipping is what he gets. If he already has a sore bottom, all the better. However you are right because his caning tomorrow will I suspect be especially severe but tonight’s instalment will still be effective."
 
    
 
   Susan seemed satisfied. She felt as an adult when she watched her brother being punished and this gave her strange, pleasantly exciting feelings. She didn't hate her brother; on the contrary, she was actually quite grateful to him for offering her all those opportunities of seeing his bare bottom being thrashed. But she wanted ample opportunity and felt that in order to satisfy her own vague feelings, it was acceptable to arrange this herself when the boy didn't provide such opportunities often enough.
 
    
 
   Andrew returned, holding the dreaded tawse. Jack took it and commenced his usual inspection and testing of the implement which of course made the boy shiver with nervous anticipation but also made his sister have different more pleasurable feelings of anticipation, not knowing exactly what the schoolmaster’s intentions were.
 
    
 
   Jack continued to finger the strap lovingly. The thick, supple leather's smell pervaded the room. He purposefully removed his jacket and commenced to roll up his sleeve, showing to the two young women the muscle and strength in his punishing arm.
 
    
 
   "Andrew," Jack continued, "stand straight and - once again - apologise to your sister. Once more you have not only assaulted her verbally, now you even have had the impertinence of attacking her physically. I want a full, detailed apology spoken in a polite, clear voice."
 
    
 
   Andrew, close to renewed tears, his face and ears flaming, had to work on this apology for the next twenty minutes whilst Susan sat comfortably in a one of the low bedside easy chairs, her crossed legged position revealing an extensive portion of thigh to Jack’s gaz,. before eventually Jack and Elizabeth, as well as Susan herself, were fully satisfied. By that time, the half-naked boy was sobbing pitifully but without any perceptible effect on his audience who just listened stonily as the boy tried over and over to bring out the correct words.
 
    
 
   When it was finally over, it was time for him to prepare for his punishment. There was silence in the room while they looked at the small, narrow little buttocks, still covered from top to bottom with fading dark cane marks. As time dragged on, the boy's bare bottom twitched and shivered, and his legs appeared to tremble a bit more each minute.
 
    
 
   "All right," Jack said at last, approaching the boy. "I promised you a thorough tawsing and that is what I am now going to apply," he said. "Ten minutes you may remember for some time." Jack had the boy stand before them in a spread legged stance, allowing his private parts to hang openly on display, whilst at the same time holding out his hands one on top of the other in front of him. At this point Elizabeth stepped forward and unfastened the cuffs of the boy’s shirt, rolling them back sufficiently to reveal the boy’s bare forearms. 
 
    
 
   Fortunately for the culprit, Jack paused between each heavy stroke. He raised the strap high and, with a leaning backwards of his upper body, crashed the heavy leather across the naked palm with his entire strength. A loud report like a pistol shot, a second's silence, a loud scream, then a pause. The boy doubled up with his hand now between his legs trying to assuage the pain.  The pauses lengthened more and more after each stroke and, although Andrew was unable to think clearly enough to count the strokes, he imagined it must have been close to 20. That would have made a ten-second pause between each. All this on one hand. The young woman and the girl were invited to look closely at the effects this tawse had wrought in just a few minutes. They peered closely at his palm and also his wrist and arm. The hand had turned crimson over its entire surface and where the thick tails had lashed upwards, his wrists and lower arm was covered in nasty short welts. The boy was shaking almost uncontrollably but of course they were a long way from finishing. 
 
    
 
   After this inspection the boy was commanded to raise his hands again this time with the unpunished one on top. The entire process was commenced again, with similar if not more noisy results. Again the girls were invited to examine the results. Now Andrew would have been forgiven in thinking that after some forty strokes of the thick strap his punishment was now at an end, but no. He was horrified to be told to raise his hands again. It was now just too much and Andrew squealed in terror and pulled his arms down before being struck. The schoolmaster expected this turn of events and had another trick up his sleeve. 
 
    
 
   A normal rigid straight-backed chair was pulled into position and the boy made to sit on it with his legs apart. “Elizabeth could you get my bag please, I have some strong adhesive tape in there.” A reel of strong black tape was produced and Jack proceeded to bind the boy’s arms to his thighs leaving the hands facing upwards. The intention was obvious. “You can curl up your hands if you wish boy, but your thigh fronts will be in a mess before we’re finished!”
 
    
 
   For the next few minutes the noise level reached maximum as Jack cracked the heavy leather across the boy’s hands and thighs again and again. Andrew was in a really sorry state some thirty or so cracks of the strap later and by now it really needed to end.
 
    
 
   And end it did. Jack put down the now thoroughly warmed tawse and after undoing his wrists from his thighs ordered the boy to stand. Another long silence followed as the spectators calmly took in the weeping boy, face tear-stained and blotchy, eyes red and swollen, mouth contorted. His swollen hands were dutifully behind his neck.
 
    
 
   "Now go to your room. After you get to your room, I will be up presently to review your homework. If I find so much as a single mistake, you will be very sorry tomorrow."
 
    
 
   Early the next morning, two giggling girls rang the doorbell. Susan ran to let her friends in.
 
    
 
   "Are we too early?" Joanne asked.
 
    
 
   "We just finished breakfast," Susan replied. " Andrew is in his room doing some school work, Miss Walker and Mr. Pryor are in the study. Let's go to my room. I want to tell you about my date with Ronald last week. It was fantastic! First we went to see that film..." Still chattering, they ran upstairs. On their way to Susan's room, they stopped at the closed door that led to Andrew 's room.
 
    
 
   "Let's just have a quick look at what Andrew 's up to this morning," Susan whispered and opened the door carefully.
 
    
 
   Andrew sat hunched over his low desk; pen in hand, the tip of his tongue busily moving in out of his mouth. He sat on his hard bench and didn't notice the door opening.
 
    
 
   "Hey, Susan," Helen exclaimed loudly, "he's got no trousers on."
 
    
 
   Andrew dropped his pen and turned. His face went a deep red and he pressed his bare knees together.
 
    
 
   "Get out," he hissed. "Leave me alone."
 
    
 
   "Why aren't you wearing your shorts?" Joanne wanted to know.
 
    
 
   "Because Mr. Pryor said so," the boy answered sullenly. "Not that it's any of your business."
 
    
 
   "We'll see you later!" Susan said as she led her friends to her own room.
 
    
 
   As usual, Andrew was to report to the study with his schoolbooks at 11:00 a. m. sharp. And also as usual, he was trembling with anxiety. He had studied arduously and thought he had memorised all the important names and dates, but also knew from numerous previous experiences that it would not be enough. So, with a resigned sigh and with still quite tender hands inside the brief, tight shorts that he had been allowed to pull up before coming downstairs, he knocked and, upon hearing the summons, entered the study.
 
    
 
   He had expected Miss Walker to be there, of course, but he was appalled to see also his sister and her two friends. The three girls were sitting near the window as if waiting for a theatrical performance to commence. As indeed they were. A more realistic performance than any theatrical production they could ever hope to see. 
 
    
 
   Jack Pryor had been putting on a short preview for Susan’s guests. They all sat together on a spacious settee in the study. Jack purposefully chose this as it was very low and soft. He knew that with the girl’s short pleated skirts they would struggle to keep their lower limbs out of his view and he intended to make them squirm with delight during the next hour or so. He proceeded to show the girls his special school cane, handing it to them to get the feel of it. Susan told them it was much bigger than any of the canes that reposed in the cupboard and also different in construction. The girls ran their hands over the many knots that protruded from the length of the rod. Jack explained that this cane was made of Malacca, which was why it had all the knots in it. Joanne said that it looked like Charlie Chaplin’s walking stick but a little longer and very flexible. Jack took the cane back after the intense inspection and told them that at over four feet long and nearly a half-inch thick it was a copy of canes used in penal institutions in the Far East. He gave it a huge powerful swish, which cut the air like a sword, smashing into the leather back of the chair placed in the centre of the room. So powerful was the stroke that it momentarily lifted the chair onto its front legs before it dropped again with a clump. The girls were now itching for events to get underway. They were also itching somewhere else if the truth were to be known.
 
    
 
   "Yes, Andrew, I have asked these three young ladies to observe how young boys are taught in my school," Jack said pointing to his desk. Andrew 's eyes followed the pointing finger and saw what was one of the most horrid canes he had ever seen and the thick leather strap lying on the polished surface as if these were the actors who were waiting to step onstage.
 
    
 
   "Sit here," Jack said and the boy dutifully sat on the chair in question, close to the desk.
 
    
 
   As the girls watched with fascination, time passed with question after question being fired at the boy who sat, squirming, red-faced, on his chair, trying to produce the required answers. Meantime, Miss Walker perused the note book in which Andrew had laboriously written his assignments. All the time Jack Pryor stood eying the ever shifting legs of his young female guests, with flashes of underwear on show from one of the three at any single moment, how delightful!
 
    
 
   A while later, the boy was drenched in sweat, his hair plastered to his forehead. He kept rubbing his sweaty palms down his bare thighs and shifting his sore backside on the hard chair. At last, Miss Walker stood up and approached the trembling boy.
 
    
 
   "Andrew, I don't know what I should do with you," she said in her stern voice. "We have gone over this material for weeks and I had asked you to write a simple essay on what you had learned and what, in your opinion, is its impact on world economy and ecology. You have produced drivel. I'm not even talking about your atrocious handwriting or lamentable spelling, but simply about the total lack of imagination, thought, or even the slightest effort on your part."
 
    
 
   The boy's face turned a couple of shades darker as he heard the girls giggle.
 
    
 
   "I - I'm.. sorry, Ma'am," he mumbled, his thighs opening and closing. "I tried very hard... I did the best I could..."
 
    
 
   "Miss Walker," Jack interrupted the boy's monologue, "I see that Andrew hasn't done any better in his written assignments as he did now in the oral tests. But I do know what I will do with him. I'm going to thrash the living daylights out of his impudent behind. Andrew, stand up."
 
    
 
   The girls now leaned forward in expectation. The spectacle was about to begin.
 
    
 
   "What do you have to say for yourself, boy?" Jack snapped.
 
    
 
   "I - I - n-nothing, sir."
 
    
 
   "No, I thought as much," Jack said. And to Susan, he went on, "Susan, as you may have told your two friends here, Andrew was punished yesterday for his aggression towards you. You may now be the judge as to what your brother deserves as punishment for his sadly lacking schoolwork."
 
    
 
   "I would like to ask Andrew a question, if I may," she said innocently.
 
    
 
   "Of course, Susan. What is it?"
 
    
 
   "Andrew, Helen wanted to know if that strap hurts a lot. I couldn't answer that question never having had the opportunity of feeling it myself. So I thought I'd ask you. How does it feel? Is it very painful? Is it worse than the cane?"
 
    
 
   Andrew stood, the palms of his hands pressed against his bare thighs, and went even redder in the face. He was purposely being humiliated and his inner fury was frustrated by the impossibility of his venting it on his sister. With Miss Walker and Mr. Pryor waiting for him answer his sister 'politely and clearly,' he had no choice but to keep his anger in check.
 
    
 
   "Yes, Susan. Believe it or not, the tawse hurts. Hurts a lot, as you must know since you have watched my reaction when I got it. As for the cane, depending on how hard each one is handled, I'd say they are about the same."
 
    
 
   "Andrew, if you can't be polite to your sister, we will have to be even more severe with you," Jack warned the boy. "I will have no sarcasm from a boy, is that clearly understood?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, sir," the boy mumbled.
 
    
 
   "Andrew, why are the two about the same?" Susan wanted to know next.
 
    
 
   Andrew looked at Miss Walker but there was no relief from that source.
 
    
 
   "Because… the strap covers the whole bottom…. and each slap hurts more because the strap keeps hitting the same surface over and over... and each time it burns more. The cane... bites deep and the pain is fierce...but unless it hits the same spot...you get a little respite when...it hits you a... bit lower.." Andrew tried hard to speak clearly even though he was almost choking on each word.
 
    
 
   "We will show you, Susan," Miss Walker said. She stood and picked up the tawse from the desk.
 
    
 
   "Andrew, remove your shorts and pants, fold them neatly and place them on the book case over there."
 
    
 
   Trying to avoid glancing at the girls, who were intently looking at his private parts the boy reluctantly obeyed.
 
    
 
   "Oh, Miss Walker," Helen exclaimed, "he's got a heavily marked bottom already!"
 
    
 
   "Yes, Helen," Miss Walker said, "he was a very naughty boy recently, so of course he had to be punished."
 
    
 
   "With the tawse?" Joanne asked.
 
    
 
   "No, Joanne, with the cane, but not the special one we are going to use on him today.”
 
    
 
   "Now roll up your shirt and grip it under your arms so it doesn't fall back down, and bend over the chair back, bottom towards the girls."
 
    
 
   Andrew was about to say something, changed his mind and, with burning face and ears, and with tears gathering in his eyes, he silently bent over the back of the chair.
 
    
 
   "Now, girls, watch. I will apply the first stroke across the underside of the buttocks so it falls on the fold just above the thighs." She raised the heavy two-tailed strap high and brought it down with a remarkable forehand exactly on the indicated spot. The boy's head shot up as if struck by electricity and let out a sharp cry.
 
    
 
   She repeated the stroke exactly across the deep red mark left by the previous cut and the boy yelled again.
 
    
 
   "You see, Susan," she said as she prepared for the next stroke, "the second stroke landed right on top the first one and the pain is therefore twice as bad. If I hit it a third time, the pain will be even more."
 
    
 
   She demonstrated as the girls intently watched the boy's reaction. They agreed that the third time it must have hurt the boy considerably more to judge by his drastic reaction. He almost, but not quite, raised his upper body as he convulsed with the fiery pain.
 
    
 
   "Now then, Susan, what do you think? What should his punishment be?" Jack asked with amusement.
 
    
 
   "Well," Susan said, leaning towards her friends again and after a whispered consultation, "how about twenty four with the tawse and twenty four with the cane so we can observe the difference."
 
    
 
   Elizabeth and Jack laughed. "Is that what you call a Solomonic solution?" Jack said.
 
    
 
   Then Helen said. "Perhaps we should alternate six with the tawse, six with the cane, and so on until he's had his twenty four of each? This way we can see the reaction to each more closely."
 
    
 
   Jack smiled. "A good idea. Elizabeth, you handle the tawse for six, then I'll apply six with the cane while you rest your arm."
 
    
 
   Andrew was wriggling over the chair back. How could they discuss his punishment like that as if he weren't even there? As if he didn't have any feelings, bending like this, bare bottom exposed, all the while they are discussing how to hurt him most? It wasn't fair! Tears ran down his forehead.
 
    
 
   "All right, Miss Walker," Jack said, "you start with six of the tawse."
 
    
 
   "But he's had three already," Joanne said. Don't they count?"
 
    
 
   "Oh, these were just a free sample," Jack chuckled. "Just a demonstration. No charge." The girls giggled.
 
    
 
   After the 'first' six were applied with the tawse, accompanied by Andrew 's orchestration, Jack picked up his special cane.
 
    
 
   "Well, girls, now that you have observed the boy's reaction to the tawse, you will watch the boy's reaction to my cane."
 
    
 
   He positioned himself, raised the cane high, twisted his body back and then held it there.
 
    
 
   "I will place the first stroke on the same area as Miss Walker's first three, on the underbum just where it meets the thighs. That is a good spot for repeated attention because it hurts more and because that's where he normally perches on his hard school desk. It will keep his mind concentrated on why his behind is so sore."
 
    
 
   He brought the cane down after stepping in for two paces and it lashed sharply across that sensitive area. It landed so hard on that already mistreated area that the boy raised his head and howled. It seemed to bury itself into his bottom so deeply the girls thought that it had almost disappeared, but Jack was simply following through as though he was caning beyond the chair, almost pushing the boy further over the low back.
 
    
 
   "You see?" Jack said, raising the cane once more, "most effective." This as the boy screamed with such intensity it left the two guests rather shocked, they had never seen a boy caned by a powerful man before, the sheer violence of it was staggering.
 
    
 
   The second and third all landed on that same sore spot and the boy was writhing, trying desperately not to jump up to hold and protect his poor blazing backside. Three more slightly above the first three and the first act was over. By now the boy’s bottom was like a raging fire from the strap but now indented with curious looking cane weals with strange lumps all along the marks which stretched from one side of his buttocks to the other. “Look” called Susan excitedly “Mr Pryor’s cane has made him bleed already”. Her two friends now had eyes like saucers. Jack looked to his right; seeing that it was now a good time to move to a different position. As scene one of act two began, Jack made room for Elizabeth to inflict her second dose with the tawse, whilst the attention of the girls was centred on the squirming bottom across the chair. To his delight he could see that all three girls were wearing white knickers, not that they were aware of their display.
 
    
 
   And so it proceeded. After a short intermission, scenes one and two alternated between tawse and cane for the second act. Then another intermission and act three followed. The girls watched, awed, as the well-whipped boy lay motionless across the chair, his backside heavily striped and bruised, with blood trickling down the back of his legs, the whole area gradually swelling up dramatically.
 
    
 
   They stood and almost applauded as the curtain fell on a snivelling boy being led by the ear back to his room. Jack noticed that the girls were all looking flushed with the two guests almost shell shocked by what they had seen. Susan though was most satisfied and the most in need of changing her underwear, with Joanne and Helen not far behind.
 
    
 
   Continued in Volume 7…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   The Continuing Saga of
 
   Mistress Nastassja and Sonny 

Chapter 3
 
    
 
   By Sonny Boy Jacobsen
 
    
 
   That afternoon the weather was hot and sunny, so the Grand Mistress Nastassja Kinska and her co-conspirator Mistress Brenda decided to do a little nude sunbathing. They lay out on padded chaise loungers in the garden, what with the seclusion of the house allowing them to be naked. The ever-hapless Sonny Boy was instructed to rub suntan lotion over their slender bodies, and so not surprisingly, he had a throbbing erection by the time he was finished. When he informed his Mistress Nastassja, better known to her other dominant female friends as ‘Nasty’, she looked at him with distaste. "Oh Sonny, what are we going to do with you?" she said with mock exasperation. Brenda chuckled quietly. "It's so small I'm amazed you can tell if he's hard or not," she said, "It must be because you're his Mistress or something." They both chuckled while Sonny blushed furiously.
 
    
 
   For a couple of hours they both lay in the sun, while Sonny brought them drinks and magazines, and was then required to rub lotion all over himself and then stand beside them, awaiting their pleasure. It was torture for him having to just stand with nothing to do but stare at two gorgeous naked women. His cock was hard and begged for relief, but he knew he dared not touch himself. He stood still, nearly shivering with lust and quite understandably wondering what was going to happen next.
 
    
 
   After a while, his Mistress turned over and looked at him. "Sonny," she said languidly, "I think the garden needs some water. Get the hose out and do it, would you?" Sonny eagerly complied; glad to have something manly to do. Before long though, he heard his Mistress call him, and saw her and Brenda heading towards him. "Sonny, set the nozzle to a fine spray and then turn the hose on us,” his Mistress said. "It will be just the thing to cool us down." Sonny did as he was told, plying the mist of water over his Mistress and her lesbian lover. Nasty and Brenda shrieked and giggled, dancing around in the spray like two little schoolgirls. 
 
    
 
   Then his Mistress came towards him and took the hose from him. "Your turn now, darling," she said pleasantly, and Sonny smiled gratefully at her. He was very hot, and the water looked like fun. Nasty stepped back and as she did so switched the hose nozzle to narrow jet. She then turned it on her boy, who shrieked as the icy blast of water hit him in the butt. Nasty and Brenda howled with laughter as they blasted ice cold water all over the unfortunate lad’s posterior.
 
    
 
   When Nasty finally turned the hose off, Brenda beckoned Sonny over to them. "Aren't you grateful for that nice cold shower?" she chuckled. "If you like, we can stuff the hose up your ass and give you a powerful enema you'll never forget!"
 
    
 
   Sonny's face grew pale and his eyes widened in terror. Nasty laughed. "Come on Brenda, you know you wouldn't do that. You might injure him." She grinned at Sonny. "Still, a normal enema wouldn't do you any harm, now would it?” The three of them went inside, where Nasty and Brenda marched Sonny to the bathroom, bent him over the sink and soon had a large enema pumped into his churning bowels. To his horror, he had to hold it in while his Mistress and Brenda took a leisurely shower, only being allowed to expel it once they had finished and were already toweling off.
 
    
 
   In the evening, the women lazed around in the living room, making Sonny finger and lick them until they had both had several orgasms. Then his Mistress took the boy upstairs to his bedroom, greased up his bottom, and gave him a nice long, slow fuck with a strap-on dildo. Nasty adored the way the boy writhed and moaned under her weight, his firm young buttocks tightening and relaxing as she slid the dildo in and out of his boy-hole. She kept this sort of thing going on for as long as she could stand, before finally allowing herself to come, her orgasm rolling through her body, setting every nerve on fire. Then she removed the dildo, rolled the boy onto his back, and kissed him passionately, forcing her tongue into his mouth. Sonny was stunned, and was just beginning to be able to return the kiss when his Mistress broke it. She looked down at him, her eyes filled with lust. "Consider yourself lucky I don’t make you lick that dildo - clean." she said huskily. "I could make your life real miserable around here if I wanted to." With that, she got up and left, telling Sonny to go to sleep.
 
    
 
   The next day dawned hot and bright, and was largely a repeat of the previous one. Sonny went through another morning exercise session with Mistress Brenda. In the afternoon, both women sunbathed again and Sonny waited on them as before. This time Sonny was not hosed down with icy water, however. In the evening, he serviced them both with his fingers and his tongue, but this time it was Brenda who took him upstairs. Sonny was nervous, knowing how Brenda liked to play rough. 
 
    
 
   Brenda surprised him, however, by having him lie down on his stomach and massaging his shoulders, back and buttocks with soothing oil. She was very good at it, and Sonny felt the stresses and tension in his muscles melting away. The oil had a heavy wintergreen scent, which both relaxed and aroused him. Brenda worked methodically down his body, until she was kneading his buttocks. "You do have a cute bottom, Sonny." she murmured. "Really nice and round and firm." Sonny sighed and felt his cock growing stiff under him. Brenda reached down between his legs and tickled his balls. "Mmm, what a sexy boy."
 
    
 
   She leaned forward, allowing her breasts to press against Sonny's back, and whispered in his ear. "Is the sexy boy ready to be fucked? Is he going to ask nicely for it?" Sonny swallowed and said "Please Mistress Brenda, please fuck me."
 
    
 
   Brenda sighed. "Mmmmm, and what exactly should I do Sonny?" she said, all the while continuing to fondle his balls. Sonny gasped and said, "Please put your big fake cock up my tight little ass and fuck me good and hard!" He blushed as he said it, partly out of embarrassment at having to say the words, but also because he was ashamed to admit that part of him, the naughty submissive part deep within, desperately wanted it.
 
    
 
   Brenda slowly slid her strap-on cock into his ass, sliding it inside him as gently as she could. Then she rested herself on her elbows, pressing her body against him as she began to undulate her hips, fucking him with a smooth leisurely motion. Sonny groaned and squirmed slightly under her. Brenda breathed heavily, panting into Sonny's ear, her hot breath on his cheek. "Mmmm, aren't you a hot little pussy boy." she breathed. "I love feeling your body move under me as I slide my big cock in and out of your boy-hole." 
 
    
 
   Sonny moaned, feeling aroused by Brenda's words in spite of himself. He was torn between feelings of lust and shame, and felt overwhelmed and helpless. Brenda continued to fuck him whilst whispering dirty things into his ear. Her movements gradually became more urgent as her climax started to build. She reached down with one arm and slid her hand under Sonny's hips, cupping his semi-hard cock. 
 
    
 
   "Mmm yes." she cried. "Ooh fuck yes! Fuck back at me, sissy-boy. Buck those hips back against my cock." She squeezed Sonny's pintle, making him lift his hips involuntarily as she thrust forward, driving the dildo deeper up his ass. Sonny groaned loudly, and his cock grew stiff as Brenda's hand pressed around it. "Ooh YES!" cried Brenda, continuing to Sonny her squeezes with the thrusts of her hips, giving him long, deep thrusts. "Tell me how much you love getting fucked up the ass!"
 
    
 
   "I l-l-love it!" gasped Sonny, his body trembling with conflicting sensations. On the one hand, his bottom ached from the dildo, yet on the other hand, his cock was hard and throbbing, and at least a part of him was starting to like it. "Fuck me, Mistress! Ugh! Ram that big cock up my butt! I love taking your cock up my ass!" He blushed furiously and whimpered as Brenda started to really pump him, her orgasm drawing closer and closer. Her hand kept on squeezing his cock; it was almost painful now, but Sonny was so caught up in the moment he hardly noticed. He actually began to fuck his hips back of his own accord, matching Brenda's own rhythm. The two of them bucked and grunted on the bed until finally Brenda came, moaning loudly and slamming her strap-on hard up Sonny's bare butt. Her hand clutched his dick tightly and that sent him over the edge, making him groan and shoot his load all over his bed, until it became a dribble running over Brenda's fingers.
 
    
 
   After a few moments, Brenda eased the dildo out of his butt and sat down on the edge of the bed, pulling Sonny up to sit beside her. She put one arm around his shoulders, and held the other one up to his face, her fingers still dripping with fresh sticky boy-cum. 
 
    
 
   "Here, lick my fingers clean," she commanded, and Sonny leant forward and, lowering his eyes, did as he was told, lapping his cum off her hand. When he had finished, Brenda smiled and stroked his face. "You liked that, didn't you, you little sissy?" she asked mischievously. Sonny's face turned crimson, and he nodded. "Y-yes Mistress Brenda," he stammered. Now that the moment was over, he felt intensely embarrassed and ashamed of himself. Brenda chuckled. "What's the matter, feel a bit self-conscious now that we're done?" she asked. 
 
    
 
   Sonny looked up at her and nodded, surprised by her understanding. "Yes Mistress." he said more clearly. "I just feel really strange." Brenda chuckled again. "Well I'm not surprised!" she exclaimed. “A 19 year old boy with a tiny dick who gets off by having grown women fuck him up the ass with a hard rubber strap-on! I’ll bet you feel strange!" She laughed again, and Sonny's eyes began to fill with tears. It was true, he was a sissy, he thought miserably. Brenda gave him a quick hug, and then stood up. "Come on, sissy boy. Get into bed and stop blubbering. Unless you really want something to cry about, of course." Hearing that threat, Sonny quickly wiped his eyes and jumped into bed.
 
    
 
   The next day dawned dull and humid. Dark clouds ominously filled the sky and it was extremely dank and muggy. Sonny and Brenda were both dripping with sweat by the time they finished their morning exercise routine.
 
    
 
   Brenda took great delight in making Sonny lick the sweat off her body, in particular from the cleft of her bottom. By lunchtime, the weather had broken, loud claps of thunder and flashes of lightning heralding a terrific downpour of rain. As the three of them were just finishing lunch, Brenda smiled at Nastassja and said "You know, when I was a little girl, the lady who used to do all the cooking for us always used to say that the kitchen was the place to be when it was bad weather outside, because there was always something to do there." Nasty smiled back. "Yes, that sounds like an excellent idea to me." They both giggled, and Sonny looked at them nervously, sensing that they were planning something wicked and depraved.
 
    
 
   He did not have to wait long to find out what it was they had in mind. Once the lunch things were cleared away, Nasty gave the boy a pair tight of pink nylon bikini panties to put on, and then stood him in the middle of the kitchen. She and Brenda sat at the kitchen table and stared at him. Nasty grinned. "Now then, Brenda, let me show you that special recipe,” she said. "You just need some virgin oil, a couple of hot chili peppers, and some fresh root ginger." She took these ingredients out and set them on the counter as Sonny watched her nervously. "First of all, you put some of the oil into a blender with the hot peppers and blend it together until it's a nice smooth texture and the peppers are almost thoroughly absorbed by the oil." The blender whirred on for a few seconds, while Sonny looked on in confusion. Nasty poured the hot peppery oil into a bowl. 
 
    
 
   "Now, take your peeled ginger root and baste it liberally with the pepper oil." She dipped the peeled ginger root into the oil, swirling it in the bowl until it was covered with oil. "We'll just leave that in there to soak up the oil a bit." she said, then moved over to a drawer and took out a pastry brush. Then she turned to Sonny. "Come here Sonny, and pull your panties down to your ankles." Sonny moved over to her and did as he was told. "Hands on head." snapped Nasty, and Sonny obeyed. Nasty then dipped the brush into the hot peppery oil and began painting Sonny's buttocks with it, using quick up and down strokes, paying particular attention to the crack of his ass, all they way down to the backs of his balls.
 
    
 
   When his bottom was all covered in oil, she moved round and applied oil to the head of his cock and also his dangling balls. Sonny could feel a heat starting to rise where the oil was touching his skin. "There, just coat the subject liberally with oil," she said, grinning fiercely. "And now for the final touch, bend over the back of this kitchen chair Sonny." Sonny duly bent over, well guessing what was coming next. Sure enough, Nasty took the peeled ginger root and inserted it brusquely up and into his bottom. Without further ado, she roughly pulled his bikini panties back up, hiking them up high on his pantywaist, hard enough so that they would find their way in between his bottom cheeks, which had the salutary effect of holding the ginger root firmly in place, and then ordered him to straighten up. 
 
    
 
   Tears filled Sonny's eyes. The peeled ginger root up his ass was bad enough, but the hot peppery oil it had been soaked in positively burned his boy-butt. And now the hot peppery oil had likewise soaked into his skin and was burning fiercely as well. His butt and balls felt like they were on fire, and the heat on the sensitive tip of his penis was particularly maddening. Sweat broke out all over his body, and his face reddened. He grimaced, gritting his teeth, and Nasty and Brenda began to chuckle. "You see?" said Nasty. "It really lights a fire in him!" They both laughed out loud, and Sonny wailed. 
 
    
 
   Brenda looked at him. "Does it hurt Sonny Boy?" she asked with mock sympathy. "Y-yes Mistress Brenda," groaned Sonny, squirming and twitching as the volatile oils made his skin throb and burn. Brenda smiled. "Is that why you keep dancing and squirming around?" she asked. "Yes M-Mistress Brenda." Sonny said, twisting and shifting his weight from one foot to the other. Brenda grinned. "Well then, we'll have to do something about that." She picked up another kitchen chair and carried it over to Sonny. 
 
    
 
   Meanwhile, Nastassja opened a drawer and took out some lengths of rope. "Now then, would you like me to take that peeled ginger root out of your ass before we tie you to the chair?" Nasty asked, crossing over to the boy. Sonny looked at her pleadingly. "Oh yes! Yes please Mistress!" Nasty smiled cruelly. "Well too bad, ‘cause I ain't gonna’!" Brenda burst out laughing and Sonny whimpered. "Sit down boy," snapped Nasty, shoving the boy down onto the chair. She and Brenda quickly tied his wrists to the back of the kitchen chair, his ankles to the legs, and then wrapped a rope around his waist a couple of times, tying it off tightly behind him. 
 
    
 
   Sonny was now unable to move, and yet the burning in his bottom and balls was worse than ever. He struggled vainly against the ropes; sweat covering his face, his teeth clenched and his eyes filling with tears. Nasty and Brenda sat down opposite him and watched him intently. "Look at him squirm!" exclaimed Nastassja happily. "Doesn't he look wonderful?" Brenda grinned and put her arm around her lesbian lover’s curvaceous ass. "He certainly does. You must be very proud, having a boy who looks so good in women's panties with a hot spicy ginger root stuffed up his butt!" They both fell about laughing, while Sonny wailed and suffered in front of them.
 
    
 
   Sonny sobbed quietly. His bottom ached from being constantly stretched and filled by the burning pepper-oil-covered ginger root, not to mention his skin tingled and itched horribly where the peppery oil had been applied, and the added dimension of the stiff ropes itched something terrible. 
 
    
 
   "Mmm, isn't this fun!" laughed Brenda, throwing her arms around Nastassja. Nasty laughed, then returned the hug and kissed Brenda lustily. "Sure is babe, and it's made me really horny. Why don't we leave the brat here for a while and go and have some fun?" Brenda giggled and slid her hands over Nasty's ass and gave them a little squeeze. "Sounds good to me, you little wombat." she purred seductively. Nasty grinned and turned to Sonny. "We're going to go and have a good long fuck now, Sonny." she chuckled. "Don’t go away!"  The two women went upstairs laughing, and left Sonny sitting alone to stew in his own juices.
 
    
 
   In fact, it was not too long before the rain stopped, and when it did Nasty and Brenda came back downstairs and entered into the kitchen, arms entwined around each other’s waists. The sun was coming out, and it was pretty warm. The two women had changed into tiny bikinis, and marched over and examined the boy. 
 
    
 
   Nasty and Brenda laughed loudly. "Nice one!" exclaimed Nasty, but I think we're going to need to cut him loose to get him properly cleaned up." They got some pruning scissors and used them to cut the sodden ropes holding Sonny Boy to the chair. Sonny cautiously stretched his limbs and instantly grimaced with pain as cramps ripped through his sore muscles. Brenda grabbed him and hauled him upright, but as soon as she let go he collapsed to the floor in pain.
 
    
 
   Brenda kicked him casually in the butt. "Oh for Pete's sake!" she cried. "You really are a pathetic little sissy, aren't you?" She knelt down and rolled Sonny onto his stomach. He lay on the warm kitchen floor, whimpering as Brenda unceremoniously yanked down his panties and pulled the peeled ginger root roughly from his bottom. Sonny yelled as it came out, but then relaxed slightly. Brenda waved it under his nose. "You're lucky I don't make you eat this for dinner!" she said angrily, then threw it in the trash.
 
    
 
   Nasty stopped and surveyed the room. "This place is a mess!" she exclaimed crossly. "Sonny, I want this place cleaned up right now, and if it isn't done right you'll get a good hard whipping. Now get on with it!" With that, she and Brenda departed, leaving the tired and aching boy to start the cleaning. Sonny worked hard, and when his Mistress did return, she said he could go and rest, even though he was not quite finished. 
 
    
 
   Sonny thanked her gratefully, and went to shower and then quite literally he collapsed on his bed for a few hours respite until dinner. After they had eaten, Sonny was allowed to return to his room. His Mistress had given him permission to put some soothing cocoa butter lotion on his skin, which was still burning from its earlier treatment, and he had gratefully done so. It was getting late when his Mistress came to his room. She sat down on his bed next to him and smiled gently. 
 
    
 
   "Are you feeling better now Sonny?" she asked. Sonny nodded. "Yes thank you Mistress,” he said quietly. "It's starting not to burn so much now." Nasty stroked his cheek. "That's a good boy," she said. "You know, it won't be long now before your summer vacation is over. So Brenda and I have decided that we're going to have a special day tomorrow, as it could be our last chance for us to do things together with just the three of us." She grinned. "I think it's going to be a lot of fun," she said, and there was a hint of ferocity in her voice, which made Sonny shiver. He could well imagine what his two Mistresses might regard as 'fun'. Nastassja smiled. "So you settle down and get a good night's sleep, you'll need all your strength tomorrow." She rose and left the room, turning around to check out his expression as she went. Sure enough, Sonny lay in the bed, his eyes wide open, and his mind awash with images of what might happen to him in the morning. But at the same time, he was checking out her ass in spite of himself. So she had not been wrong after all. Eventually he slipped into sleep, but it was a restless night. 
 
    
 
   It was almost afternoon when they came for him again. Sonny looked up as Nasty and Brenda entered the room, both looking absurd as usual clad only in their skimpy bikinis. He still felt very sore all over, but it was easing slightly. He stared at them fearfully. Nastassja came over and took his hand, pulling him up off the bed. "Come on Sonny," she said briskly. She led him downstairs with Brenda following them, and went out of the house. As they headed out of the kitchen door, Sonny realized where they were going and his blood ran cold in his veins. "Oh please Mistress! Please don't!" he wailed pitifully. "Don't spank me now! I still hurt from yesterday! I've tried to be good, really I have!" 
 
    
 
   Nasty continued to stride towards the old stable, her arms clenched tightly around Sonny's left arm while Mistress Brenda was doing likewise on his right. "Oh don't be such a pathetic little sissy!" Nastassja balked. "I'm fed up with you whining all the time. Yesterday I warned you that if you did not have the kitchen all cleaned up by the time we got back, you would be in for a nice hard whipping, and that's all there is to it! It's been way overdue if you ask me, and I love seeing your naughty butt turn red and hearing you screaming like a little girl."
 
    
 
   They both hauled Sonny into the punishment room, and quickly forced him down over the whipping bench and fastened him down fast. Then Nasty went to the cupboard and took out two well-oiled leather straps, one of which she handed to Brenda. They took their positions, one on either side of Sonny. Nasty nodded to Brenda, and both women swung their straps alternately, bringing them down good and hard across Sonny's bare bottom. Sonny screamed as the two quarter-inch thick straps burned into his defenseless bare butt. Then they began to strap him in earnest, left, right, left, right, left, right. Stroke after stroke rained down on his welted butt-cheeks. Nasty and Brenda went at him like two women possessed, their faces covered with sweat from their exertions, their lips pressed tightly together with grim determination, both contending to make this a most-memorable punishment the young boy would not soon forget. They were both caught up with the excitement of female domination, and Sonny's squeals and protests were only like music to their ears.
 
    
 
   Soon after, Nasty started to work her implement further down, strapping Sonny's thighs, allowing the tip of her strap to coil wickedly around his leg and bite into the tender skin of his inner thighs. Without further ado, Brenda followed suit. Sonny simply struggled, pulling in vain against his bonds as his terrible ordeal continued. His screams turned to hoarse wracking sobs as his Mistress and her lesbian cohort continued to strap his bare buttocks and thighs. Nastassja and Brenda preferred to work each buttock and thigh separately, so that each stroke could whip in between the cheeks, rather than whipping each strap stroke across both cheeks, but of course gave him some of that as well, and soon his entire backside and thighs was the color of a fiery sunset. Sonny meanwhile was almost beside himself in his paroxysms of pain. As fit as they were, Nastassja and Brenda eventually tired and put down their by now warm-to-the-touch spanking straps and quickly unfastened Sonny's bonds. 
 
    
 
   When he eventually regained his composure, he was lying face down on his bed. His Mistress was there, and handed him a small shot glass filled halfway with peppermint schnapps. "Drink this," she said soothingly, "it will ease the pain and help you sleep." Sonny sipped slowly, aware of the pain filling his body. His Mistress smiled. "You've done very well today Sonny, and I'm very proud of you. Not too many slaves could take a double-strapping punishment like that with such fortitude. Mistress Brenda is quite envious of me!" she said. "But for now at least we're going to give you a complete rest and make sure you're fully recuperated. No more exercises or punishments for now. Brenda and I are going to look after you really well." Tears of relief formed in Sonny's eyes as he handed the empty glass back to his Mistress. Nastassja smiled soothingly. 
 
    
 
   "That's a good boy. Now you try to get some rest. Just remember that it is all over for the time being." She got up and went to the door. "After all," she said, pausing as she opened the door. "Just think of the fun we're going to have when you are feeling better!"
 
    
 
   finis 
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Pettified Clock Watcher
 
   


  
 

Chapter 2
 
    
 
   After a few months I found Robert becoming a little too rebellious for my liking. He clearly needed to be taken further into line! After he questioned my authority once too often and complained about his status, (he went so far as to say he was not going to take it anymore!) I simply smiled, "Is that so Robert," for I had already made plans for this likely happening. 
 
    
 
   These I implemented immediately. Just a few phone calls were required to set everything up for the very next day. I 'reminded' Robert later that afternoon that he had a dentist's appointment I had set some weeks ago for the next morning, a Saturday. "You can wear your male attire over your feminine undergarments. There is a bus leaves at 8.20 at the top of the road that will get you there on time. You can have the morning off, but work an extra hour this evening. You had better not miss your appointment!" 
 
    
 
   Well even though Robert is absolutely terrified of dentists, to the point of a phobia, I think he both appreciated the time off and the need to have is teeth checked out. 
 
    
 
   He arrived on time and was greeted by the dental nurse, a good friend of mine, Dharma. She was born in Persia, though she left over twenty years ago. She is dark skinned, lithe and slim, quite beautiful, but she is very dispassionate about pain and suffering, especially in men. She was ill treated by her father who later tried to place her in an arranged marriage. She rebelled and is now in a relationship with another lady having spurned men all together. 
 
    
 
   Dharma greeted Robert with a smile; dressed in her white tunic, white stockings and shoes and her hair pulled back very tightly in a severe French bun. The style left her dark hair plastered to her head and emphasised her angular face and piercing brown eyes. There was not a wisp of hair loose. 
 
    
 
   "Good morning, Mr Steele. Come right in, the dentist will be here shortly." She led Robert into the dentist's suite and sat him in the dental chair. After making sure he was quite comfortable she adjusted the seat, lowering him down in a reclined position. 
 
    
 
   "I understand you're rather nervous about dentists?" she gently asked. 
 
    
 
   "That's right," laughed Robert nervously, "I am actually totally terrified, if I had my way I'd have gas even before the examination!" 
 
    
 
   "Well there is no need to worry, Mr Rodriguez is very gentle. To help you though I'll just give you a little needle… just to help you relax, you certainly look very tense." 
 
    
 
   "Oh, that would be wonderful," smiled Robert, "I really am scared of dentists." 
 
    
 
   "This won't hurt at all and you'll still be conscious, it just helps you relax and take your mind off things." She then prepared the needle, swabbed Robert's arm with alcohol, and gently inserted the needle and its contents. 
 
    
 
   "How was that?" she cooed. 
 
    
 
   "That was fine, I didn't feel a thing," smiled Robert as he started to relax. 
 
    
 
   "That's very good," remarked Dharma in her soft nurse's voice, "but it is going to be quite a contrast with what happens next." 
 
    
 
   "What do you mean?" asked Robert rather nervously, and groggily as the anaesthetic started to work. 
 
    
 
   "Well you see the dentist isn't coming in today, it's just you and me. And I am going to really hurt you." It was only seconds after this exchange that Robert passed out. 
 
    
 
   It was a mild dose, but enough to knock him out for the few minutes for me to enter and help Dharma secure Robert into the chair with heavy leather straps around his ankles, knees, thighs, waist, chest, forehead, shoulders, upper arms and wrists. He was trussed like a fly in a spider's web, totally immobile. 
 
    
 
   When he awoke to the bright lights, my not so amused face, and Dharma's look of serene nonchalance, greeted him. He was obviously very scared. 
 
    
 
   "Hello Robert," I calmly remarked, "you are here to learn a lesson. Your remarks yesterday, and over the past few weeks have not impressed me. You know my expectations and I do not like my authority tested, so let's see if you still feel you want to challenge me or do anything about your position after today." 
 
    
 
   Robert simply shook in his bonds. 
 
    
 
   "Dharma is a good friend of mine and I am going to leave you in her care this morning whilst I go shopping. Please do exactly as Dharma asks of you as you will only be asked once, and you are not in a position to challenge her authority. 
 
    
 
   As you know Robert, I believe a punishment must achieve three objectives. It must provide retribution for the offence, it must ensure against a repetition of the offence and it must produce remorse and contrition in the culprit. To ensure these objectives are met Robert, I have asked Dharma to deliver the most extreme and prolonged pain possible. You are to be taken well past your pain threshold. Punishment without mercy. Not that Dharma ever shows mercy!" I laughed. "Dharma, perhaps you would like to explain to Robert what you have planned?" 
 
    
 
   I thought Robert's eyes were going to pop out in terror, this was his worst nightmare, and he was totally helpless to do anything about it! And he hadn't yet heard from Dharma. 
 
    
 
   Dharma smiled, and leaned over Robert. She had fitted her latex gloves while I was talking and also wore a full-face shield with a light attached. "Open wide," she ordered. Robert hesitated. Dharma's voice dripped icicles as she next spoke, "We can do this the easy way or the hard way. The end result is the same, you will open your mouth!" 
 
    
 
   Robert opened wide shaking like a leaf now as Dharma picked up a needle-like probe. She poked at one of his upper right rear teeth. "We are going to use the drill to expose the nerve on this tooth. We'll know when we have the nerve exposed properly by your screams. You remember what it feels like when the drill touches a nerve don't you Robert?" 
 
    
 
   Dharma didn't wait for an answer, "Well this will be far worse as we are not using any anaesthetic. Once we have exposed the nerve we'll play with it using the drill for a few minutes to expose more of it, while you shriek and scream. Once we have fully exposed it, I'll probe it for fifteen minutes or so with this needle. That will keep the pain alive better than the drill. 
 
    
 
   Then we're going to position this little tube right over the exposed nerve while I'll take a little rest for half an hour or so. I am afraid you won't be resting so well though. This will be blowing ice-cold air over the raw nerve ends. I am sure you can imagine how painful that will be. You know what a toothache is like on a cold day? This will be so much worse. Then, just in case that starts to numb a little, I am going to pack the cavity with these crystals. They are mildly acidic, they won't cause any lasting damage, but they will really flare up the nerve endings frightfully." 
 
    
 
   "Don't look so worried, I grinned, "the surgery is totally soundproof and the building is empty today, so you can scream and scream to your hearts content." 
 
    
 
   This did nothing to allay Robert's terror! 
 
    
 
   "Now you're booked in to have your tooth repaired on Monday morning, so I thought I would look at this tooth here too," continued Dharma, probing at a tooth on the lower left. That way you can't ease the pain with your tongue when you go home, there'll always be one tooth throbbing away - so you can suffer over the weekend with what will be a very painful, toothache…
 
    
 
   But since you didn't open your mouth when I asked you to, I am also going to play with this one here too." She smiled as she probed at another tooth." 
 
    
 
   I thought Robert might wet himself he was shaking so violently. 
 
    
 
   "If that's alright Claire?" she smiled, "I'll need him for three to four hours." 
 
    
 
   "That's fine," I smiled. 
 
    
 
   Dharma leaned back and looked down at Robert, with her slicked back hair, facemask and latex gloves she looked like an alien scientist. There was not a glint of concern or compassion in her eyes, and the coldness of her next words caused Robert to actually wet himself. "Robert let me make one thing very clear, I will enjoy hurting you, and I am going to be very, very thorough in making sure you suffer as much as possible for as long as possible. I have always wanted to play with the drill. I really want to hurt you…shall we start?" she smiled innocently at me. Her dispassionate nature only serving to further unnerve Robert. 
 
    
 
   Even I shivered at the callousness of her words. 
 
    
 
   "Yes, I guess so. There is little more to be said. Robert is well aware of why he is being punished. I shall see you after lunch Robert, suitably reformed and contrite I hope." 
 
    
 
   Robert finally managed to speak, "Please Ma'am, I beg of you, please don't do this, please I beg you. I'll never misbehave again, I accept everything, please, anything but this, and I’ll honestly do anything to show my respect. Please, I can't take this, please…" His voice was quavering. 
 
    
 
   "You really should have thought of that earlier Robert. It is a little late now." 
 
    
 
   "Please No Ma'am, don't let her hurt me, I beg of you, please, please I beg you. I'll do anything but please; I'll honestly do anything. Please, I'll do anything…" He started sobbing. "Please don't leave me with her, please…" 
 
    
 
   "Robert, I am prepared to consider a reprieve of your punishment, but the consequences may not suit you. What I have in mind will provide retribution for your behaviour; it will also ensure your future good behaviour and contrition. Moreover it will place you firmly as my chattel. I will ask you once and once only, if you wish me to consider your reprieve, will you agree to do exactly as I request, without hesitation?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Ma'am" Robert replied in total relief, "anything, anything but this." 
 
    
 
   Very well Robert. But if you hesitate just once you will be left with Dharma until late this evening, is that clear." 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am, Yes, Ma'am, thank you." 
 
    
 
   "I shall be back shortly." 
 
    
 
   I left the room briefly. I had expected this response knowing Robert's fear of dentistry. Susie was in the waiting room with the documents from my solicitor. Another good lady friend, very well connected in town. In fact she was the sister of the owner of one of the parlours Robert used to visit. As a consequence she had one or two little bits of knowledge that a certain, well placed judge would prefer his wife and the general public didn't know! That she used very discretely every now and again. 
 
    
 
   Susie and I were going shopping together later but she could now witness what I had planned for some time. 
 
    
 
   We re-entered the room and I loosened the wrist strap on Roberts arm so he could sign his name to the papers I had with me. 
 
    
 
   "Robert, you now have the opportunity to prove your contrition by accepting your position as my chattel. You will sign each of these papers to better establish your position in law, and to ensure you understand the pointlessness of rebelling at my authority. Susie and Dharma will witness your signature and attest to your willing co-operation." 
 
    
 
   At this point there was a knock on the door and Jessica, my solicitor arrived too. We exchanged pleasantries before I continued with Robert. "Jessica will also attest to everything being in order Robert and with three respected witnesses, any words of protest from you that you were forced to sign will not withstand legal scrutiny. So, please be assured you are signing yourself over to me quite legally. Now, sign here… Remember, without hesitation Robert, …." 
 
    
 
   Robert signed. "That placed the Mercedes in my name Robert…. Now sign here for the registration papers." 
 
    
 
   He was swallowing hard, but he knew he had no choice. I also knew that he realised that whilst he was signing items over to me, he still effectively retained an ownership, since if we divorced he would be entitled to half of everything anyway. But it was symbolic that he was handing things over to me and would make separation more difficult for him. 
 
    
 
   The process continued. Robert would sign and then I would advise what he was signing. 
 
    
 
   "That places the house in my name…
 
    
 
   That transfers your superannuation, and this next one is your stocks…
 
    
 
   These next one's are to transfer all the bank accounts and credit cards into my name. You will not be able to sign on any accounts in future, I will control legally our financial destiny…
 
    
 
   That's very good of you Robert, that makes me a director of the business…
 
    
 
   And that one is to transfer ownership of the business into my name… 
 
    
 
   Now this is a staff memo that we'll issue on Tuesday advising the staff that I have been appointed as the Marketing Director working with you. I intend to play a much more active role in the business Robert, under your guidance…
 
    
 
   Robert was getting extremely anxious and agitated now; the business was his baby - and his escape. But he kept signing. 
 
    
 
   "Don't worry I won't be doing anything to jeopardise the business, I am very bright and together we can make things even better, but I wish to be very active in the decision-making in future… 
 
    
 
   After all, I now own the business and I can remove you from the Board of Directors anytime I wish - since I am the sole shareholder. Isn't that right Jessica?" 
 
    
 
   "Most certainly," smiled Jessica. 
 
    
 
   "But I am letting you stay on as a director as I recognise your importance to the business… For the moment!" Those ominous words made Robert shiver violently. This had gone easier than I thought, he was clearly scared of his future, but even more terrified of Dharma, but I guess he still considered he owned half through marriage, and he would have lost half in a divorce anyway. 
 
    
 
   "Right this is the last one… Jessica, you might like to explain that one to Robert?" 
 
    
 
   Jessica spoke in the authoritarian voice, calculated and emotionless, of a senior partner in the city's largest commercial law firm, "Mr Steele, the latter document you signed is a pre-nuptial marriage agreement. It confirms that your desire to marry my client was so strong that, to allay her concerns over your intentions, both parties agreed that, in the event of a future separation, ownership of any assets would remain in the name of each party as stood at the point of separation and that neither party would have any hold over the other parties assets. This means that should you separate now, since you have no assets, and my client owns all the previous assets of the marriage, those assets will remain in my client's name and you shall have no legal recourse to seek a share of same. 
 
    
 
   In other words you are legally penniless and dependent upon my client's good will. Now my client has assured me, and through me yourself, that she does intend to retain your services as her maidservant. I also understand that this is your desire too, so you have nothing to fear and I am sure you shall both celebrate your respective achievements. You may of course choose to divorce my client, but you will have nothing." 
 
    
 
   Robert made to speak. 
 
    
 
   "Please don't interrupt me," rebuked Jessica, "now, as you know a pre-nuptial agreement is a legal document that must be registered with the courts prior to the marriage. This has been arranged due to the services of a friendly legal officer of high standing, so do not think that you can challenge the document. It refers to your sexual desire to be your future wife's chattel. Given the dates of asset transfer though I also had you sign the following documents to verify and further protect my client’s interests…. 
 
    
 
   "This one confirmed your acceptance of your wife's status as head of the household…
 
    
 
   This conveys that you relinquish any conjugal rights…. And accept that your wife may take lovers as she pleases… since you enjoy the idea of cuckoldry… 
 
    
 
   And finally this was a contractual arrangement for you to serve as a maidservant to your wife." 
 
    
 
   Robert was shaking violently, he realised the full implications now of what had occurred. 
 
    
 
   "As a legal contract this allows my client recourse to sue you should you breach the contract of servitude. That is all." Jessica was nothing except business like. Terribly matter-of-fact. In her smart Armani suit and blouse she was quite imposing. 
 
    
 
   "I suggest we go out to the office area. I need Claire (that's me) to sign some documents too and Susie and Dharma as witnesses,” she continued in her business like fashion. 
 
    
 
   With that Robert was left to contemplate his 'deal' and 'reprieve' alone. 
 
    
 
   Dharma signed the requisite documents and then left Susie and I with Jessica to finish off whilst she went in to 'check' on Robert. Robert would have heard the door close as we went to the downstairs coffee shop. 
 
    
 
   "How are you feeling now?" she asked, "relaxed?" 
 
    
 
   Robert didn't share her joke as he squirmed in his bonds. 
 
    
 
   Dharma casually tightened the loosened wrist strap before snapping her latex gloves back in place and replacing the face shield. Robert stared on bemused, and very nervous as Dharma picked up a rather strange object. It was two elongated cups one pointing up and one down, designed clearly to fit snugly over the teeth. The mechanism in between allowed a screw to turn forcing the cups apart. In position on the gums they would hold the mouth open and prevent closure. 
 
    
 
   Dharma smiled frigidly at Robert. "I want you to open your mouth so I can secure this in position." 
 
    
 
   Robert's voice was cracking as he hoarsely asked, "What f f f f for? I don't understand?" 
 
    
 
   "I'd have thought it obvious… it's a dental mouth gag. It will help keep your mouth wide open… there is no way on earth anyone could keep their mouth open for several hours whilst someone drills and torments their exposed nerves… and I don't want my fingers bitten!" 
 
    
 
   "But we're not doing that now, I signed everything over to Claire, it's over, ask Claire," whimpered Robert. 
 
    
 
   "Claire's left to go shopping with Susie… And she never mentioned anything to me." 
 
   "What do you mean?" Robert's voice was high-pitched with terror. 
 
   "As far as I am concerned, nothing has changed, what did Claire ask for… the most extreme and prolonged pain possible. So let's not waste any more time. I am sure you are as anxious to start as I am. Open wide and let's get this in place so we can start having some fun together…" 
 
    
 
   Well Robert erupted. He fought violently at his bonds and yelled as loud as he could. 
 
    
 
   "YOU CAN'T DO THIS… NO - NOOOH - YOU BITCH. NO! CLAIRE REPRIEVED ME. NO. IT'S NOT FAIR. NO WAY. LET ME GO. I CAN'T TAKE IT…HELP…HELP…CLAIRE…YOU'VE GOT TO STOP HER…" 
 
    
 
   He yelled until he was hoarse whilst Dharma just ignored him. He stopped, finally gasping for breath. 
 
    
 
   Dharma was icy cold when she addressed him again. "That was rather silly Robert…. I do not like disobedience. Now we're up to four teeth. 
 
    
 
   Robert started yelling in terror once more. "HELP ME…SOMEBODY, HELP ME…CLAIRE…DON'T LET HER DO THIS…NO FORGIVE ME PLEASE… STOP…" 
 
    
 
   Dharma was not interested in his pleas. She simply placed the dentist's gas mask over his face and slowly turned on the gas as his eyes opened wide in total shock, so much so they almost popped out! 
 
    
 
   When Robert came to a couple of minutes later his mouth was propped wide open by the dental gag Dharma had shown him moments before. He was unable to open his mouth any further, and nor could he close his mouth. It was held rigidly open. His tongue was also held in a clamp attached to the device so it couldn't move about. Robert was unable to talk or do anything more than make illegible sounds. Which in his fear he did! 
 
    
 
   "Now then," Dharma smiled frostily, switching on the drill with its evil drone, "so you think I am a bitch do you… let's see if I can make you regret those words…" 
 
    
 
   There was the fearful sound as the drill bit into the tooth, the frequency whining higher, a truly terrifying screech and then Robert erupted in a frenzy of pain as the drill touched the tender nerve. He shrieked aloud, his eyes wet with tears, his body quaking. 
 
    
 
   "Did I touch a raw nerve," smiled Dharma, "you big sooky, look at you blubbering like a baby at the first touch.” Robert was sobbing, shaking, and groaning in shock as the searing pain subsided. "Let's go a little deeper shall we," grinned Dharma as she continued in that same soft voice, "let's really flare it up, shall we?" 
 
    
 
   Once more Robert screamed violently as the high-speed drill tormented the nerve and sent fiery pain through his skull. Total agony. He jerked and spasmed as Dharma bit home again, his screams over-powering the sound of the drill. 
 
    
 
   "There," she smiled, "the nerve is nicely exposed now. Diddums, is it sore already? Oh poor dear, it is going to be so much worse, we've hardly even begun yet, and this is just the first tooth." 
 
    
 
   Now this time I am going to keep the drill just touching the edge of the nerve to expose it right up. But we'll keep it there for about a minute instead of a few seconds. Then we can spend fifteen minutes or so prodding it with the needle. Believe me Robert, you are going to find me very patient and very thorough. As the drill started to whir again I entered the room once more with Susie, Robert's high screams filtering around me, though the drill had not yet touched again. 
 
    
 
   Dharma put the drill down as Robert, realising my presence, pleaded with his eyes looking to me for release. 
 
    
 
   "Silly me," I laughed, "I forgot to tell Dharma not to start yet. Not to worry. I see she has barely brushed the nerve so far. 
 
    
 
   I promised that I would consider your reprieve didn't I?" 
 
    
 
   He tried to nod. The nerve was plainly hurting badly. 
 
    
 
   "Well you'll be pleased to know I discussed it in some depth over coffee with Jessica and Susie and they both agreed that the signing away of your rights, your assets, your business, constituted a punishment that met my requirements for retribution and was highly likely to cause you not to repeat the offence. They also agreed that you seemed genuinely contrite, and you did take your punishment well, you didn't hesitate at all. And it is going to have a big and lasting effect on your future. 
 
    
 
   So on that basis we agreed you deserved your reprieve." 
 
    
 
   Relief flowed visibly through his body. 
 
    
 
   "And I must admit to my total agreement with Jessica and Susie on all points!" 
 
    
 
   Robert relaxed totally. 
 
    
 
   "With this in mind I am sure you will respect and appreciate even further what I am about to suggest next. For your own good, my rules give you security, they ensure you know exactly where you stand. You have clearly learnt your lesson." 
 
    
 
   Robert lay there quite content now. 
 
    
 
   "We both know that in granting you a reprieve though, I perhaps take away your security blanket. You may in future think, 'she may change her mind', and never really know where you stand. So, whilst it hurts me greatly to think of you suffering after you have been so good and so contrite, I am going to suggest that for your own best interest, we ask Dharma to continue anyway. Knowing how it hurts me to see you suffer I know you will respect me all the more for this." 
 
    
 
   Panic and fear rushed back in to Robert's features. 
 
    
 
   "So Robert, what do you think of my suggestion?" 
 
    
 
   Robert uttered some unintelligible sounds. I allowed him a few seconds before continuing. 
 
    
 
   "Well seeing as Robert has no clear views to the contrary, we'll assume he sees the benefits too…. Dharma, please continue with the original punishment, without clemency or mercy." I finished. 
 
    
 
   Robert was like a fear struck deer. 
 
    
 
   "Now you'll have to please excuse me Robert, I don't think I can stomach what Dharma has planned for you. Thank you for your kind gestures and committing yourself to my servitude. Susie and I will be off now and we'll see you again after lunch. 
 
    
 
   Good bye Dharma, you don't mind us leaving you alone do you?" 
 
    
 
   "Not at all, you guys have a great time and a lovely lunch. Take your time; it's a beautiful day. Don't worry about us; we're really looking forward to the time together! And don't trouble yourself over Robert; you know he wouldn't want you to spoil your day worrying about him. If he could talk now I am sure he would thank you profusely for the thought you put into such a difficult decision. Wouldn't you Robert?” 
 
    
 
   Dharma smiled mischievously down at him as he gurgled and tried to scream in his abject terror. "And I promise not to let either of you down. Now off you go." 
 
    
 
   We kissed cheeks and left as Dharma turned once more to Robert, his tooth still sending sharp pangs of pain through his body. "Let's not waste any more time eh? I am sure you want to keep going too. Where were we? Yes, we were just about to treat you to a full minute of the drill on your nerve weren't we?" 
 
    
 
   As I closed the door, the drill once more whined and I heard Robert scream, as though he were gripped in a vice of agony. 
 
    
 
   And Dharma did live up to her word, that drill plied the fragile nerve for a full minute as Robert screamed and screamed relentlessly before she put the drill down and picked up her needle probe to continue his torment. 
 
    
 
   It was gone four o'clock when I finally returned to collect Robert. Susie and I had indeed had a good time. 
 
    
 
   As soon as I entered the surgery I was greeted by Robert's hoarse screams. Dharma was sitting unconcerned at her desk filing her nails. 
 
   "Hi!" she greeted me warmly. 
 
    
 
   "I'm sorry I took so long." 
 
    
 
   "Don't mention it, I just kept going, we ended up opening up six teeth." 
 
    
 
   I don't think I could have taken six hours of Robert's screams, but Dharma looked refreshed and happy, quite untroubled by the agonised cries. 
 
   "I opened up four nerves on the lower teeth. I've got him sitting upright now with small ice blocks in the exposed cavities. Quite a cacophony don't you think? I don't think he's stopped screaming for a second since you left, that's why he is so hoarse!" 
 
   I was not ready for the sight that greeted me when Dharma led me into the surgery. 
 
   Robert had aged twenty years. He was quite gaunt, his face etched in deep lines of pain, fear, and terror. His eyes were red from crying and sobbing, his voice hoarse, his cheeks were wet from his tears, his body had lost weight in just a few hours and he was soaked in sweat from straining at his bonds as he writhed in pain. His trousers were damp from wetting himself. He would not be challenging my authority ever again. Not if it meant another visit to Dharma!!!! 
 
    
 
   Robert was barely coherent as Dharma removed the mouth gag and I undid his bonds. He was clearly in a dreadful plight, his teeth throbbing in pain. He could barely talk as Dharma turned to him. He sobbed aloud. 
 
    
 
   "Now, I think you owe me an apology for calling me names?" 
 
    
 
   "I am tho thowy for calling you a a" he sobbed in pain, "bitch. Pwease forgive me." 
 
    
 
   Dharma just smiled, "Truth be known I am a bitch dear, as you now know!" 
 
    
 
   "Well we'd better be off, thank you so much Dharma. Robert aren't you going to thank Dharma for your punishment?" 
 
    
 
   "Fank you Mith for haking so much twouble to spend the time unishin me" he groaned through his traumatised mouth. 
 
    
 
   "My pleasure," smiled Dharma, "I have had a ball. Perhaps I might see you again if you're naughty!" 
 
    
 
   Dharma and I kissed cheeks as we bid good-bye. 
 
    
 
   Robert endured the most horrendous toothache over the weekend and was quite incapable of working or eating. It must have been a blessed relief when he visited Doctor Rodriguez on the Monday to repair his mouth. Gosh only knows what the doctor thought had happened! 
 
    
 
   Tuesday was also a hard day for Robert with the announcement that he had appointed me as the firm's marketing director. 
 
    
 
   Cuckoldry
 
   I must say I do enjoy cuckolding Robert. His frustration, the crushing of his ego, his yearning desires, and his embarrassment all add an extra spice to a relationship, especially if the gentleman in question meets Robert. 
 
    
 
   One of my most fun-filled experiences occurred whilst I was still Vice-President Marketing. I had gone away for two weeks on business with Robert. 
 
    
 
   Now we had been working closely together whilst away. We had shared adjoining rooms, but Robert had served me frequently with his tongue. We had had some very successful business meetings and we had really worked well as a team. We had very much been one on one, as we had to accomplish our business objectives. And since socialising had been business orientated we had been largely equal in the relationship. So I rather think Robert had hopes of us moving back towards a more 'normal' married relationship. 
 
    
 
   I think it was rather a blow for him then when, on the flight home I took great delight, within hearing of a few passengers, and whilst the flight attendant was serving Robert, of advising Robert that I would be going to the gym that afternoon, followed by a game of tennis. He could drive via the office where I would leave him, taking the car, and he could take a taxi home. 
 
    
 
   I then advised. "I have a date with James tonight, a nice romantic dinner for two at Roseanne's. You can stay home and wash and iron all our clothes from the trip, plus my sports gear as I'll be playing tennis again tomorrow (Saturday) morning with Dharma." Roseanne's is an upmarket restaurant some 12 miles from where we live. 
 
    
 
   He certainly got a rather odd look of disgust from our flight attendant! 
 
    
 
   Upon our return our luggage was placed in the trunk. Robert drove back to the office from where I took the car. 
 
    
 
   That evening I advised Robert, "I have changed my mind, you can chauffeur James and I to the restaurant tonight and wait while we eat before driving us home. That way we can both enjoy a little wine. Make sure you take your sewing basket with you so you can keep yourself occupied for a few hours. (Robert always has a little embroidery on the go for idle moments such as these.) 
 
    
 
   I had Robert assist me getting ready. This I know is hard for him as I dress nice and sexy and he gets to see me in my lingerie which really turns him on, though he cannot even touch. Yet he knows another man will not only caress me as well as the soft sensuous fabrics, he will also enjoy the ultimate pleasure in my bed later that night. Whilst Robert sleeps alone in his frustration. 
 
    
 
   Robert has always had a fetish for ladies with their hair in curlers so I make sure that I prepare my hair in his presence to tease and taunt him further. I take pleasure in trying on different underwear and dresses asking him which he thinks is sexier and which does he think my lover will enjoy the most. I know it hurts him deeply to do this and I play it as though he is another girl without any lustful feelings of his own. 
 
    
 
   Finally I will ask him, "When I return home with James and it's time to slip into something more comfortable, which negligee do you think I should wear?" I then stroke and caress my body before him nearly driving him up the wall with lust and jealousy. His organ is ramrod erect, like a bar of steel, so one can see it pushing up his skirt. Gosh that is a turn on for me. My juices flow ready for an exciting night ahead. 
 
   James arrived punctually as always at seven thirty and I had Robert open the front door, blushing bright red. Robert curtsies and invites James in taking him through to the lounge where he offers him a drink while he waits for me to come down. This is so humiliating for Robert with just the two of them there. After serving James with a drink, (Robert is not allowed alcoholic beverages under any circumstances), he curtsies once more and politely asks, "Would there be anything else Sir?" This always amuses James. Once dismissed Robert waits to one side for my arrival. 
 
   I made a big point of coming over to James, who rose to greet me and I took hold of him tightly for a long passionate kiss as James held me close and caressed my buttocks. We kissed passionately for a few minutes before James held me back to remark on my dress. I had a short cocktail dress on with a slit to one side showing off my long legs. James grinned at what he saw as we kissed once more and he slipped his hands down lower to caress my stocking clad thighs. 
 
    
 
   "Mmmmmmmm, you look gorgeous," smiled James. 
 
    
 
   "Yes," I smiled, "but you'll you have to wait till later tonight before you enjoy me fully, let's go before we make ourselves late. 
 
    
 
   Robert, bring the car to the front," I order imperiously. 
 
    
 
   Robert curtsied and left as bid. As we came out he was standing by the rear door holding it open. James and I slipped in the back together as James placed his hand beneath where I was to sit. We giggled like young lovers as Robert, green with envy, closed the door and moved round to the driver's door, passing behind the car as instructed. Robert drove away as James and I snuggled close in the rear, kissing passionately while James slid his hands over my legs. 
 
    
 
   Robert, attired in his maid's uniform keeps his eyes on the road as he tries to ignore our activities in the rear and keep his mind off his own longings and desires. I broke off at one point, knowing he was aching for release and envious of James' position and reminded him, "I hope you are gaining pleasure Robert, knowing how happy I am and that you are serving my interests in your way, just as James shall satisfy me later tonight as you never again shall!" 
 
    
 
   When we arrived at the restaurant Robert found I had even reserved a parking space. This I told Robert to reverse into. You see the restaurant looks out over the lake. The car park is to the front (lakeside), with most parking underneath, of the restaurant. There are ceiling to floor windows in the restaurant to enable diners, especially those with a window table, a panoramic vista over the lake. The outer car park can be seen from these tables if one looks down. More particularly, someone parked where Robert will be would be able to look up at the diners in the window tables. 
 
    
 
   As we left I advised Robert, "You can get on with your embroidery. I'll arrange for one of the waiters to bring you down a doggie bag later." Robert opened the door for us before scurrying back into the car embarrassed as he understandably was by his attire, and blushing deeply at the thought of a waiter coming to him! 
 
    
 
   Robert would have a good view of us to further exacerbate his jealousy. And I was going to make a great play of leaning over to kiss James or to slide my leg up James' under the table. 
 
    
 
   We were waiting for our desserts when I sent a waiter down to James with strict instructions. He was a young guy, working his way through college, a bit of a jock actually. I slipped him twenty-five dollars for his troubles as we watched eagerly from our vantage point. 
 
    
 
   He knocked on the car window and we watched Robert roll it down, knowing he would be blushing intensely. 
 
    
 
   "Your wife has asked me to give you a message," he grinned. Even from where we were, one could see he was having trouble keeping a straight face. This would have made the moment so much worse for Robert. "She said she and her lover would not be needing your services further after all. You are to give me the car keys, take your sewing bag and walk home. They will drive home later." 
 
    
 
   Robert I learnt later remarked, "You're joking aren't you." 
 
    
 
   "No," my waiter laughed, "I have strict instructions to tell you to do as your told and start walking home right now." 
 
    
 
   Robert would have had goose bumps, his heart in his mouth as he clambered out of the car in the dark. Visibly we could see him shaking as we laughed together, our own passions warming at Robert's acute embarrassment. 
 
    
 
   "What sort of a wimp are you?" laughed our waiter as Robert humbly departed on the long walk home! 
 
    
 
   I knew he would be terribly self-conscious as he had never before been out in his feminine attire. Whilst it was dark it would still be a most unpleasant experience for him. Not to mention a four-hour plus walk! He would not only be hurting from the cuckoldry but also the unfairness of his situation, as he saw it. 
 
    
 
   But I had worse planned! 
 
    
 
   After dessert and coffee James and I left with James at the wheel. After about six miles we passed Robert walking briskly home with his sewing basket. I had James drive past about 100 metres or so and then pull over and put his hazard lights on. I am not sure whether Robert expected the lift or thought we would just pull away. But he ran hopefully anyway. He knew better than to do otherwise. He didn't expect what did happen. 
 
    
 
   When he arrived at the car he went to open the rear door, rather presumptuous I thought. I wound down my window and called him forward, ignoring his impertinence. "Robert I hardly think we are going to stop and chauffeur drive a maid servant!" As I spoke I made sure I had my legs crossed so he had a good view of the sheer nylon of my stockings and my thighs, my dress riding up high. I also made a point of gently caressing James' nearest leg, rubbing my hand up his thigh to his groin. I wanted to further ferment Robert's jealousy. 
 
    
 
   "No, Robert, you are not driving either! We're going to stop off at Dante's (a popular, romantic nightclub that specialised in jazz music. It was on the route home.) Now you have the washing and ironing to do from our trip still plus my sport's outfits that I need tomorrow. So I thought you had better take them with you now in case you get back before us." 
 
    
 
   I thought Robert's eyes were going to pop out. 
 
    
 
   James pulled the lever for the trunk and it clicked open. "You'll need to take both our suitcases, the two pieces of hand luggage and my sports bag," I smiled… "Well don't just stand there,” I snapped, "we want to keep going… get them out and keep going." 
 
    
 
   The poor dear. I had deliberately taken two suitcases that didn't have wheels when we had gone away. So he had two suitcases, which were both quite heavy as they had two weeks of travel gear, two pieces of hand luggage, though they both had shoulder straps, his sewing basket and my sports bag. 
 
    
 
   My sports bag alone had my tennis outfit, a jumper, a track suit, my gym leotard, two pairs of sports shoes, three pairs of socks, three large towels, two tennis rackets, a tube of tennis balls and, best of all, two 2kg weights and two 5kg weights! 
 
    
 
   Robert was going to have the hardest six-mile walk of his life, especially since the last two miles are mostly uphill! He was still struggling just to hold everything when we drove off. His face a picture as I glanced back at him through the rear view mirror. Imagine his thoughts as he watched our taillights disappear! 
 
    
 
   Well an hour or so later we passed him again, still with four miles to go! He was struggling with the sewing basket under one arm, a suitcase in either hand and the other bags over his shoulders. He would walk a few paces and then rest the cases. 
 
    
 
   He was obviously very tired and very distressed. After all we had had a lengthy business trip, a very early start that day, a long flight home, he had then worked in the office and now this. He had been walking for over three hours, an hour or so of that carting the cases; and he still had four miles and at least two hours to go. And then he would have to wash and iron two weeks of clothes for both of us plus my sport's gear. All the time knowing I, his wife, would be making love to another man. 
 
    
 
   This time as we passed him we simply sped past and ignored him, other than for James tooting the horn. 
 
    
 
   A Time of Change 
 
   Six months later Robert received a further shock. Our weekly business team meeting was drawing to a close when I announced that the following memo was to be issued to the staff later today. 
 
    
 
   "The memo is from Robert and concerns our future and more particularly his intentions." I then read the memo aloud. 
 
    
 
   "As you are all aware my wife, Claire, has taken a very active role in the business since her appointment as Vice-President - Marketing. I am pleased to advise that not only have we worked well and enjoyed working together, the business has flourished too. 
 
    
 
   I am therefore pleased to be able to take this opportunity to appoint Claire to the position of joint President and CEO with myself. We will continue to work together to develop and grow the business. 
 
    
 
   This is the first step in my own personal plans to enjoy life more away from the business. I am a few years older than my wife and wish to enjoy the rewards of our success. 
 
    
 
   My wife's appointment is therefore part of a progressive plan. In six months time I intend to reduce my workload to three days per week as my wife takes on greater responsibility in her new position. 
 
    
 
   I am sure you will all wish Claire well in her new role and I know that you will have confidence in her ability, as do I, to continue to ensure the future prosperity of the business." 
 
    
 
   Robert looked on shocked, trying hard to save face with his colleagues as they congratulated us both and joked about his future of sports and leisure. Though I am sure Robert realised I would have plans for him that did not involve leisure or sport of any type! Robert would not be advised of those plans until the Sunday afternoon before his first 'day off'. 
 
    
 
   As with all the businesses, Robert received a resounding send off on the last Friday of his six-month handover. Lot's of jokes about golf and fishing. If only they knew! He would in future, he advised them all, only work Tuesdays, Wednesdays and Thursdays. It was the Sunday evening when I advised Robert of his future. 
 
    
 
   "Robert, you have managed quite well at maintaining the house whilst working full time. So I can't see you need the extra time to serve here. Equally I don't want you lazing around and getting bored watching soaps! 
 
    
 
   Now as you know it has been very difficult for Susie, raising five girls, but they have all now started school or pre-school. This gives her the opportunity to work full-time, but working, raising five girls and maintaining a home is not easy. (Susie had finally left her husband, which was why I was determined to give her a break - and I was now able to do so.) I have appointed Susie as our new Marketing Assistant.
 
   The income from her new position will be a great boon. But she is going to need assistance with her housework. So Robert, on Monday's and Friday's instead of going to the office at your normal time you will go round to Susie's to keep house. Each day Susie will provide you with a list of chores in addition to all the washing and ironing. Any ironing not completed can be brought home with you, together with an entry in the punishment book I might add! Is that clear Robert?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am" he replied in shocked tones. 
 
    
 
   "Susie is really appreciative of everything. 
 
    
 
   Now there is of course the issue of her daughters. They catch a school bus at 8-25am, and you will arrive at 8-30am. There is a bus leaves the top of Fifth Street at 8-05. So if you leave here at eight you can catch it easily, it is only about a five-minute walk. That stops at 8-25am just round the corner from Susie's. You can travel in your Maid's uniform with a pair of slacks under the skirt and an overcoat. Those items will of course be removed immediately upon arrival. You will be a little overdressed in summer, but I am sure that will be preferable to travelling in your uniform! And we are not about to get you your own vehicle. 
 
    
 
   The children go to after-school care and arrive home with Susie at five. I have allowed Susie to work nine to four-thirty to help her out. You will work through until six and prepare their evening meal. So there is an hour’s overlap to contend with. 
 
    
 
   We decided that the girls would find your attire rather funny, but Susie could explain things and why it is their secret. You will be out in the kitchen or laundry and having little to do with them anyway. You leave at six and can be home here by six-thirty to prepare my meal. I hope that is clear? 
 
    
 
   (The first time the girls met Robert they squealed with delight and amusement as he turned bright crimson. "Why is that man wearing a dress?" they snickered. But the amusement soon wore off and they just ignore him now, he is mostly out of sight anyway.) 
 
   You will complete your work to my standards and punishment will ensue if either Susie or I have cause for complaint, or the girls, as they get older. You will be punctual and you will complete the full set of chores issued by Susie. And look on the bright side, without your assistance she would never have been able to take on a full time job and raise five young girls. Their financial future has been very much secured by these events!" 
 
   I might add at this point that Susie certainly works Robert hard. He is always exhausted on his return home, far more so than from his corporate career! They are long days. As you would imagine there is a great deal of washing and ironing to do each day. Essentially Robert starts his day by doing all the washing from the last few days. Once the washing machine is on he washes up the breakfast dishes and scrubs out the kitchen. As the first wash comes off he hangs the clothes on the line before starting on the ironing and putting the clothes away. The ironing is of the clothes washed on his previous visit. 
 
   Robert then makes all the beds, cleans up the girl's rooms, vacuums the entire house and performs a general clean up whilst completing the washing. There is always plenty to accomplish! Then come the bathrooms and toilets. And at the end of the day he still has to cook their evening meal before running off to catch his bus and start his domestic chores for me! He looked forward immensely to Tuesdays and his return to the office I can assure you. 
 
    
 
   I was rather surprised though that Robert never came back with any entries for his punishment journal. The reason became obvious when I popped around to Susie's one Saturday. Whilst we chatted in the kitchen Susie put Robert to work clearing away and washing up the breakfast dishes. Unfortunately he dropped a glass. It didn't break, luckily, but the look of horror on his face, and fear was a real picture. 
 
    
 
   Susie looked on quite unflustered. I was about to warn Robert to be more careful when Susie spoke up. "Just excuse me a moment Claire. Robert is well aware he should be more careful. There is no excuse for clumsiness." 
 
    
 
   She said nothing as she left the room while Robert continued to wash up, but he was clearly very nervous. 
 
    
 
   Susie returned carrying some sort of a stick by her side; I couldn't make out what it was. 
 
    
 
   "Turn around." 
 
    
 
   Robert turned around. He was clearly very distressed, shaking and trembling and biting his lower lip nervously. 
 
    
 
   It was quite a sight to watch. Susie who stood calm and dispassionate before him. Dressed in jeans and a white blouse, her long dark hair in a ponytail, she had to look up at Robert who was six inches taller than her. 
 
    
 
   But it was clear she was in total control. She said nothing for Robert knew exactly what he must do. He placed his buttocks against the sink, tears forming in his eyes and then he lifted his skirt at the front exposing his knickers. Susie simply waited patiently, her face expressionless. She then raised the rod, pressed it hard against his groin and looked him straight in the eye. 
 
    
 
   He was terrified. 
 
    
 
   "Please be more careful in future Robert." With those dispassionate words Robert then erupted in a frenzy of agony. He screamed and screamed aloud. Susie held the stick to his groin for just a few seconds as, still shrieking, Robert fell to the ground writhing in agony. It was a good minute before he could rise to his feet again. Though he was still in a large amount of very obvious pain. His eyes were watery and he was moving slowly and with much distress. He was well enough trained to go straight back to his chores though. Clearly Susie maintained very high standards of discipline. 
 
    
 
   Susie came back over and sat down again. "Sorry about that Claire, but you know how important it is to keep him in line. I have found this most effective. It's quick and easy to use and he dreads it immensely. Perfect for quick salutary lessons. 
 
    
 
   "What on earth did you do?" I asked. 
 
    
 
   "It's a cattle prod" smiled Susie. "I figured if it would keep a bull in line it would keep him in line well enough too. It delivers 5,000 volts. He has to place his back to a solid object to make sure he takes the full force. When we did it the first time he jumped back and only got a brief dose. Not that it didn't have him screaming. This way though we can give a couple of seconds, as he can't move out the way. As you saw 5,000 volts to the testicles is not a pleasant experience. But he takes it. Of course he knows if he doesn't he'll get extra! Catch 22 really!" she laughed. 
 
    
 
   I had to congratulate her on her innovation. It was just perfect and clearly worked well. I think Susie was a little harder than normal that morning for my benefit. A little later our empty cups were still on the bench when she called Robert over. 
 
    
 
   "Robert, I don't like empty cups left lying around. Please take them away… Then you can fetch the wand." I thought Robert was going to buckle at the knees! 
 
    
 
   He was white faced when he returned with the wand, curtsied down holding it in the palms of his hands, presenting it to Susie. It appears she fetches it sometimes. Other times Robert is sent to get it. 
 
    
 
   She motioned to Robert to put his back to the wall and without getting up she pushed the fearful implement hard into his groin. She then turned back to me and ignored his abject fear. Once more though there came the dreadful crackle and Robert collapsed to the floor amidst shrieks of utter agony. 
 
    
 
   "Would you like to try it out?" she smiled across at me. 
 
    
 
   I couldn't resist it. 
 
    
 
   Robert was forced to stand against the wall once more as I stood before him, his dress upraised once more. It must have been so hard to stand there knowing what was about to happen. 
 
    
 
   "Now push the end of the prod with those two electrodes well into his testicles. That's it. If you're pressing hard it delivers a more powerful jolt and he can't escape it. Now keep pressing hard as you draw back the trigger. Then hold the trigger for about three seconds while you keep pushing hard so he can't escape. Just ignore his squeals, it won't do any lasting damage." 
 
    
 
   I pressed hard and looked deep into Robert's eyes. I could see the fear. It was exciting. And then I pulled the trigger and watched him convulse in shrieks of agony as I kept pressing it home. I counted to three before I released the trigger and watched him slump to the floor, his hands gripping his groin as he writhed and thrashed around. No wonder he behaved himself at Susie's so well I thought to myself. 
 
    
 
   "Put it away and get back to your work," advised Susie as though nothing untoward had occurred. Robert walked away stiff from the pain, too scared to hesitate. 
 
   We continued to chat amiably until it was time to leave. 
 
    
 
   Upon leaving, Robert turned, as Susie had trained him to do, curtsied, thanked her for having him over, apologised for his misbehaviour and having to trouble her to use the wand, and then thanked her for his punishment. 
 
    
 
   "Not so quickly smiled Susie, "What else do we do before you go?" 
 
    
 
   "I am sorry Miss Susie, I thought with M'Lady Claire here that might not be occurring." 
 
    
 
   "Did you now, well I hope you haven't skived off thinking that, I shall make my inspection more thorough perhaps?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Susie," Robert cringed. "Miss Susie, before I leave would you be so kind as to inspect my work and make sure it meets your requirements?" 
 
    
 
   "Most certainly smiled Susie as I watched on with enjoyment. Robert had not expected this extra work today. It appears that Susie always inspects his work at the end of a day and he is treated to the wand if the work is not up to scratch. Normally Susie wouldn't use the wand more than once in a week he is so scared of it. Today he had had four doses already and now he faced two ladies scrutinising his unexpected workload! 
 
    
 
   His New 'Job' 
 
   Robert continued in the business for a while longer. At least he did until one fateful day about six months later. He had the previous two weeks off doing some special chores for both Susie and I for his 'holidays'. When he returned on the Tuesday morning he was unaware of the memo I had issued, in his name, just prior to his holidays. So he was a little bemused by the couple of comments of surprise at seeing him back in a suit in the office so soon. 
 
    
 
   He was more confused when he passed my old office and saw Susie ensconced there. When he entered his own office and saw it refurnished to my tastes he was clearly very anxious and confused! 
 
    
 
   "Make yourself useful" I snapped, "I would like a coffee please." 
 
    
 
   "Yes ma'am," he answered, daring to do no more than he was told. 
 
    
 
   On his return I remarked, "I suppose you are wondering what's happening? Close the door." 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Ma'am" he answered meekly, doing as bid while I grinned at his predicament. He returned and stood before my desk like a school pupil in serious trouble with the headmaster. 
 
    
 
   "As the sole shareholder and chief executive of the business I arranged a restructure in your absence. I have been pleased with results over the past six to twelve months and I am very happy with both my performance and the work here. It is a lot of fun. The business has actually grown well and your personal involvement is less critical than ever before. Susie has also performed surprisingly well in her role. 
 
   As a consequence of our growth, we have actually hired fifteen new staff and profit is up nearly 30% on last year, I as the sole shareholder in the business have decided that your involvement is no longer necessary." 
 
    
 
   I smiled as I watched the colour drain from Robert's face completely; he looked like he might pass out. This was his baby, he had nurtured it from the very beginning, grown it from nothing, and he had been essential to its very existence, twelve months ago it would have been impossible to think of the firm surviving without Robert at the helm. My next words where therefore like a knife in the heart. 
 
    
 
   "In short Robert, I have decided you are surplus to requirements. You are fired!" 
 
    
 
   He was stunned speechless. 
 
    
 
   "You have also been removed from the Board of Directors. Susie has taken your place, and I have also appointed Jessica as a non-executive director, replacing your colleague Ian. (Ian had been with Robert from the very early days, was a close friend and had actually been best man at our wedding!) 
 
    
 
   I issued a memo before you left advising that you were standing down and going into early retirement. I have taken the business over and Susie has been promoted. I have also hired a new financial controller and sacked Ian. I don't think Ian is too pleased with you. I had his office cleaned out last Friday. Monday morning he was ushered into my office, fired, made to hand over his car keys and company credit card, given a cardboard box with his personal effects and escorted from the premises by a security guard. He was in tears I am afraid." Robert looked on aghast. His world was now totally shattered. He was a broken man. I was wet between my legs! 
 
    
 
   "Don't look so shocked Robert! I am not throwing you out. You will continue to keep house and reside with me, you still have your two days of housework for Susie, and you'll be pleased to know I have filled in your other three days already. 
 
    
 
   Now seeing as you are here and you have nothing to do you can go over to the corner there…NOW" I snapped as Robert hesitated still looking very confused and upset. "Face the corner, put your hands on your head and don't move." 
 
    
 
   He stood there like a chastened schoolboy for the next eight hours until it was time to leave! He blushed red when Susie came in for an eleven o'clock meeting with me. "Enjoy your corner time Robert for you will not be returning to this office again, your career lies elsewhere now!" I laughed. He squirmed more as he listened to our plans for what had once been his business. 
 
    
 
   Before she left Susie asked if Robert knew of his new job that he started tomorrow. 
 
    
 
   "Not yet," I smiled, "I thought I would wait until you arrived since you were so kind as to arrange it for him. In fact why don't you explain what he can look forward to?" 
 
    
 
   Susie grinned mischievously as Robert nervously bit his lower lip. 
 
    
 
   "Robert come here please," I ordered." He came and stood before us. 
 
    
 
   Susie wore a brightly coloured blouse, designer jeans, dark hosiery and black high heels; her hair was tied back in a ponytail. She looked healthy, happy and exuded a new found confidence. She was so different from the downtrodden kid with a drunken husband who used to beat her up. And the future for her daughters was so much brighter too. 
 
    
 
   I felt pleased for what I had achieved, and had not even a twinge of sorrow for Robert who had enabled me to change all our lives. I realised in a perverse way that Robert had enabled it all to happen, and I had really enjoyed dominating and breaking him, it had added to the fun. Our roles had changed so much. 
 
    
 
   Susie sat on the couch and smiled up at Robert. "Before I started here Robert I used to work at a downtown sweat house. Five days a week, six in the morning to six at night. And I earned ten dollars an hour. Sewing and ironing all day on my feet. The type of place that broke all the employment laws, most of the work force were illegals. You worked hard, non-stop. If you didn't hit quota you didn't come back. I did it for my girls. Not that it gave them much of a life. But those places don't care. 
 
    
 
   At the end of the twelve hours you were washed out, exhausted. Your legs ache, your arms ache and you are sticky with sweat. With the irons to heat the place up, the fast pace, the noise from the machines, the repetitive, boring work; it is a nightmare. There is no air-conditioning. It is stinking hot, even in winter, and hell in summer. 
 
    
 
   But they don't care who they employ.
 
    
 
   So I went back there and I got you a job. You're so lucky; you start tomorrow, at five am prompt. And if you don't make quota you get sacked. For every one else that means the bills don't get paid. So they work hard and they don't complain.
 
    
 
   Neither will you, because if you get sacked you spend the next Saturday with Dharma. Is that clear?" 
 
    
 
   Robert shivered violently, tears again in his eyes. "Yes Miss Susie." 
 
    
 
   "Good," I continued. "You have a fifteen minute walk to catch the downtown bus at four twenty. That gets you downtown for four forty-five and then you have a ten-minute walk to the factory. Coming home there is a six fifteen bus which will get you in the house just before seven. I want you showered and changed to start your domestic chores by seven fifteen. On days you are at the factory you can work through until ten fifteen to make up the extra time away. 
 
    
 
   I am going to be working longer hours. We have a lot of growth left here and I have big plans including diversification and export sales. Not that you have any interest in what happens here anymore!" I smiled as those latter words cut deep into Robert's ego. 
 
    
 
   Susie smiled across at me enjoying herself. "You 'gotta make quota!' where you're going to work Robert. It is not like here at all. You'll be getting eight dollars an hour though; I had to negotiate down to get you in. In fact we even had to take on one of the girls from the place to make room for you. Claire suggested that your pay isn't too important. So it is going into an education fund for my daughters, every bit helps there. I'm sure that will please you too. Knowing your hard work is providing a real benefit and helping to ensure a better future for the girls. 
 
    
 
   "The owner of the dump was quite understanding of your desire for a job where you could dress as a female," continued Susie, smiling broadly, "so we agreed you would wear your normal feminine undergarments and a simple pleated tunic. You can wear your overcoat and slacks on the bus. The other girls will have a good laugh but your used to ridicule aren't you? AREN'T YOU?" snapped Susie when Robert didn't reply. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Susie." 
 
    
 
   "The boss wants you to wear pink frilly panties and a pink tunic, with black stockings" I smiled. 
 
    
 
   Susie smiled broadly now, "The thing I used to hate most about the place Robert was the way the fat slob used to grope all the girls. But there was nothing we could do. I was down and out and I needed money, no matter the cost. We were all the same. But I hated the way he patted my arse, his breath stinking of cheap cigars and garlic and his body reeking of stale sweat. And you just had to grin as he made crude remarks and pinched your buttocks or stroked your knickers. And for some of the Mexicans it was worse. They went up to his office to do favours, anything to keep their job. 
 
    
 
   So you know what was real funny when I got you the job Robert?" 
 
    
 
   "No Miss Susie" he replied promptly this time. 
 
    
 
   "Do you know what he said to me?" Susie was grinning broadly, and I was trying to keep a straight face as she tormented him. 
 
    
 
   "No Miss Susie." 
 
    
 
   "He said it sounded like it might be fun to have you there, perhaps he might pay some special attention to you!" Robert blanched and looked positively sick as the implications scurried through his brain. 
 
    
 
   "Don't look so worried Robert," Susie smiled, "it's up to you what happens. You can say No. And it's not as though you really need the job is it? Not like the Mexican girls?… but do remember, it's not like here, there is no one to complain to. No unfair dismissal, no rules on sexual harassment, no caring ears, just do your quota." 
 
    
 
   "But don't forget Robert", I interrupted, "Susie went to a lot of trouble getting this job for you, if you lose the job, I won't be asking why, you'll be off for a day with Dharma regardless. So perhaps you might find yourself as desperate as the Mexican girls!" 
 
    
 
   "Now back to your corner, we have a business to run." 
 
    
 
   I was so horny with the power I had exercised I just had to make my next phone call right away, while Robert was able to listen in. 
 
    
 
   "Hello James…
 
    
 
   Hi…
 
    
 
   I know your busy James so I'll be brief. I was wondering if you were free tonight…
 
    
 
   Mmmmmm, yes, well how about I get Robert to prepare a nice romantic dinner, just you and I, and thennnnn…, how about I slip into something very sexy and you and I snuggle up and see if I can take your mind off the cares of the world and the vagaries of the financial markets…
 
    
 
   Ooooooohh, I think we'll have a very exciting time, I hope your stamina is good tonight… 
 
    
 
   No… Robert appreciates me taking my lovers home, he's not very good in that department anyway… 
 
    
 
   I'll see you at seven then… bye… 
 
    
 
   Bye lover…" 
 
    
 
   I hung up and smiled to myself. I was going to have a lot of fun tonight and I just knew my orgasms were going to explode with the mixture of James' sexuality and my thoughts of Robert's misery. 
 
    
 
   I knew his world had crashed around him, he would be distraught and seeing me dressed so sexy for another man, a man getting what he would never get again was going to bite deep into him, he would be aching sexually, deprived as he is, morose at his fate, and fearful of the long day of drudgery, ridicule and hard labour ahead so early the next day. Indeed he would be dreading what he might encounter in 'his new job' so different from his comfortable world. 
 
    
 
   James was always fun to meet with as he relished my control over Robert. 
 
   I had a little cocktail party for my close girlfriends the next evening. Susie, Dharma and Jessica came over, as did Robert's paid Mistress from his parlour days, Mistress Morgana. She had helped with arranging the 'friendly' judge for me! 
 
    
 
   Robert had been up bright and early the morning before. To be in time to catch the bus he had to be up at three thirty am. His restful days were now over. In just three days he would be putting in a 39 hour work week, and he still had chores here and at Susie's place! 
 
    
 
   Robert arrived home that evening looking absolutely exhausted. He had clearly sweated and worked very hard indeed. He showered as required and presented himself to me promptly ready to start his domestic chores. 
 
    
 
   "I have guests tonight Robert. I would like you to prepare some hors d'ouvres for five to be ready for eight thirty when my guests arrive. You can open the door for them as they arrive and bring them through to the lounge where you can attend to drinks and their requirements." Robert was summarily dismissed to his duties. 
 
    
 
   We were all settled and had had a couple of drinks by nine fifteen when it was time for a little entertainment. Robert was called into the room where he was instructed to give us all a breakdown of exactly what had occurred during his day. He was to provide a detailed run down of events and his feelings. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am, I left at…" 
 
    
 
   "Excuse me Robert. You have been invited to address a distinguished group of ladies on your new corporate career. This is a very important presentation. Let's see a lot more respect from you, a nice greeting, a curtsey; you are trying to make an impression here. Now start again." 
 
    
 
   The girls were all giggling by now, as Robert blushed crimson. 
 
    
 
   He politely curtsied which had Susie roaring with laughter, and Jessica couldn't keep a straight face. 
 
    
 
   "Excuse me Ma'am…" Robert found it hard to get going amidst all the merriment. 
 
    
 
   "Distinguished Ladies. Thank you for inviting me here tonight and giving me this opportunity to address you on my new career." It must have really hurt Robert to commence his talk in such a fashion for I knew he would have had a dreadful day. 
 
    
 
   "I must say it was a difficult start to the day having to rise so early. I was up at three thirty." 
 
    
 
   "Robert," I interrupted, "I want to hear how thrilled you were at this new opportunity. I want to hear of your excitement, I am not interested in your problems." 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am, I am sorry Ma'am. Having arisen so early I was anxious to get started. I quickly showered and dressed in my new executive uniform. I donned my black corset and pulled on a pair of my favourite slinky black stockings, ensuring the seams were razor sharp. Then I pulled up my new knickers, pink with lots of ruffled white lace at the rear. Next came a pink slip in soft nylon and finally my brand new pink tunic with pleated skirt. I wore Mary Jane strap on shoes in black. Over this I put on a tracksuit for my bus trip into town. 
 
    
 
   I arrived just before five, which was just as well. My supervisor, a lady in her mid-twenties was there. She was very curt in her approach. She gave me a 'clocking-on' card and showed me how to clock-on. If I am even one minute late in clocking on I am docked an hours wage she told me. 
 
    
 
   I must clock on ready to start by five. I quickly removed my tracksuit and clocked-on as shown. She burst out laughing at my dress and said how I would give the girls a good laugh for a change. But it was then straight into work. I was shown to clean the toilets. There are fifty-three ladies who work there but just three toilets. I then had to scrub the lunchroom and clean the floor in the work area. I have an hour to do this every morning before my shift starts at six. 
 
    
 
   Maria, kindly explained the shift rules. I have to clock-on at my ironing bench again at six and must keep ironing continuously. She advised me that I must meet my quota or I am fired. It is quite a challenge and very hard work. I must not leave my station without permission. If I want a drink or to go to the toilet I must ring a bell and keep working until Maria comes over and excuses me. I have to ask her permission and she makes sure I am quick. 
 
    
 
   They have good staff facilities. There are two cracked mugs at the sink and I am allowed a glass of water from the tap. But no more than one every two hours. The water is tepid and not very tasty. We are allowed up to two toilet breaks and ten minutes for lunch. I had sandwiches for my lunch that I brought from home. 
 
    
 
   Just cleaning the floor was backbreaking and Maria told me the rules as I scrubbed away. The others arrived just before six. They all clocked-on and quickly started work. Though they all had a good giggle at my attire. But work was the priority. 
 
    
 
   I spent the next twelve hours ironing at a machine press. I have to stand all day and it is very hot, very noisy, very tiring but, whilst it is monotonous, I really enjoy the challenge." That hurt Robert to say I could tell, but he was very wary of the mood I was in with my friends present. 
 
    
 
   About ten the owner came in. He was a big balding gentleman with a bulging beer gut. He smoked a cigar and had a strong body odour. He groped a few ladies before Maria brought him over to me. He thought I looked really funny. He said he had never seen such pretty legs on a guy before and he loved stockings. I was the only one who wore stockings. 
 
    
 
   When I turned back to work he started stroking my thighs and slipped his hand under my skirt and patted my bottom before pinching hard. I squealed. It was scary. I wasn't sure what to think." Robert was clearly quite distressed. 
 
    
 
   "He asked me if I might like to do special favours. I said no. He laughed and said they all say that, but we'll see." Robert shivered before continuing. "He then asked about you and why I have to dress like this. He wanted to know what you did if I didn't do as I am told. I told him you cane me and he thought that was hilarious. Maria and the other ladies nearby laughed too. Maria said that maybe they should paddle me if I step out of line. The boss thought that was a great idea! 
 
    
 
   They made me bend over and show off my knickers. Then Maria laughed and said. 'You're behind on your work with all this chatter, perhaps you need a spanking now'. The boss man just laughed. 
 
    
 
   I then went back to my ironing but Maria came back with a razor strop and told me to bend over. Many of the ladies stopped to watch and the boss came back over too. She made me grip my ankles and then laid on the strop. I couldn't believe how much it hurt, it stung like fire. I screamed for each stroke and I could barely stay in position. The ladies thought it was hilarious and Maria was really making a big joke about what a real wimp I was. I had to stay down for six strokes. I was crying at the end as it was really painful, I had screamed at every stroke, it was so embarrassing and they all just thought this was even funnier. I would like to see how they would cope with the pain. They ridiculed me and then put me back to work. 
 
    
 
   I ironed non-stop, I was so tired, and my bottom so sore, but I got no reprieve. I worked so hard I was totally exhausted and still had the long journey home. The boss came over and stroked my stockings and patted my sore bottom on at least four occasions. 
 
    
 
   Robert was ready to burst into tears; his life was now one of sheer misery. He must have ached for his old life again. But it will never be. 
 
    
 
   We had a lot of fun at Robert's expense that night, with the poor dear up early again for his second day, knowing Maria would be wielding her razor strop again too. It couldn't have worked out better! 
 
    
 
   Going Away 
 
   With the business booming and exports going well I now get the opportunity to travel overseas, sometimes by myself, sometimes Susie comes too. It must make Robert awfully jealous. 
 
    
 
   When I travel it is a busy time for Robert as he is totally responsible for having everything I require ready. He also has to pack my bags and drive me to the airport. I then check the mileage on the car to be sure he doesn't use it in my absence. 
 
    
 
   This leaves him with spare time as he has less work to do while I am away. Though he makes up for it on my return with all the extra washing and ironing. Since I don't want him lazing around when I am away I always arrange extra chores to be done. These are special events, e.g. decorating a room, scrubbing the garage spotless, steam cleaning the carpets, cleaning all the outside windows and paintwork. Major jobs that show he has clearly worked, in addition to keeping the house spotless. 
 
    
 
   The television, computer, and stereo are all unplugged and a lock put over the plugs so he can't use them in my absence. 
 
    
 
   If I am away he does miss out on his five minutes of pleasure. Though Dharma has said he can go round there on such days. He truly dreads it if he has to go round to Dharma's for his five minutes of pleasure. She and her partner, Sylvia, milk him before securing him to a recliner bench. They then make use of a variety of implements including hot wax, needles, a massage unit that has been modified to deliver electric shocks, penetrating embrocations that burn and sting, pegs, a whippy cane, catheters, etc. 
 
    
 
   Apparently it is far worse for him if he has been milked first. Luckily for him it is very rare that I am away for his big day. 
 
    
 
   In Conclusion 
 
   As time has passed Robert has found himself regularly belted by Maria in front of all the ladies. Robert still really screams. The boss still strokes him but they exact their work out of him and he arrives home exhausted each day. 
 
    
 
   But I remind him of how much good he has done. I now have a business I really love working in and growing, exports are well up and I enjoy my overseas trips. I have a few selective lovers, my life is a ball, and I don't have to worry about housekeeping because Robert sees to my needs there, as well as adding a little spice to my love life. I still enjoy cuckolding him. 
 
    
 
   Susie has a wonderful job that she truly enjoys too and it has totally changed her day-to-day life and that of her five girls. 
 
    
 
   And, Robert's income from his new 'job' is being invested to pay for the girls to go through University in the future. It is hard to believe but the money Robert has been earning has been invested at 7.5% per annum interest. In twelve years, when Susie's eldest daughter will be ready to go to college, the trust fund we have set up will be worth $315,000. So he will easily put all five girls through college by his work in the sweatshop! 
 
    
 
   Finis
 
   


  
 



Total Submission 

Chapter 7 
 
   By Steve Forsythe
 
    
 
   It was no surprise when Caroline's best friend Sandra eventually found herself a slave. I'd heard Caroline extolling the virtues in the past. And she'd taken like a duck to water that first visit when she thrashed my backside. I remember after another lunch listening to them chatting away while drinking their second bottle of wine, their tongues loosened by the alcohol. I was dressed in my best maid's uniform to wait on them. 
 
   "My sex life is so much better now," Caroline had advised, "and there's so much more time now I don't have to do any chores around the house. I truly enjoy his suffering too you know. More than I thought I would. It makes me so randy, I'm having more and better sex and I've got my own personal dildo too. I couldn't believe I'd come so often. David and I make out at least once a night and then I use Nancy to make me come too!" 
 
    
 
   Sandra laughed. "You randy devil," and commented, "I must admit that I could really get to like being waited on, and I do enjoy walloping Nancy. It gives you a nice sense of power. I'm not sure if I could just use him for sex though." 
 
    
 
   "You'd be surprised," replied Caroline, "since he's all locked up he can't spend his time thinking of his own pleasures and he has to devote himself to serving you. And you don't have to worry about what he's feeling. After all 'who cares?' He's only a slave. Just don't think of him as a human being, he's just a toy. He's there to serve and think of you only." 
 
    
 
   "What about his feelings?" 
 
    
 
   "What about them? He's mine to do with as I please. I don't have to give a damn what he wants! That's the beauty of it," she laughed as she took another sip of her wine. I was beet red listening to her speak so callously about me, as though I wasn't there. But then, to her, my feelings didn't matter. So long as I made her life pleasant. And if my suffering enhanced her sex life then I would suffer. 
 
    
 
   "I wouldn't feel comfortable making someone suffer as much as you do though. Not all the time." 
 
    
 
   "That's OK. It's what you want. Mine's a special case anyway. I hadn't intended being this harsh, until I found out who my slave was. If you want him to jack him off more often because you think he'll be better for it, then that's cool. Or if you want him to have a bit of pleasure, then it's your decision. That's the beauty of it. It's what you want. Only your opinions matter. If I want to discipline Nancy because I like it, then I can. I don't have to ask him if I can whack him. If I get off on making his life a misery then I can. If you want a slave to enjoy a bit more freedom then fine. But never let them forget who's in charge. You have to be strict and firm. Never, ever let them off, never let them be disobedient and never let them choose what they want to do." 
 
    
 
   "Does David mind?" 
 
    
 
   "No he's happy that I'm happy and that our sex life is better. Plus the house is clean. He knows I have no feelings for Nancy. It's so different from the kid who had it all at school. If only all his classmates could see it now, I'm so looking forward to the school reunion." 
 
    
 
   "Mmmmm it's tempting," mused Sandra as she quaffed some more wine. "They don't get aggressive if they're kept frustrated then? I remember what my ex was like if he couldn't get it when he wanted it." 
 
    
 
   "Not if you keep them well disciplined. But you don't have to be quite as harsh as me. I just enjoy being a total bitch and making his life a total misery. Especially since I remember what he was like at school. It makes me feel randy just thinking of the raw power I now have. To break someone so totally that they'll do things that totally disgust them without question gives me the most amazing sexual highs. I didn't expect to like it this much when I started, I just wanted revenge, now it's a lifestyle." 
 
    
 
   She continued by advising "I use him to masturbate. It's easier than doing it yourself, yet you still have total and absolute control. You can make him go as fast as you like or slow and sensual. He has to obey. And it's so much added fun knowing that if he doesn't please he gets thrashed. There's no pressure on me, nobody else to please, and the more I use him the better it gets. 
 
    
 
   Turning and looking towards me, her face set firm, she spoke condescendingly, "I wine and dine together on the finest foods, go to the theatre, parties, play sports, go on the most fantastic overseas holidays and generally have a great time, I truly enjoy my wealth. And of course I regularly have the greatest sex imaginable. But I always have the knowledge that Nancy is suffering the most austere life imaginable - just for me." 
 
    
 
   She then spoke directly to me, her voice barbed, "When I punish you or dream up one of my little games you make me very happy too, don't you? You're very important to me in your own way. After all, without you, I wouldn't be totally satisfied. She laughed at my forlorn look. 
 
    
 
   She spoke of me like I was but a robot without feelings. Did she not realise how much I craved for relief? How my daily ministrations to her beautiful body caused me to lust for release? How totally and utterly frustrated I was? How I craved to come too? How jealousy burnt deep within me as I watched her come each day as I served her and watched her climax, sometimes ten or more times at once? She who would get to climax more times in a day than I would in the next ten years! Of the pangs of lust that I feel knowing that I have served only to warm her up. And yet had I not had the chance at school? Was it not I who had spurned her? How fickle the hands of fate. 
 
   Depending on her mood there were days when I would have to run her a hot scented bath, place some lighted candles on the windowsill and bring the stereo speakers in. I'd then fill an aromatherapy bowl with relaxing, sensual oils, sandalwood, musk, lavender, and orange were her favourites. I'd then carefully plaster her face with an oatmeal mask and leave her to relax in the hedonistic atmosphere with a book of erotica. 
 
    
 
   And then, when ready, I would carefully dry her before massaging her hands, feet, arms, legs, buttocks, breasts, tummy, lower back, head and then finally delve into her glorious vulva. Starting with her feet I'd knead, rub and stroke, focusing on her big toe, watching as she relaxed. 
 
    
 
   I'd use long sensuous strokes up her legs and arms, using a massage oil mixed with orange or peppermint essential oil to stimulate her circulation. Then circular motions on her stomach and breasts. All the while my penis painfully erect in its steel cage. 
 
    
 
   My tongue would then peel away her labia and curl around her clitoris. Rubbing rhythmically. Sometimes she'd want me to lick hard covering the outer labia and the whole genital area with fast motions. Pressing my face in until it ached with pain, often chaffing my skin. 
 
    
 
   There were days when I'd serve her as she lay on her back, on other occasions she'd be seated, maybe enjoying a glass of wine or fine brandy, watching a movie and eating chocolates while I lapped away on my knees. 
 
    
 
   Sometimes she'd keep her knickers on which meant I had to work much harder. Maybe I'd have to slip round and lick her anus. Always though she'd reach earth shuddering orgasms. And then I would be simply discarded. And at night she'd cuddle up with another while I caught up on my missed chores. The more I serve her the more sex she wants. 
 
    
 
   Her first orgasm always takes the longest. Sometimes I can spend an hour or more, my jaw aching and throbbing as I obey her whispered commands, "Faster. Harder. Now slow down, nice and gentle, up a bit, good". And I toil away dreaming that one day she'll spare me. Dreams are all I have though. Sometimes after an hour she'll come again and again in less than a minute. I feel so proud of myself. 
 
    
 
   Yet always it's the same. I'm simply dismissed, tired and sore, and sent off to catch up on chores while she relaxes. Not a word of thanks. 
 
    
 
   I remember one day she was particularly horny, as she normally is with her periods on. And much as I hate those times, I was called, as always to lick her off. I spent an hour or more massaging her body before I was steered down to her feminine centre. She kept her knickers on, which always means I have to work harder. It took nearly an hour and a half before she came the first time. After which she removed her knickers and I served her for another thirty minutes when she came several times, before finally she slipped down on top of me and rubbed herself off vigorously on my nose until I thought it would fall off. Finally I was dismissed. My neck was stiff, my jaws ached so much I could barely move them, my nose was rubbed raw and my face was covered with her menstrual juices. 
 
    
 
   After all this effort I was way behind on my chores. But she'd come so many times I felt assured of her goodwill. When David came round she positively pounced on him. They cuddled longingly before she told him "I'm going to slip upstairs and put on something slinky for you, then I'm going to make you explode inside of me!" She grinned wickedly as she gripped his rampant organ. I was on my knees polishing the hall floor. 
 
    
 
   "But before you get your evil way with me…." she grinned lasciviously, "you've got a chore to do for me." 
 
    
 
   "Oh, and what's that?" he quizzed with a lovers smile. She kissed him longingly, before pulling away to explain. 
 
    
 
   "I'm afraid Nancy has gotten a little behind in her work." 
 
    
 
   "And so?" he asked as they kissed deeply once more, his strong arms enveloping her. 
 
    
 
   "And so you're going to have to deal with her first." 
 
    
 
   "MMMMmmmm, is that so," he murmured as they again embraced, their tongues probing deep. Meanwhile I kept my head down, glancing at them by raising my eyes, my pangs of jealousy being replaced with tendrils of fear as the conversation and kissing continued. 
 
    
 
   "Can't let her think I'm getting soft." 
 
    
 
   "I don't think Nancy will ever consider you soft," he laughed, "can't it wait?" 
 
    
 
   "No," she laughed lovingly, shaking her head and pecking him on the nose. "Now, or you don't get any. I want to hear her screams up in the bedroom. It'll get my juices flowing for you." 
 
    
 
   "Tomorrow," he grinned as once more they kissed and cuddled tightly. 
 
    
 
   "Now," she laughed, breaking free, "or I keep my panties on!" 
 
    
 
   "OK, you win as always. I'll be there shortly." I busied away despite this ominous turn of events, I knew better than to stop. 
 
    
 
   She mischievously threw her panties off and skipped up the stairs calling gaily out behind her, "Make sure I hear her sing now!" I was positively shaking. She'd be two floors away. How could she get so much pleasure from someone else's pain and suffering? I was behind from pleasing her. There was just no justice in it. 
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes to fight back the tears, as I heard David's heavy footfalls besides me. He reached down and pulled hard on my ear and dragged me harshly down to the basement, unlocked the door and led me in. 
 
    
 
   "Get in position, the sooner it's over with the better. You know better than to skive off your work." 
 
    
 
   I took up the all too familiar position over the bench. Picturing her in my minds eye as she skipped up the stairs, not caring for the intense pain I was about to incur for her selfish whims. It seemed so much worse, just David and I. Thinking of Caroline upstairs, waiting, straining to hear my screams. Treating me so inconsequentially as to not even bother to watch. Perverse though it was I preferred her to thrash me, it satisfied me somewhat to feel her soft skin as my bonds were tied, to glance at her beauty before my world erupted in pain. This was all beyond the limits of tolerance. 
 
    
 
   David quickly and brusquely secured me, without comment. By now I knew better than to argue or beg for mercy. It was futile and only brought additional punishment. Mercy was not heard of in this household. This was raw brutal punishment designed to demoralise and destroy any shreds of self respect I might have. 
 
    
 
   He slowly uncoiled Charity. No matter how many times I met her I couldn't help feeling the sheer dread of her malignant black looks. I was in a position I ended up in at least once or twice a month. I'd had worse hidings than what would come now; David wanted to get up to Caroline. But it helped none. I knew I was going to be left in abject unendurable misery, my behind a mass of pain and suffering. 
 
    
 
   "Twelve," he calmly advised. After that my world once more disintegrated. 
 
    
 
   When I finally struggled tearfully and painfully up to my room there was only the sound of their gentle exhausted snoring when I passed their room. They'd had their fun, while I, nursing a flaming behind, had struggled to catch up on some last chores. I was distraught as always, but it mattered not. Her callous whims had been sated, that was all she cared for. 
 
    
 
   As I reflected on my sorrowful lot they continued to chat merrily away, oblivious to my presence. 
 
    
 
   "I think I just might try it,” Sandra finally mused. 
 
    
 
   No surprises then when some four months later I went with Caroline round to Sandra's for dinner while David was off on business. I was dressed in my black maid's outfit ready to serve again. The black satin of the dress was set off by white lace at the short puff sleeves and trimming the hem. I also had a white lace pinafore tied in a big white ribbon bow at the back. Frothy petticoats underneath rustled as I walked from the car to the front door, crimson as always, lest someone saw us. I just couldn't get used to this feminisation. 
 
    
 
   My stockings as always were razor straight. My outfit completed by black patent leather shoes and a white maid's cap. My hair a little longer now had recently been permed - an embarrassing adventure in itself. 
 
    
 
   I rang the bell and was shocked to be greeted by a similarly clad maid. Younger than myself she was expertly made up. She curtsied graciously, just a slight blush to her cheeks and a touch of embarrassment in her manner. She led us through to the lounge, shimmying perfectly, as her pert behind rustled her slinky petticoats. Her long auburn hair was piled up in a French bun with a white ribbon to set it off. Her legs were long and attractive, and she was slim and gracious in her manner. I was horny at once! 
 
    
 
   After Caroline and Sandra had exchanged kisses and pleasantries I was introduced to my compatriot in servitude. "This is Sally,” remarked Sandra, "say hello to Nancy." We grinned stupidly at each other. 
 
    
 
   "Now I want you two to get to know each other better. Sally's prepared afternoon tea so we'll serve ourselves. I want you to sit together on the sofa there and have a chat about what you get up to. We'll keep an eye on you from here." 
 
    
 
   "Hold hands first," smiled Caroline, "you're going to become very good friends. And I do mean VERY good friends," she finished with an impish grin and a wink to Sandra. Burning bright red we held hands and sat on the sofa. "Put your free hands on each others thighs and bring your faces together," directed Sandra. 
 
    
 
   I fingered her sensuous nylons as she gently stroked my thigh. I was aroused, decadently feeling the feminine fabrics and soft skin. I gazed into her face. She had a little more make-up than I, and it was well applied, deep blue mascara set off her eyes and her lips were coated in a deep red lipstick. 
 
    
 
   My face burned not knowing what to say. "Tell Sally how pretty she looks then,” intoned Caroline. Blushing further I did as bid. "You look very pretty Sally." 
 
    
 
   Sandra and Caroline burst into laughter at my clear embarrassment. "Come on Sally," urged Sandra through stifled giggles. Clearly we were to be a source of great amusement. 
 
    
 
   "Thankyou Nancy," she responded in a decidedly masculine voice, "it's good to meet you." I squirmed as it registered that this was another feminised male. I was revolted at the thought of being so close to another man yet he was so attractive. Our talk was stilted with discomfit. We simply stared at each other as bid, not knowing what to do or say next. 
 
    
 
   "Come on, closer together now,” grinned Caroline, "you're supposed to be best friends." 
 
    
 
   "Yes, it's good that you get on well together," smiled Sandra, before she burst out snickering at my obvious discomfit. We sidled closer together so our legs brushed together, our nylons sliding together like oil on water, soft and delicate. My ears were burning. 
 
    
 
   "Well perhaps I can help you break the ice,” Caroline advised with a lilt in her voice. "If you're going to be as good friends as I know you are going to be, you need to know all about each other. No secrets between best friends. So, Nancy let me give you some incentive to get to know Sally better. Tomorrow you're going to write me an essay all about your new friend Sally. I want to know what she thinks about, her background, her secret desires, her new life with Sandra, what you think about her and why you like her so much. Everything a best friend should know." I squirmed with further embarrassment and concern at my undeserved impost. Sally was equally embarrassed. 
 
    
 
   "Now if you're to tell me all that, I'd guess we'd better make it 5,000 words. And if I don't find it revealing and honest, I'll see you have a chat with Charity. Do I make myself clear?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am," I announced clearly, despite my distress. I was too well trained to show anything else. 
 
    
 
   "Now we'll leave you together for an hour to talk together." 
 
    
 
   Sally broke the ice first as they left arm in arm. "She's quite a tyrant." 
 
    
 
   "Yes," I grimaced. 
 
    
 
   "But she's very pretty, you're very lucky." I tried to smile. He knew nothing of my miserable life. "That's quite an essay you've got, I'm sorry." 
 
    
 
   "Thanks," I glumly replied "so, tell me about yourself." 
 
    
 
   With Caroline's stimulus I quickly learnt to talk despite my embarrassment. I learnt he lived a far less austere life than I. He'd negotiated a lifestyle arrangement with Sandra following her advertisement. He was not caged like I was, and was allowed relief weekly. He'd dressed as a female for some time and relished being able to do it all the time. He was bisexual which I found disconcerting given our closeness and my homophobia. Punishments were rare but sound, though they lacked the severity that I received. He also cooked and shared his meals with Sandra, though he ate separately. He worked shorter hours than I did too. I envied him. 
 
    
 
   When I came to explain my forbidding lifestyle he expressed great sympathy. He was genuinely sorry for me. 
 
    
 
   "How can you go so long without any sexual relief?" he asked, staggered when I told him of my chastity belt. Tears welled in my eyes as I explained I couldn't, but had no choice. 
 
    
 
   "So how many times have you, you know?" he coaxed. 
 
    
 
   "Once in eleven months, and I get to do it again in two months," I explained. 
 
   "Holy moly," he shuddered, stroking my thighs. "I find it hard not touching myself, but I realise I mustn't if I'm to serve properly. But at least I'm allowed to please myself every week, and Sandra's promised me a slave girl if I'm really good." 
 
    
 
   "I think I could take everything if it weren't for the abstinence too," I smiled wanly as a tear dripped down my cheek. Here was another slave, but he shared not the extremes to which I was exposed. 
 
    
 
   "I think I'm glad she's not my Mistress," he continued, "Look on the bright side though - you'll get a nice meal with me today. I've got fresh salmon and salad vegetables for us all. Sandra said you'd find your meal a real treat. Now I know why." 
 
    
 
   Indeed Sandra looked so relaxed now she had Sally to serve her. What I wouldn't do to trade places. 
 
    
 
   "OK girls," grinned Caroline looking over at us. "Now I want you to show how much you like each other. Let's see you give a big kiss to Sally." I was mortified. 
 
    
 
   "Do I have to ask twice?" thundered Caroline at my hesitancy. I leant forward and shocked myself by kissing her briefly on the lips. 
 
    
 
   "Not much emotion for best friends. What do you think Sandra?" Sandra was too busy laughing at my embarrassment to respond. Caroline came over. "Right I said you were going to be very good friends and I meant it. I want to see you necking passionately for the next thirty minutes. Do you understand?" 
 
    
 
   "I'm sorry Ma'am," I stammered, "You know I'm not homosexual." 
 
    
 
   "No? Well now you're my little sissy, and you're going to learn to be a real girl. A whole woman." Sandra was in paroxysms of laughter looking at the total shock and bewilderment on my face. 
 
    
 
   "Let me spell it out for you," snarled Caroline, "I want you to deep kiss, do French, I want you to embrace passionately like you mean it, I want to see you probing with your tongues, I want to see your hand sliding up each others legs, I want you to squeeze each others nipples, I want to see your mouths locked together for the next thirty minutes, or heaven help you when I get you home." 
 
    
 
   I was beet red but jumped to it fighting the revulsion when Caroline called for the crop. I felt nauseated as we embraced, his mouth was strong and firm, I was clearly embracing a man, and I couldn't believe it. Thank god nobody could see. The girls sniggered away in the background as Sally's tongue sought mine and his hand slipped up my skirt I felt him brush my chastity belt. 
 
    
 
   "You poor sod," he muttered, "mine's free if you want to stroke it." 
 
    
 
   I nearly choked on my bile at the thought, as I caressed his upper thigh. Enjoying the feel of the soft fabrics but mortified at the fact it was a male. 
 
    
 
   I felt him squeeze my nipples and despite myself found I was aroused, even though his mouth felt coarse when compared to a female's. Though it was so long since I had enjoyed a real woman. The girls roared with laughter. "If only the guys at school could see you now. The big tough sporting hero who had the pick of all the girls was really a pansy all along!" I blushed furiously; it was all so demeaning. 
 
    
 
   Eventually we were sent out to prepare the evening meal. Still holding hands we left together. Dinner looked delicious. Sally was in charge and I helped out. It smelt fantastic. Four pieces on four plates were laid out ready for serving. Caroline and Sandra came into the kitchen shortly before we were due to serve. 
 
    
 
   "What's this?" enquired Caroline looking at the four plates. 
 
    
 
   "I felt they deserved a treat. They can eat out here. Sally always has the same as me." 
 
    
 
   "Mmmmm, for a slave she seems awfully spoilt,” remarked Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "She works hard and willingly for her rewards though." 
 
    
 
   "Yes, I prefer the big stick theory to the carrot approach,” continued Caroline, "I'll not have Nancy spoilt though. And I'll not have her disappointed either. You made a promise last time she was here and I think you should keep it." 
 
    
 
   "You're not serious are you?" asked Sandra. 
 
    
 
   "Why not?" 
 
    
 
   Sally was looking on bemused. 
 
    
 
   Sandra went over to the cupboard as Caroline addressed us both. 
 
    
 
   "Sally you can serve us both as well as feed my Nancy. I think she'll need some help… Nancy sit down on the stool over there." I did as ordered, watching Sandra as she rooted in the cupboards. "Place your hands under your legs and sit up straight." She then tied a towel on me like a bib while I shook, fearful of what was to come. 
 
    
 
   "Here it is," Sandra dryly intoned "No Name brand as promised." Sally looked on with horror as the can of dog food was brought over. I felt the bile rising once more. It was just too cruel and inhuman for words. 
 
    
 
   "Lucky Nancy," she smiled as she handed the tin to Caroline, who simply stood there resolute, her lips set firm. 
 
    
 
   "Sally, in between serving us and eating your own meal, I want you to serve Nancy. She's to eat every last scrap. I want the can scraped clean. You can share it with her if you like but I want every morsel eaten. Is that clear?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am," he looked at me with great pity, and gently shook his head. I was whimpering with fear. Surely not, not while they ate so well. How could she be so heartless? Surely this didn't turn her on? 
 
    
 
   "Nancy you'll sit there and eat every scrap. If Sally has any problems you'll pay dearly." I was resolved to the unbelievable thought of eating cheap dog food and trying not to vomit it up. 
 
    
 
   Caroline opened the tin and left me to watch the foul contents, the stench was revolting and the contents looked disgusting. I fought back my nausea. It's amazing what sheer terror can make you do. Though I felt positively ill by the time the can was finished, my face a picture of misery. 
 
    
 
   When the girls had finished their meal we were once more invited to join them. I was still fighting to hold down my meal. Sally was by now genuinely caring for me, he couldn't believe what Caroline had made me do. 
 
    
 
   It was late when Caroline announced that we were staying the night so Sally and I could consummate our relationship. I was open mouthed in horror. 
 
    
 
   I looked around in earthy silence; the girls were fit to burst. Caroline brought out a slinky nightdress and told me to get changed while Sally slipped her nightie on. 
 
    
 
   "I told you you were going to be very good friends," giggled Caroline. "I've been dreaming of this day for years. The big tough bully is really just a pansy after all. You've enjoyed dressing as a girl and acting the role for so long. You used to enjoy being a bastard to the girls at school. Now you can learn what being female really is." grinned Caroline. "You will do exactly as she tells you, if I hear a word of complaint you'll be skinned alive. Am I clear?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am," I blinked back tears as they both giggled. 
 
    
 
   Caroline had brought a polyester satin chemise for me. It was black with white polka dots, rouleau straps and all-over lace on the bust. I wore it over my black panties, which were edged with lace. I stood before them shaking. Sally came down in a pink gown, decadent and clinging, it was positively beguiling. The front poked out frighteningly though, Sally was very clearly a male! 
 
    
 
   Sally told me to hold out my hand. I was still dazed, staring at the huge bulge under the nightdress as Sally took me by the hand and led me up the stairs. My legs were giving way and Sally held me steady as we made our way up, the girls following behind. 
 
   "Reach down and cuddle his willy," ordered Caroline, "excite her. God knows you've been wanting to play with your own willy for long enough, well now you've got a real one to play with!" I felt Sally's solid organ through the sensuous material of the nightgown. Enjoying the feel of the soft fabric I was terrified of what it concealed. 
 
    
 
   "Tell Sally how beautiful she looks,” advised Sandra. 
 
    
 
   I did as I was bid, fighting back my fear, was I to be raped? Sally cupped my buttocks and stroked hard while 'her' mouth once more found mine as the girls roared on their approval. 
 
    
 
   Sally escorted me to the bedroom where the girls sat down to enjoy my final humiliation and degradation. They were trying to stifle their laughter. Snorting and giggling as they supped their wine. 
 
    
 
   "Now stroke Sally's penis you slut,” ordered Sandra almost spilling her wine. Fighting my natural urges I gently caressed the erect organ through the folds of Sally's sleek gown. It was big and thick. Bigger than mine, at least seven inches of pulsing, rigid muscle, I shivered involuntarily. Sally bent and gave me a deep love bite on each side of the neck. 
 
    
 
   The girls snickered in derision, calling out crudities. Crudities that we had to obey. "Go on, suck his face off," as we deep kissed. I felt Sally insert his rampant organ between my thighs and gently pump, Sally was excited, riding a sexual high, 'she' hadn't come for a week and swung both ways. Sally fondled and petted me as his avid tongue sought out the deepest recesses of my mouth. And I in return responded as ordered. I was revolted yet helpless to do otherwise; total servitude was destroying my last vestiges of male pride. 
 
    
 
   "Come on give her a hickey like you did to the girls at school," catcalled Caroline, "you weren't so shy then." I embraced Sally's neck with my mouth and sucked while Sally gently nibbled my ear. Sally rubbed closer against me. The shiny fabric encasing the erect organ was sliding smoothly and silkily against the soft fabric of my knickers and chemise. 
 
    
 
   "Now stick your hands up Sally's skirt and play with her, like you did at school to embarrass the girls. Come on stroke those balls!" I meekly obliged blushing red as strong hands found my buttocks and massaged them through the silken fabric. Sally’s head buried in my neck as she nuzzled my shoulder. 
 
    
 
   "Come on seduce him." I felt Sally's scrotum stretched taut by the erection and gently tickled. I could feel the veins where they bulged through the skin of the enormous scrotal sac. 
 
    
 
   Sally pulled me to the bed where she slipped back her nightie and directed me to serve. Sally wore no panties. Like a lamb I suckled the tender flesh of her thighs above her stocking tops, before moving on to her balls which I sucked on as directed, they filled my mouth causing me to feel like retching. 
 
    
 
   The girls were delirious with mirth. Then my chin was pulled up and I was directed to go down on Sally's cock. I couldn't believe it. It was the most outrageous thing I could imagine. "Go on suck him off!" yelled Sandra. 
 
    
 
   "At a girl," laughed Caroline, "we'll make a whore of you yet. This is as bad as it's going to get I thought. The outer limit. My tongue rose up his stem, lashing his expanding tip, licking off his seminal fluid in revulsion. Sally was in ecstasy. 
 
   "Go on give him head," laughed Caroline, "show us what a slut you really are." My embarrassment mingled with my natural abhorrence for what I was doing, the girl’s remarks and taunting laughter burning deep within my psyche. I played my tongue around the slit as Sally groaned and writhed in pleasure. 
 
    
 
   Then I swallowed it all. I almost gagged it was so big; I felt I was being choked. I sucked and sucked, my saliva drooling down the stem, the end thrust uncomfortable against the back of my throat. My hands cupped Sally's balls, I couldn't believe how big it was, how sore it made my mouth as it was forced open to take it all. 
 
    
 
   "Now move up and whisper endearment's. This is your lover," directed Caroline. I moved up as Sally held and cuddled me closer, her rampant organ straining, as solid as an iron bar, seven inches of pulsing manhood attached to a very feminine body, I was terrified. 
 
    
 
   "You're beautiful," I murmured. 
 
    
 
   "Tell Sally how much you like her cock. That'll excite her," snickered Sandra. 
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard, my hand gripping the rock hard penis as directed and told Sally how massive it was, so powerful, how sexy she was. 
 
    
 
   "Now tell Sally you want it, you want it now," ordered Caroline, she was on the edge of her seat as I looked over, her eyes were almost feral with anticipation, enjoying my ignominy, my total destruction. 
 
    
 
   "Please Sally I want you, I want you now." 
 
    
 
   "More feeling, you really want her," urged Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "Please Sally, I need you. I need you now. Please Sally." I was begging for Sally whilst terrified of what was happening, knowing though that I must obey. 
 
    
 
   "Tell her where you want it… Right up the arse," commanded Caroline amidst fits of laughter. 
 
    
 
   It can't be. It's too big. I just thought 'Oh God'. I cut myself loose from my body. What the hell. Get it over with. I steeled myself. 
 
    
 
   "Sally take me, take me now, stick it up my arse, please, give it to me," I sobbed distraught with foreboding and repugnance at what was happening. How could Sandra and Caroline enjoy watching such an unnatural act? But it wasn't the act so much as my suffering that delighted Caroline, she had taken me down to new lows, achieved greater heights of power and dominance, avenged all her childhood memories. 
 
   I whimpered softly. We lay together and Sally pulled heavily on my nipples, I gasped. Sally inserted his hand in my panties and yanked them off. It was not rape precisely, but I didn't want to be here, yet Caroline had decreed that I must. 
 
    
 
   "Take her doggy fashion," Caroline ordered him, "come on bitch on your knees with your bum in the air, grip the headboard," she commanded of me. 
 
    
 
   Sally rolled me over and lifted me in to position. Firm hands gripped my waist, before my short chemise was crudely pushed up and out of the way. Sally moved behind me. 
 
    
 
   "OK, now wiggle your backside, show you've got the hots for it," Caroline crudely called out. I wiggled my behind to gales of laughter. "Tell Sally how you want to be fucked." 
 
    
 
   I couldn't believe this was for real, "Take me Sally. Sally take me." I cried real tears, get it over with, I can't take this, I'm so humiliated, I just want it all finished, its too unbearable. Sally smeared her penis with KY Jelly and knelt behind me. 
 
    
 
    
 
   "Come on, keep wiggling that rump and begging," ordered Sandra this time. Abhorrent though it was I performed for their perverse satisfaction. I was sick to the stomach. 
 
    
 
   "I can't wait, take me Sally." I felt him rub the end of his elephantine knob around my tight anus. I shivered in apprehension remembering the enormity of it. Round and round he rubbed till finally Caroline called out "Right stick it up her now!" 
 
    
 
   I cried out at the invasion of his hot, oiled penis. It seemed to be four times the size. My back arched instinctively, but this only presented my buttocks more completely. I felt as though I was being penetrated by a horse, there was nothing pleasurable about it. Simply shame at this abomination, and a sickly fear. 
 
    
 
   He pumped hard into me. The bed shook from his exertions and I gripped as tightly as I could on to the bed head, my eyes squeezed tightly closed, my head buried down on the pillow, my teeth gritted tightly. The bed knocked against the wall as he gyrated furiously in and out my anus. I tried to ignore it all, to go into another world, but it was all reality. I groaned with loathing and pain. Finally he had his grunting, sweaty, sticky orgasm inside of me. 
 
    
 
   I was defiled totally. He was deep inside of me, I felt as though I had dysentery. I was beset by cramps; I wanted to cry in pain. He did not want to come out of me, but my calf muscles trembled and spasmed so much he had no choice. He steered me down on the bed. As he withdrew I felt as though a sword blade were slicing through my bowels. 
 
    
 
   Sweat drenched me as Sally lay me back on the bed. I could smell the musk of sex in the room, mingling with the callous guffaws of Caroline and Sandra. I wanted to vomit as Sally held me close. "It'll get easier with time," Sally whispered. 
 
    
 
   "Don't forget to say thankyou," remarked Sandra stifling her giggles. 
 
   I sobbed "Thankyou," as Sally stroked me gently. 
 
   "Well we'll leave you two love-birds to it," laughed Caroline, "sleep tight." They left us alone, me in misery, Sally in a state of post coital euphoria. 
 
    
 
   Sally quickly curled over and went to sleep leaving me once more alone and distraught. I felt filthy, soiled, humiliated. 
 
    
 
   I was indeed stiff and groggy when I met the girls at breakfast. I walked bow-legged and sore. 
 
    
 
   "You obviously enjoyed yourself," laughed Caroline. "Sex is good for you. Anyway you'll be pleased to know that I've agreed for you to become Sally's lover. Every month you'll get a night together." 
 
    
 
   My legs buckled beneath me at the prospect, while the girls giggled away. 
 
    
 
   "Now come on, enough sloth, you've an essay to do and chores to complete. You can see Sally next month. A big kiss and let's be gone." Sally and I embraced before I left with Caroline driving. 
 
    
 
   She was grinning from ear to ear at my newfound depths of despair. "God I'm going to explode tonight thinking of you submitting like a cheap tart. But don't get any big ideas. You are staying firmly locked up, and it won't be Sally who brings you off. You might enjoy that! You're relief is purely for medicinal purposes, not fun." 
 
    
 
   I was truly the most desolate soul on earth. I had nothing to look forward to or dream of. Ten years of purgatory, all for replying to a stupid ad. I'd let my cock think for me and now my cock was getting nothing. Had I really been so mean in my youth to deserve this revenge? 
 
    
 
   As always Caroline was good to her word. Once a month, on a Friday, if she's behaved, Sally comes round about eight thirty. I greet her and take her to the lounge where I am expected to kiss and cuddle with her, whisper sweet nothings for an hour or so before taking her up to my room. Caroline thinks it's enormous fun and keeps popping in to witness my degradation and abasement. Sally leaves around seven the next morning, after I've been hard at it for an hour and a half, still reeling from the invasion of my intimate parts. 
 
    
 
   And what of Friday the thirteenth? Sally came round once. We were, as Caroline said 'snogging' on the couch. We'd been there about thirty minutes, touching each other up. (If I don't play my role Sally only has to tell Caroline and I'm for it.) Caroline came in and told me, 'OK Nancy, it's time for your treatment, stop your snogging and come with me. She'll only be five minutes," she advised Sally. 
 
    
 
   Wearing a long slinky nightdress in silk rayon, pale lemon edged with lace I followed after Caroline into the laundry. "Lift your nightie up" she ordered, "and slip your knickers down." I obeyed meekly. 
 
    
 
   My steel prison was loosened as I stood there foolishly with my nightie held up around my waist. Caroline came round the front and slipped two fierce bulldog clips on my nipples; I winced with pain, as my organ grew erect from the stimulus. She slipped on her wanking glove as she called it, moved to one side and slightly behind and then tightly gripped my erect organ as I squirmed from the bolts of pain in my nipples. 
 
    
 
   Caroline picked up a stopwatch and grinned at me as I bent over with the pain and nausea. "Go!" she ordered and immediately began pumping furiously, keeping her grip tight and forceful. I squealed, fighting to hold up my nightdress and stay upright. My only relief was the speed with which I shot my load. "Fifty six seconds," remarked Caroline, "what a total wanker, you'd never please a woman shooting that fast, talk about a 'quickie'," she laughed. 
 
    
 
   She roughly removed the clips as I shook from the horror of it all. How could she turn something that was normally so pleasurable into something I feared? My body screamed for release yet all I got was this violent milking, no pleasure at all. I looked down at my raw penis which again had the skin abraded away leaving it red and lacerated, pricks of blood ran along the length as it subsided and the fiery tendrils of pain coursed along it. Caroline rubbed in some alcohol, which had me hopping and squealing before my steel tube was replaced. This further chafed my smarting organ. 
 
    
 
   Tears streaked my face as I dropped the hem of my nightie and Caroline escorted me back. I could only walk with great difficulty my penis, rubbed raw, throbbed in agony, an intense pain that was escalated by the alcohol rub. She had to help me stay upright. 
 
    
 
   It was a distraught and sorry sight that was returned to the lounge just five minutes later. I don't think Sally could comprehend that someone could be so desecrated in such a short time. 
 
    
 
   "What happened?" Sally asked bewildered. 
 
    
 
   "I was jacked off,” I sobbed incoherently as I strained to contain the raw nerves that were exposed and rubbing against the hard steel case. Sally steered me to the sofa and raised my nightie, but the cause of my plight was locked securely out of sight and pulled tight between my legs, I groaned as Sally toyed with the steel tube. 
 
    
 
   "You poor bugger," Sally mused, "let's take you up to bed." Small mercies I thought in revulsion of the act that I must perform. Was I the only person in the world who must suffer so? 
 
    
 
   And what of that school reunion you ask. Well Caroline went along. Even though she'd been a few years behind me she knew a number of the people. She brought back the yearbook for me to review. We'd been to a well to do school, so it was a flash presentation. Everybody had done so well. Each page featured two ex-pupils. There was usually a photo of them at school and a shot of them now, plus one with their spouse, a potted biography of their school career and what they were doing now. 
 
   Caroline was seated besides me sniggering as she explained, you should have seen everybody's face when your page came up. Talk about a laugh. You were the talk of the night. I was crimson already. "I sent it in anonymously,” she explained, "here you are." 
 
   There, for all to see, was a photo of me as a pupil in my final year and a list of all my school successes. And to my chagrin next to it was a photo of me dressed in my maid's outfit and another of me holding hands on the couch with my free hand on Sally's legs. I could vaguely remember posing for the shots. Caroline was almost crying with laughter at my mortified face. 
 
    
 
   The text read, 'From college stud and scourge of all the girls Robert has now been transformed into a female slave. He has a close relationship with Sally; another transvestite. Robert, or Nancy as he is now known, is well disciplined and must toil hard at his menial tasks. Understandably he (or is it she?) has no children. Certainly he has not lived up to the expectation of 'most likely to succeed'. 
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   The Reform School
 
    
 
   Anon
 
    
 
   It was Stewart’s first time in the large, bleak punishment room. There was a high ceiling; no windows and the walls were painted a clinical white. The floor was wood block that had been polished to a shine by successive groups of female prisoners working on cleaning duties. The bright overhead lights that illuminated the room made up for the lack of windows. There were several items of furniture that were obviously designed for the restraint of prisoners under punishment. They included a form of vaulting horse with ominous straps, a set of wall bars and a plain wooden trestle across which was fixed a strange saddle device.
 
   On a rack hanging from the wall were a range of leather straps, paddles and three long straight canes with leather handgrips. As Stewart would later learn, none of the implements matched those in the main punishment room for weight and severity but they were all more than capable of inflicting pain. A small collection of what seemed to be stainless steel clips hung from another rack.
 
   The door burst open and in marched Miss Kenton accompanied by two Senior Wardresses. All were in full uniform with hats and boots. Stewart had not seen either of the Senior Ladies before. Both were in their thirties, heavily built with dull, somewhat ugly faces. Next, in came Mrs West and a younger lady that they later found out was another of the teachers. They sat down in the seats marked ‘Witness’. Finally a young nurse entered carrying a tray covered in green cloth, which she placed on a table next to the horse. Miss Kenton stepped forward.
 
   “You have all been found guilty of an offence under the Correctional Centre rule 231A in that six of you in the group failed to apply sufficient effort in class. As a result you will all now undergo a group punishment of 6 strokes of the cane across your buttocks. It will be inflicted by the two Senior Wardresses who you see before you.”
 
   A gasp of horror went through the squad at the announcement that they were to be caned. No one had experienced this as yet, but they had all heard how the cane was the most feared form of correction at the Centre. For both Daley and Stewart the sentence would be particularly brutal as their buttocks were still wealed and bruised from the strap. Miss Kenton continued:
 
   “As this is a relatively light sentence I have asked these two ladies to make it as effective as possible by concentrating the strokes over a small area at the bottom quarter of your buttocks.” At this the two wardresses each chose a cane from the wall rack flexed it through ninety degrees and gave it a practice swish through the air. Stewart could not see how this could possibly be fair as he wasn’t in the squad when the offence was committed. Summoning his courage he blurted out:
 
   “Please Miss Kenton, I wasn’t in the squad yesterday. Can I ask that I be excused punishment?”
 
   Miss Kenton calmly whispered a comment to each of the senior wardresses and they nodded their assent.
 
   “Step forward Stewart,” she said pointing to a spot in front of the staff. Stewart moved forward and stood at attention. The first senior wardress slowly moved close to him and suddenly slapped first one cheek of his face and then the other with the back of her gloved hand. Before he could collect his thoughts the other did the same and finally, with his ears ringing and his cheeks aflame, Miss Kenton slapped his face twice with even greater force causing him to stumble.
 
   “How dare you boy!” she shouted. “You never, never NEVER. . . question my order. I shall now increase your punishment. You will receive nine strokes of the cane and…” she said looking at the two cane wielding wardresses, “I trust that you will lay them on HARD.”
 
   Both of them assured her of their every effort as they started to prepare by removing their jackets, slipping off their ties and rolling up the sleeves on their uniform shirts.
 
   Even the least caring of the girls present started to feel sorry for Stewart, but their sympathy was short lived when Miss Kenton casually reminded the other two wardresses that this was a group punishment.
 
   “So naturally, all of the prisoners qualify for the full nine strokes,” said the taller of the two.
 
   “Indeed they do Madam. Under the rules for ‘group’ punishment there is no alternative,” said Miss Kenton.” It does mean you laying on ... let’s see… fifty four strokes each, but there is of course no alternative.” 
 
   There was an audible gasp from the female prisoners as they realised that Stewart had just had their flogging increased. They all fought back the temptation to complain, to rebel against their vicious wardress and mentally started to prepare themselves for the coming ordeal.
 
   The first order from Miss Kenton was to form a line. Daley was to be first across the horse and last would be Stewart. Then they were all told to strip to their underwear, stockings and shoes. Within seconds neat piles of uniforms were left on a table and the shivering girls of various ages and sizes were in line with Stewart at the end. Several of the girls still bore the fading bruises from Miss Kenton’s ‘welcome’ strap across their shoulders under their bras. The nurse then uncovered her tray and produced a large cotton wool swab, which she soaked in a solution for one of the bottles.
 
   “Panties off, bend over with legs wide and grasp your ankles,” she ordered. All twelve prisoners immediately complied. Glancing up Stewart saw the nurse move down the line swabbing each set of buttocks and thighs. When she reached him she vigorously and painfully rubbed his sore nates with particular emphasis to his anal cleft. Then she reached between his legs and gave his scrotum an uncomfortable rub as the tops of his legs were cleaned. The solution must have been alcohol based as it soon evaporated leaving cold flesh and a smell of antiseptic behind. She then took the canes from the wardresses and carefully ran the canes through the swab before handing them back.
 
   The squad was ordered back to attention and into line, with the front of each prisoner pressed to the back of the one in front. The command for Daley to mount the horse was given. She moved forward wearing only a tight regulation bra, stockings and shoes to lay over the horse. A bolster was positioned under her pelvis to raise the buttocks. Her arms were positioned along the flat top of the horse at shoulder width parallel to the sides. They were then secured with velcro straps at the wrist and top of the forearm so that she was leaning on them with her body at forty-five degrees. Next her ankles were pulled apart and her feet lifted up and fitted into adjustable footrests, with the ankles secured in two other velcro straps. This had the effect of placing her legs in a slightly squatting position that parted her anal cleft and exposed her labia to view. 
 
   She was slightly overweight and her position on the horse left her chubby buttocks and thighs rather slack. The effects of her recent strapping were appallingly displayed. From the base of her spine to the tops of her black uniform stockings was a mass of wide stripes that were still red around the edges but had turned blue and brownish green in places. 
 
   Casually the nurse leant over her and, with a medical marker pen, drew a horizontal line a little over a quarter way up the buttocks from the joint with her thighs; and from one side of the ample seat to the other. She then positioned the pen as directed by Miss Kenton so that a second line was drawn one inch down the thighs. Finally, she collected a wedge shaped leather gag from her tray, placed it in Daley’s mouth and tightened the straps at the back of the prisoner’s head. The room was in total silence save for the whimpering sounds from the horsed female
 
   The wardress moved into position to the left of the victim and finally the order came from Miss Kenton.
 
   “Nine strokes of the cane. Commence punishment Madam in your own time if you please.”
 
   The cane was raised over the wardress’s shoulder and brought down with a loud swish across the top of the girl’s thighs. A white line marked the spot but quickly changed to red as the second stroke hit across the lower buttocks with a loud “Thwack”. Despite the arm and ankle straps, Daley showed that her position on the horse permitted some vertical movement as she reacted to the pain and stood up against the footrests lifting her pelvis clear of the bolster. Unfortunately this had the effect of tightening the flesh over the target area. The third stroke seemed to be even more painful and was received by a muffled yell from her gagged mouth as she slumped back onto the horse.
 
   She did her best to remain down with the buttocks relaxed but by the fifth stroke across her already bruised nates she could not control her actions and simply threshed up and down as the strokes continued to fall around every five seconds. Eventually the ninth stroke slashed home across the thin band of swelling ridges. The nurse removed the saliva soaked gag and the straps were undone so that the sobbing girl could dismount. She was then ordered to stand against the wall in the present position facing outwards. Even the small relief of rubbing her weals was denied to her.
 
   The next girl ordered forward was a heavily built black girl with short afro hair. She mounted the horse without hesitation and was soon secured, marked and gagged. The second senior wardress moved into position and with a nod from Miss Kenton commenced the flogging. She did not spare her victim putting considerable force into each stroke. Each was taken with only a short grunt of pain and minimal movement. Her skin marked less than the previous girl and the nine strokes were soon over, each taken with remarkable stoicism. She displayed no emotion or even distress as she was unstrapped and told to stand next to Daley.
 
   A short fat fair-haired female in her late thirties was next. Her large soft breasts were scarcely contained by her uniform bra. As she was secured her inner labia could be clearly seen and the semi-squat position left her podgy vulva gaping and open between the pubic hairs. Her plump mottled buttocks seemed even wider now that she was stripped and her flabby stomach covered rather than rested on the bolster.
 
   The first senior wardress wiped her cane carefully on the antiseptic swab. She looked down at her secured victim with almost a look of boredom on her face. On the nod of command from Miss Kenton she brought the cane swishing down across the large yielding seat midway between the marker lines. The cane seemed to be swallowed by the soft flesh with a dull “thwuck” and as it sprang free the girl screamed loudly into the wet gag. As the flogging progressed the girl made considerable efforts to free herself but only managed to present the audience with an even more lewd display of bouncing bra encased breasts, overweight flesh and exposed genitalia. Eventually the bra strap over the left shoulder gave way under the strain and snapped. The huge soft breast fell free and bounced, flopped and swung as the prisoner moved under the cane. Following the final stroke the wardresses allowed a period of several minutes to elapse before she stopped threshing in her straps and had calmed down enough to be released.
 
   The floggings continued without respite, pity or mercy. The line of thrashed, sobbing girls at the ‘present’ grew longer against the wall. The girl directly in front of Stewart was brought forward leaving him standing alone. To his embarrassment the whole room could now see his fully erect member, but for the time being it was ignored as the trembling female was ordered on to the horse. She was around thirty, tall, slim with small pert breasts and fair hair in a ponytail. Stewart was given the usual display of crotch, as she was secured and noted how thick her pubic hair was and how it gave some covering to her feminine assets.
 
   She continued to shake with fear and as she was marked up by the nurse, and begged for mercy from the unsympathetic wardress, who busied herself wiping the cane ready for it’s next victim. The begging continued until the dripping wet gag was forced between her teeth and strapped tight behind her head.
 
   The thrashing was no worse and no gentler than all her sisters had endured but seemed to cause her more pain. Her muffled screams could be heard despite the leather gag and her vertical leaps up and down on the horse were more violent than any other girl. The fourth slash of the cane landed across a previous stroke as she lay with the leather bolster pressing against her lower stomach. Suddenly, she lost control of her bladder, and a strong stream of urine gushed from her. Undeterred by this the wardress continued to thrash her even as the flow poured over the horse and pooled on the floor. Finally the flogging was over and she was unstrapped and led over to stand with the others, dripping and shaking.
 
   “Stewart, come forward,” ordered Miss Kenton. Stewart stood in front of the assembled staff and prisoners dressed only in his uniform shoes and knee socks. He was desperately aware of his rock hard erection. Miss Kenton borrowed a cane from one of the wardresses and lifted his penis even higher with the tip of it.
 
   “So this is the behaviour that other staff members complain about in your file! How interesting that seeing your fellow prisoners thrashed should cause this. I wonder if it will still be hard after my colleagues here have flogged you? During his flogging nurse, I would appreciate regular checks of his hardness if you wouldn’t mind.” The young nurse smiled broadly and slipped on a pair of latex gloves in readiness.
 
   He was half pulled towards the caning horse and told to lift himself up the sloping side. It was wet and slippery from the release of the previous occupant and his legs and genitals were soon wet with the female urine. There was only one difference in the way he was secured and that was his legs were allowed to be closer so that the rear of his scrotum could not be caught by the cane tip. Otherwise he was soon strapped into place. The slimy wet dripping gag that had absorbed the screams and pleas of the females was pushed between his teeth and fastened tightly. Finally, he felt the nurse’s gloved hand grasp his penis and pulled his foreskin savagely back so that the exposed glans was free to chafe against the wet leather.
 
   The first stroke caught him by surprise as it slashed down across the join between his thighs and his buttocks. Even without the bruising it would have been a scorcher but landing on tenderised flesh it felt like a burning wire being held across him. Trying to control his movement he bit hard on the soggy leather of the gag as had countless female prisoners when under the cane. The second struck home above the first and despite the effort put into it by the grunting wardress seemed mild in comparison. The third however indicated that the lady had his range at last. It struck across his relaxed thigh tops and sunk deep into the muscle before rebounding. As he lurched forward into the wet leather of the horse he was only too aware that the chafing of his exposed penis was helping to maintain his erection. He was even more aware when the nurse grasped it firmly and squeezed, calling out over her shoulder to Miss Kenton that he was still hard.
 
    
 
   He heard a shuffle of booted feet as the wardress changed her position slightly and then down came the fourth stroke rapidly followed by the fifth and sixth all to the same area. He bit into the gag and his entire body became rigid as he fought against the pain. He looked up at the row of beaten females, some still sobbing and all staring at him with a dreadful fascination. He desperately tried to stop his penis rubbing against the damp leather and scarcely felt the nurse’s inquisitive fingers examining him. Her voice was dimly heard to say that the cane seemed to be doing its job well and he was shrinking.
 
   With a normal Correctional Centre caning the next three strokes would have been routinely administered and taken. But as the wardresses knew, and Stewart would soon find out, the entire area allocated for the infliction was now neatly covered in weals laying on top of the bruises. Any further stroke, however gentle would be sheer hell, and Senior Wardresses were not selected for their gentleness. Indeed considerable skill would need to be exercised in laying on the cane in case it broke the skin. Such an event would require a tiresome postponement, to the staff at any rate, of the rest of the punishment.
 
   The cane was drawn back over the shoulder, a pause was taken for effect and the instrument of discipline was brought down at a slight angle across the ridges so that the overlay would have the maximum effect. Stewart felt the pain immediately. It was the worst he had ever experienced in his life as he strained against his straps and half screamed into the gag. She waited a full minute before bringing the eighth stroke almost across the same line and suddenly, when he wasn’t expecting it; the ninth and final one came slashing in to his sensitised flesh.
 
   He was dimly aware of the nurse’s hand and her laughing reference to his flaccid member as the straps were unfastened and he was curtly ordered to his feet. He desperately tried not to shake as he stood in full view of the previous victims but his legs were stiff from the cane strokes at the top of his thighs as he hobbled to stand in line at the ‘present’.
 
   “Turn round, face the wall, bend over and grasp your ankles,” came the order. There were gasps of pain as the females tried to bend fully despite the seemingly shrunken skin over the punishment area. Stewart heard a prod being unhitched from a belt and then a sharp click as the first shock was given followed by a sharp scream of pain. “I said bend girl, not lean!” shouted Miss Kenton as she moved down the line applying the prod to thighs, buttocks or crotches as she thought fit.
 
   The girl next to Stewart leapt up, as much as anyone can leap when trying to grasp their ankles. Despite his best efforts to bend against the increased pain in his thighs Stewart felt the tip of the prod engage against his testicles and he gave one last try to bend to the required degree but still the shock was inflicted. It felt just like being stabbed, but amazingly it worked and he found the strength to bend fully.
 
   A dull pitiful moan came from the female at the far end of the line. The nurse, a fresh swab in hand was fiercely swabbing down the punished areas with a strong antiseptic. Of doubtful medicinal value, it was yet another example of how the staff could bend every rule to cause the maximum anguish to their charges. The moans and yelps spread down the line until Stewart felt first the blissful cold of the coarse swab followed by the searing sting as the strong fluid soaked into the throbbing skin.
 
   After a five-minute pause, with the victims struggling to remain bent over, they were ordered to stand and then dress. Eventually they stood at attention in the same position as they were before the floggings started. Miss Kenton stood in front of them flexing one of the canes that had been used.
 
    “That ladies and Stewart is just a small taste of how you can expect to be disciplined whilst you are at this Centre. If any of you doubt that, I can easily arrange for you to receive a further nine strokes before you leave this room. Her question, “Can I take it that this will not be necessary?” was greeted by an enthusiastic chant of “Yes Miss.”
 
   She went on to explain that this was one of the lighter grade canes and a fairly minimal punishment leaving them in no doubt as to her powers when it came to ‘arranging’ such events.
 
   “Well, that’s over for the time being,” she went on. “It is nearly time for lunch, I do hope you all have hearty appetites. You are all dismissed, but Stewart and Farrell are to report to me in my office at six pm. where we will discuss a couple of incidents that displeased me during this punishment.”
 
   With sinking hearts both Stewart, and the girl who lost control under the cane, knew that their problems were only just starting. 
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 



Derek Brady 

Early Morning Confrontation
 
    
 
   By Scotia
 
    
 
   Just about a fortnight ago Brady rose at 5am, his usual time, and tiptoed barefooted downstairs to the lower bathroom. Quietness being the reason for the tiptoes as to waken any of the three sleeping ladies of the house would land him in serious trouble. 
 
    
 
   Slipping off his nightgown Brady started to wash all over, as is the rule for him. Leaving the bathroom door wide open (another rule) so as if anyone passes they can see what he is doing. 
 
    
 
   Having done his top half he was just washing his private parts when Miss Tina appeared in the doorway and with a jerk if her thumb ordered, “OUT!” in a loud voice. Downstairs she knew her voice would not waken either her Mother or her Aunt Elizabeth. 
 
    
 
   Brady stumbled out, soap still in hand, his restrained prick and balls soaped as far as possible. To be turfed out of the bathroom was no new experience for him but, of course, quite unnecessary as there is a bathroom upstairs, which Miss Tina could have used, had she been so inclined. 
 
    
 
   Miss Tina’s thinking however was, “OK, I’m awake and need the loo why not go down and see what Master Brady is up to at this very moment?”
 
    
 
   Miss Tina was not in the bathroom two seconds when she almost screamed, “I just don’t believe my eeyyyeeeesss!”
 
    
 
   Brady shivered; the last words of Miss Tina’s sentence had been elongated into a loud screech. What on earth had he done to provoke her anger now?
 
    
 
   “Get back in here immediately!” shouted the girl, who was standing legs apart, hands on hips, just beside his discarded nightgown, which seemed to be the object of her ire. 
 
    
 
   “What is this, Brady?” she asked the young man standing naked before her.
 
   “Please Miss Tina, it is my nightgown,” Brady obeyed the rule of having to use the name of the person addressing him the first time he answered. 
 
    
 
   ‘Yes, stupid, I’m educated enough to realise it is a nightgown and furthermore I know it is YOUR nightgown, my lad,” the girl looked at Brady with disdain, noticing as she did so that he was not looking at her. “Look at ME, Brady when I am talking to you!” 
 
    
 
   “Sorry Miss,” replied Brady lifting his head to look at the young virago. He had been trying not to look at her due to the fact she was only dressed in a thin nightie herself, the see through variety, which unfortunately has an adverse effect on Brady’s squishy little piggie wiggle. The effect of making it harden with intent to stand to attention. 
 
    
 
   A movement Brady did not wish to experience due to the razor sharp pins in his steel restrainer. A device which had been replaced only last week due to the same unfortunate reaction taking place as Brady prepared Miss Tina for her bath. The removal of a nightdress or to be more precise, the diaphanous knickers which formed a part of the nightie, had been is downfall, or in this case, uprise. The device had been removed as his Aunts and Grandma liked to see his squishy little piggie wiggle rise when they are about to punish him. When associated with an impending thrashing of whatever variety or magnitude the ladies are prepared to overlook the phenomenon, if phenomenon it can be called. The ladies might not be prepared to describe it as such. Being it is rather small and they delight in telling him so at every opportunity…
 
    
 
   Miss Tina however had gone ballistic over his ‘rise’ in her presence and had mumped and moaned to have the restrainer replaced. “Even just for a short while,” she had wheedled. As may be imagined Tina being the apple of her Grandma’s eye got her way. The short while had so far extended to over a week and there was no indication yet of it’s impending removal. Tina, of course, being of the opinion it should be worn all of the time is unlikely to make the ‘short while’ very short at all. 
 
    
 
   Miss Tina laughed and said, “Yes, my boy, you will pay for any rise in my presence NOW, will you not?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” agreed her older cousin,
 
    
 
   “A bit prickly for your squishy little piggie wiggle I guess. However, back to business. Is this the way you treat good clothes we go out of our way to buy for you?”
 
    
 
   “Eeerrr, nooooo, Mmmiiiisssss, almost squealed Brady as his aforementioned ‘piggie’ started to rise in earnest, causing not a little pain to that poor member. 
 
    
 
   “See, I told you what would happen if you had a filthy mind in my presence, answer my question. Is this the way you treat nice clothes we buy you?” again asked Miss Tina grinning now. 
 
    
 
   “Nooooo, Mmmiissss,” Brady tried not to show the girl he was hurting down below. Quite a lot, in fact as the razor sharp points dug into his partial erection. Their desired function, of course, though not Brady’s desire. How the ladies of this household could have him fitted into this and the other restraining devices available to them, Brady just could not imagine. Why did they do it to him?
 
    
 
   Discipline is one thing but to be punished in this fashion for having what is a natural desire is surely most unfair. More so as the ladies very often place him in situations where such an erection is to be expected. Even guaranteed. Yes, guaranteed even by them. Titillating situations engineered by them just for the very purpose of causing him pain. They treated it as a bit of fun, at least, in front of him. 
 
    
 
   Annoying too,m to have his cousin say the nightgown had been bought by his relations. Brady had paid for it himself as he does all his clothes and uniforms. 
 
   “Nooo, Mmiiissss,” Miss Tina echoed his reply to her query regarding the treatment of his clothes, her face now serious again as her anger began to show once more. Unfortunate because she looked even more beautiful when she was angry. Green eyes glinting steel, auburn hair cascading down her back and over her shoulders, though steaming angry, she was undoubtedly beautiful. No assistance to Master Piggie down below. 
 
    
 
   “Tell me then, where was it supposed to be?” snapped Miss Tina. 
 
    
 
   “Hung up Miss,” Brady said. 
 
    
 
   “Yes clever boy, hung up. Why did we have a hook placed on the back of the bathroom door? Just decorative is it?” Tina frowned as she asked the question. 
 
    
 
   “No, Miss, it’s for hanging things upon,” Brady gave the answer he thought Miss Tina expected. 
 
    
 
   CRACK! Miss Tina too her right palm smartly off Brady’s left cheek and snarled, quite unladylike, “Don’t give me impudence, damn you.”
 
    
 
   CRACK! The girl repeated the slap and then asked, “Why then is this nightgown hanging up on the floor?”
 
    
 
   “Please, Miss, I was going to hang it up but I had jus taken it off,” bleated Brady.
 
    
 
   Menacingly Miss Tina set her sparkling little white teeth and gritted. “There is only ONE IDIOT in this room and I am not that one. Do you take me for one then?”  
 
    
 
   Again Brady answered in the negative.
 
    
 
   “You were busy soaping your squishy little piggie wiggle in its cage and your testicles when I came in – there is still soap on them now – so you could not have just removed your nightgown – could you?”
 
    
 
   “Er, ah, no, Miss.” It was obvious to Brady that Miss Tina knew to what stage of the strip wash he had reached when she came in to the bathroom. 
 
    
 
   “Very well, I am not going to punish you – get back outside,” the girl ordered, proceeding to lift her nightdress preparatory taking down her knickers and sitting down on the toilet. 
 
   Back outside the bathroom Brady thought, this must be my lucky day, Miss Tina is not going to punish me. All my birthdays must have come at once. Yet she did not look in a particularly sweet mood. Early morning and Miss Tina is not at her best mood wise or any other wise, if the truth be known. 
 
    
 
   In a couple of minutes his tormentress came out and said, “I was considering having you across my knee whilst Auntie Elizabeth gives you a sound thwacking with the gym shoe sole or the short strap. I know you do not like being across my lap but on second thoughts I have decided to ask Grandma to give you an exemplary caning. I shall ask her to make eighteen strokes the minimum and I am going to watch you being caned, my boy.”
 
    
 
   With which pronouncement Miss Tina flounced off back upstairs and her bed. 
 
    
 
   “I am not going to punish you,” the girl’s words still rang in his mind. No, neither she was but she was going to get someone else to do it for her.
 
    
 
   The thought of having to stretch up and over the gym horse in the hall and having had his bottom bared, being secured wrists, ankles, waist and thighs to make him unable to move, even fractionally, from the cane strokes which feel like a red hot wire being held hard against his bum, when administered by Grandma. An expert caner if ever there was one. 
 
    
 
   The very thought made him quail, even though Grandma did not even know of his error at this moment. That she would know, and very soon, was in no doubt. 
 
    
 
   Later, whilst he was going across the horse Miss Tina asked her Grandma, “Can we have his legs stretched out with ankles secured to the legs of the horse instead of strapped together like you usually do. Would not a wider target area be better, Gran, especially around and under the skin fold?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes, it most certainly would, my dear, you are a very thoughtful girl today,” Grandma had replied. 
 
    
 
   Grandma had not been averse to that suggestion and the 24 cuts she had laid on were an exemplary punishment indeed. Over a stupid nightgown. Still the article was not the point; it was the principle of the thing – disobedience and no proper respect for wearing apparel, which was being punished. 
 
    
 
   The moral of this story is NEVER presume you will not be found out in your failure to obey orders. Even at 5am because one day you will be found out and have to pay the price – whatever that may be. 
 
    
 
   What had annoyed Miss Tina so much had been the nightgown was almost new. Recently Miss Tina and Grandma had taken Brady to a ladies lingerie shop with the express purpose of buying him a nightdress. A shop which held charity fashion shows and so possessed a catwalk. 
 
    
 
   Apart from the shame of being the only man in the shop Brady had been mortified, when told by an older frumpy lady assistant to accompany her to the changing cubicle. Neither Grandma nor Tina had demurred at this order being given to Brady and so he just had to do as he was told. 
 
    
 
   It became obvious when Mrs Arbuckle told him to strip that this situation had been set up for him. An older, married, assistant had been approached earlier and asked if she would object to Brady being stripped down to punishment knickers in her presence. Having been shown the knickers, which cover mainly the privates and little at the rear, the lady had agreed without demur. 
 
    
 
   So, no way could he disobey the assistant’s order to strip to knickers for her. 
 
    
 
   Stripped down to the thin pink knickers Brady had stood before the assistant ready to put on the first nightdress. 
 
    
 
   The frump had walked around him and caught her breath when she saw the marks of corporal punishment plainly displayed on his bottom. The weals from a session with the two tailed (bottom warmer) tawse wielded by Auntie Margaret as recently as the evening before. 
 
    
 
   It may be remembered that Auntie Margaret had been against corporal punishment, when Brady first came under their jurisdiction. To the degree she would go out rather than hear it being administered by either her Mother, Sister or Daughter. She would always caution “Not too hard now, please,” when either woman was to start ion Brady. A caution agreed to verbally but ignored when the thrashing began. What, after all, is the point of a ‘not too hard’ thrashing? At least the other ladies reasoned that way. If they were to expend their time and energy disciplining the lad they may as well do it properly. That is, as hard as they could. 
 
    
 
   However, all good things have a nasty habit of coming to an end and for Master Brady they had ended, so far as Auntie Margaret not using corporal punishment was concerned, one day in the kitchen. Working, as usual, under Auntie Margaret’s supervision, unfortunately Brady had knocked down a small pile of good tea plates and broken all but one. The small pile contained twelve tea plates from Auntie Margaret’s wedding china. Most were obviously broken or at least cracked. The wedding may have ended in divorce but the china was still cherished. 
 
    
 
   Auntie Margaret had lost her temper, not altogether unusual, but at that moment the worst temper tantrum Brady had seen her exhibit. 
 
    
 
   Coming at a run Auntie Elizabeth had asked briefly, “What happened, Margaret?”
 
    
 
   “That!” Margaret pointed at the broken mess of china on the floor. “Sheer carelessness caused that and no need to ask whose either!”
 
    
 
   “Right boy,” shouted Auntie Elizabeth whose anger was easily aroused. “I’m going to thrash you, get into the hall!”
 
    
 
   ‘Oh no you are not!” shouted Auntie Margaret even louder, to her younger sister’s retreating back. “Because on this occasion I am going to thrash him MYSELF!”
 
   That she had done and very soundly too. Evidenced by the fact he could not use either hand to pick up the broken plates, when ordered to do so. Twelve strokes given by a lady who was unaccustomed to using the three tailed extra heavy Lochgelly. However, she had more than managed to both impress her younger sister and Brady, whom she doubled up more than once during her debut. The extra strokes earned due to doubling up and thus removing his hands are to be given later. He has another eight strokes to come yet. At bedtime, when Auntie Margaret has no further use for his hands. 
 
    
 
   Four times Auntie Margaret had doubled Brady up and the penalty for withdrawing the hands after the completion of a stroke is one further stroke on each palm for every such occurrence. For withdrawing or moving the hands, as a stroke is actually falling, the stroke given again (even if it has struck the palm improperly) and one further stroke on each palm for every such occurrence. There are no deviations from the increase in punishment due to not being able to take the belting properly. 
 
    
 
   Brady doubled up at the conclusion of Auntie Margaret’s thrashing thought to himself, if she can belt like this the very first time she uses the tawse what will she be like later on after she has had some practise? 
 
    
 
   So the breakages waited to be picked up until Brady had enough feeling in his hands to grip the broken china. Ever since that sad day, Auntie Margaret has been another person to watch out for, as once started to use the tawse, she continued to do so. So far she had not slippered or caned him but again, who knows when? A matter of time only the reader and Master Brady would think.
 
    
 
   Back in the Ladies outfitters, the near naked Brady stood in the changing room ready to do as Mrs Arbuckle told him. 
 
    
 
   “Do you wear knickers to bed then, Brady?” Mrs Arbuckle asked, not having commented on the weals marking his bum. 
 
    
 
   “Er, no Mrs Arbuckle,” he replied. 
 
    
 
   “Very well, in that case we’ll just have them off smartly now. You do not have anything under there I have not seen many times before this and I’m sure what you have will come as no surprise to me. So down and off with them quickly now,” ordered Mrs Arbuckle, with a gleam in her eye. Older and frumpy she may be but she knows what she wants evidently. As a married lady obviously she is not exactly a stranger to a penis and its appendages. Though Brady was not exactly keen to show her his but there was no option. 
 
    
 
   Brady did as he was told. He knew Mrs Arbuckle from church but that alone did not prepare him for stripping naked in front of her. As would be assumed the result of this action was that squishy little piggie wiggle misbehaved himself, which withdrew the comment. 
 
    
 
   “There is no need for that, my lad. I appreciate its not big but there is no need to show off and try to make it bigger for me. I have no use for it.”
 
    
 
   Brady blushingly said, “Sorry Ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “I am sure your relations will not be too enamoured with that sticking out the front of your nightdress. Neither I would think will the other staff and lady customers in the shop,” opined Mrs Arbuckle handing Brady the first gown. “Get that on and we’ll go out and show Mrs McCabe and your young cousin, Tina.”
 
    
 
   Obviously the mere fact that he had a hard on was not going to prevent him having to go out on to the catwalk. 
 
    
 
   The charade commenced and Brady was in and out of that cubicle about fifty times at the very least. The protuberance sticking out of the front initially had subsided fairly quickly and had not been commented on by either of his relations. Not that it went unnoticed by any means. A slight frown from Grandma indicating she had not missed the unwanted and, in her opinion, entirely uncalled for spectacle. 
 
    
 
   It has to be said that Grandma belted Brady on their return home for embarrassing his relations and making an exhibition of himself. A dozen strokes of Grandma’s best with her two-tailed Extra Heavy tawse. Brady left with two excruciatingly painful palms had been made aware of the lady’s extreme displeasure. Actions speak louder than words and Grandma and her Lochgelly had once more demonstrated that particular point to the full. She had not even stated the reason for the punishment, only saying as she raised the tawse over her shoulder, “You know very well what this is for my boy, without me having to remind you. I am giving you a dozen strokes.” 
 
    
 
   The sentence enough to make Brady’s heart sink to his boots.    
 
    
 
   Miss Tina on their return to Grandma’s house, for the belting, had said to her Gran, “Fancy him having the cheek to get a hard on for Mrs Arbuckle. I’m sure she’s no oil painting. Sour looking old bag that she is. Almost makes me wonder if I am as beautiful as I think I am when I see his appendage rising in the bathroom when he’s undressing me to bathe. I think he deserves a really good thrashing for his body impudence Gran.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry your pretty head on that score, Tina, he’s just about to get one. Once I get my coat off and my tawse down off the hook,” replied Gran determinedly.
 
    
 
   In the lingerie shop he had tried on a selection of nightdresses in each one of which he was required to step out into the store and show to his smiling relations, who made comments as to the suitability and exquisite looks of each. How pretty he looked etc etc. Walking and turning twice to show the back of each gown it was reminiscent of the models on a proper catwalk. Sometimes it was necessary to do this more than once if a gown seemed a likely prospect for purchase or if it simply seemed to please his relations. 
 
    
 
   As fate would have it the shop door opened, with a tinkle of the bell, and in walked Rebecca Gawler and her Mother. Embarrassed already by the situation he was placed in, the sight of these two ladies walking over towards him made Brady colour an even deeper red. 
 
    
 
   “What’s this then?” Rebecca asked Tina, with a grin as the two ladies stood and regarded the spectacle. 
 
    
 
   “Seems obvious to me Becky,” replied Tina sarcastically, though grinning herself. “Brady is having two new nightdresses and so we are having him try a few so as to see what we like him in best. We like him to look pretty when he’s ready for bed, you know.”
 
    
 
   “I see,” replied Rebecca, as another assistant brought two more chairs to seat the new arrivals. Brady’s audience had increased 100%
 
    
 
   Now Brady had never set eyes on Rebecca’s Mum before and to say that she looked more like Rebecca’s sister than her Mum would be the understatement of the year. Rebecca was a beauty herself but her Mum well, she was a honey, and in fact her beauty was startling. Thick, golden brown hair that, loosened, as now, falls in soft waves past her shoulders. Face wide and open with high cheekbones and lips curving upwards when she flashed her devastating smile. But it was her eyes, a deep emerald green, fringed with dark lashes, which captivated Brady’s attention. Moving across to him with feline grace he was devastated. A lady whom Brady would have wanted to know much, much better if he had been free to do so. In a summer dress, gold sandals, legs to die for and beautifully made up, the reaction from Brady was predictable. Squishy little piggie wiggle had a look at the beautiful lady and remembered the instruction ‘It’s polite to stand for a lady’ and piggie wiggle stood. Rigidly to attention. Oh yes, Ma’am, RIGID. A long tent pole (well it seemed long to Brady) sticking out the front of the nightdress Brady was modelling at the moment. 
 
    
 
   Brady almost wished he were wearing a restrainer. ALMOST!
 
    
 
   Even the restrainer known as ‘The Triangle’ had been in Miss Tina’s words “spiced up a little girls”, showing the revamped restrainer to Rebecca, Sally and a few other young ladies. Some of who frankly had no conceivable idea what the thing was intended to do. 
 
    
 
   What had been the least painful of these devices, compared with the other restrainers available to the ladies, had now been as Miss Tina said ‘spiced up a little’. The understatement of the year. 
 
    
 
   In the lingerie shop, a tent pole, no matter who long or short, did not escape the notice of Miss Tina, who asked Brady, loudly, ‘Do you wish to be looking at my beautiful nylon clad legs from the upside position, Brady?”
 
    
 
   “Er, no, Miss Tina,” Brady answered, using her name as the young lady was referring to punishment. Brady being bent over her knee and viewing her legs from a position ladies legs are not viewed from normally. 
 
    
 
   “Well, if you do not control yourself swiftly I shall be getting out my black leather micro skirt pretty smartly once we get you home and you will be ogling my legs from an angle you know never even imagined a short while ago, my boy!”
 
    
 
   Across Miss Tina’s knee is the position required to be adopted for a spanking if that young madam has been involved, however minimally, in any situation, which results in a spanking as punishment. 
 
    
 
   The reference to her ultra short black leather skirt worn by Miss Tina, when she has Brady over her knee for Auntie Elizabeth or Grandma to thwack with the gym shoe sole, or short tawse, his punishment knicker clad bottom. The ultra short leather skirt leaving her lap, which is long, only clad in the sheer black nylon of her stockings. That sheer nylon is rubbed incessantly during the spanking by the similarly sheer nylon of the punishment knickers. Almost sexy are the movements engendered by the hard thwacking gym shoe sole or strap on a very sparsely covered bottom. Rising and falling, moving forward and backwards as he howls to the cadence of the gym shoe sole. A steady rhythm, which seems to go on forever and ever. A situation Brady guesses Miss Tina appreciates to the full and why, he guesses, she wears the sexy outfit for such punishments. Stands to reason, why else would she dress up like that to have him across her lap if she does not derive a real buzz during the spanking?
 
    
 
   “A few dozen thwacks with the gym shoe sole from Grandma would not go amiss, I think,” opined Miss Tina looking at Grandma hopefully. “or Becky, a dose of the cane perhaps?”
 
    
 
   “Heavens no, I’ve seen your Grandma cane and I nearly wet myself with fear. And I was only watching not getting the damned cane,” said Rebecca, shivering as she spoke.
 
    
 
   “You, missie, are too bloody soft,” sniggered Tina. “I love to watch a sound thrashing and I especially love the cane. I just cannot wait for the day I am allowed to use a cane. I am practising actually by caning the overstuffed arm of the settee. Striking it on the side, so as I can define my line and keep to it, when I come to use the cane first. I would hate to keep missing my aim, you know Becky?”
 
    
 
   Rebecca looked askance at her friend and said merely, “Oh! You are AWFUL Tina!”
 
    
 
   Grandma engaged in conversation with Mrs Gawler had not seen what had caught her grand daughter’s attention and was not looking in Brady’s direction. Tina unable to catch her eye at the crucial moment, well Brady does sometimes have a modicum of luck. 
 
    
 
   “We’ll let you carry on then, Mrs McCabe,” said Mrs Gawler, making to rise and head for the counter, where the delectable Rebecca was to purchase a new bra to control her burgeoning breasts. 
 
    
 
   “No, please stay Mrs Gawler, and also Rebecca,” urged Grandma. “You may both wish to have some input.”
 
    
 
   In minutes the two older ladies were addressing each other as Florence (Grandma) and Sheila (Mrs Gawler) and enjoying the unusual show being provided for them. 
 
    
 
   The ‘show’ went on for about an hour before the two nightdresses were chosen. Needless to say Grandma would have been satisfied long before Miss Tina, had she been on her own with Brady. Much to Brady’s chagrin Sheila Gawler had actually chosen the second of the night gowns purchased. Worse she had noticed and commented on the weals on his bottom. 
 
    
 
   To which observation Tina had whispered to Rebecca, “These are nothing compared to what I would have liked him to have if Grandma had been looking and listening earlier. Her cane makes much better and deeper weals than the tawse. Blisters too where the tip catches the cheeks.”
 
    
 
   (A reference to the fact that when Grandma has Brady’s bottom right on the top of the horse, she can then cane him from both sides. So her cane end blisters both cheeks. Grandma, having recently read a Victorian novel, has now fitted wax ends to her canes. Originally designed to prevent canes splitting, in the days when schoolmasters used them a lot, the practise has fallen from use.)
 
    
 
   “Unfortunately my Grandma during the crucial moments was oblivious as she was talking to your Mum. Old Fanny Arbuckle whipped him away to change to another gown and by the time they returned squishy little piggie wiggle was all squishy again.”
 
    
 
   Unknown to Tina, or any of the other, Mrs Arbuckle had assisted the return to squishiness by squeezing Brady’s balls hard until she had his prick soft enough to please her. An operation which had shaken Brady to the very core. 
 
    
 
   A number of times whilst Brady was on the short cat walk he was told to try and look as if he was entering into the spirit of the exercise. Not look like a wet weekend every time he had to come out of the changing room. Grandma even threatened to have him across her knee in the changing room for a spanking if he did not try and look more cheerful. Brady just could not work out how a spanking would assist with cheerfulness. Might help Grandma though. 
 
    
 
   The older lady always had a tawse with her whenever they were out together so a spanking would not have been difficult for her to administer. 
 
    
 
   The threat made in front of Mrs Gawler made him squirm with embarrassment. What would the lady think? Still, she must know from her daughter how he is treated. 
 
    
 
   “There are a few young ladies, who make fantastic salaries doing just what you are doing now Brady. There are no complaints or long faces from them. So why are you not showing the same panache and enthusiasm as they do?”
 
    
 
   This contribution from his new heartthrob, Sheila Gawler, almost changed Brady’s mind about her. She may look fabulously beautiful but she may not be all sugar and spice after all. Like a lot of other ladies, her beauty only skin deep. 
 
    
 
    To make matters worse his desired ladylove had actually chosen one of the nightdresses, giving the opinion. 
 
    
 
   “I think he looks really fetching in that one. I could almost fall for him myself when I see him in a nightie. Could I sort of put his name on that one please, Florence?” enthused Sheila Gawler, eyes sparkling brightly. 
 
    
 
   Then she laughed loudly, a peal of sarcastic laughter, which brought Brady right down to earth with a BANG. She is just a bitch like all the rest, he thought. 
 
    
 
   BITCH is a word Brady often has on his mind but would not dare to enunciate. The consequences he would not dare contemplate. 
 
    
 
   Sheila Gawler must know he cannot speak back but has to take whatever is said about him, jibes and taunts or suffer the consequences if he even looks upset or in anyway put down…Sheila has been quick to sense she could say anything, no matter how cruel, and get away with it. 
 
    
 
   Only a pity, she thought, that she could not think of anything more cutting at the time. The mere idea of Brady’s situation intrigued her and she would dearly love to be more involved with it and HIM! Not in the way he was thinking about either. Had she been aware of his thoughts in her direction she might well have persuaded his Grandma to let her do something about them. Thoughts, these days, are about the only things Brady has which are private. And he is often second-guessed by Miss Tina, even his thoughts.
 
    
 
   The nightdresses chosen were:
 
    
 
   Number One – described as a feminine super silky nightgown with attractive lace front V-neck panels. Beautifully light and comfortable to wear. Has loose fitting cap sleeves and a pretty pink ribbon bow at the front. Colour silver grey. Length 48”
 
    
 
   And Sheila Gawler’s choice:   
 
    
 
   Number Two – Luxury Satiny Nightdress for smooth comfort. In easy care, machine washable polyamide is luxuriously soft and silky. The loose fitting cap sleeves and attractive lace front yolk almost guarantee sweet dreams. The colours available were pink and grey and as Brady was to have the other in grey this second one was pink. Length again 48”.
 
    
 
   Brady however did not have sweet dreams for seven nights after the nightdress incident in the bathroom. Mss Tina paid him a little visit in his bedroom each night and securing his wrists to the bed head, his ankles to the foot of the bed, lifted his nightdress and already rubber gloved, gave him a quick rub down with wintergreen – all over his testicles and his squishy little piggie wiggle. Having removed the restrainer before applying the lotion she said, ‘Somehow I do not think you will be playing with piggie wiggle during the night after I am finished with him. I’ll replace this toy for you first thing in the morning.”
 
    
 
   “This little warm up boy will teach you not to tell me lies. You told me you had just removed your nightie, when I could obviously see you had that very minute soaped your privates. Privates they may well be called but yours are never private to me – GOODNIGHT!”
 
    
 
   Miss Tina, having pulled down the nightgown and locked his bedroom door on her way out, left Brady to scream and scream in excruciating pain as her punishment burned and burned for simply ages. Did the advert say the nightie almost GUARANTEED SWEET DREAMS? Not for Brady it doesn’t.
 
    
 
   As promised Miss Tina replaced the prickly steel cage first thing next morning prior to releasing his wrists and ankles. Not that he would be playing with what was still a very tender appendage. Even her fingers as they slipped on the device had caused him to yelp.
 
    
 
   “Oh shut up Brady, anyone would think I was hurting you!” she exclaimed in annoyance, as she snapped the small lock shut…
 
    
 
   After seven nights of ‘little warms’ to even think about touching his penis was painful. It was best to try and keep his mind well away from that area. As Miss Tina had wheedled permission from Grandma to keep the restrainer on for a period of her nightly visits it seemed to ‘bite’ even sooner than normal. 
 
    
 
   “Remember and hang your nightie whenever you reach the bathroom in future, boy. We don’t make rules for you to break, we make them for you to abide and meticulously abide by at that,” the girl had informed him as he left his bedroom. He had spent a most uncomfortable night due to the minx’s ministrations. How a young beauty such as Miss Tina could have such a cruel mind and make the most of her power over him made Brady wonder if all women did not perhaps have that streak in them. If given the opportunity to use power indiscriminately and unhindered is it a facet of women’s lib? Certainly all of the ladies he now came in contact with were quick to discipline him, even those he had felt would not do so. He had thought them too sweet and gently disposed. An error he had soon been made painfully aware of by those same ladies. ‘Would Sheila Gawler be like that?’ he wondered. Perhaps. 
 
    
 
   Even Miss Tina had been a nice girl, all sweetness and light, when he had known her first. That was before Aunt Elizabeth had placed him under ‘control’ as she called it, with the strictest of discipline being imposed at all times. What more could he suffer in the future under this regime? Brady and the readers are left to wonder. 
 
    
 
   Aha, and yes, Miss Tina will ensure that Brady has the caning from Grandma he missed due to the older lady being engaged in conversation with Sheila Gawler in the shop. It will be relatively easy for Miss Tina to think up some reason, real or imagined, to get Grandma going in the right direction. 
 
    
 
   The direction of the caning horse and, to Miss Tina, a nice swishy cane in her hand…
 
   
  
 

You can follow Brady’s tale in My Holidays, in Volume 7


 
   
  
 



A Blissful Marriage 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 6
 
 
   By Nick 
 
    
 
   Richard recovers from his visit to Gloria's Spa, and waits for the weekend.
 
    
 
   After they got home from Gloria's in the afternoon on Wednesday Richard's mother-in-law Elizabeth told him he could relax until it was time for the dinner preparations, and he was glad of that because he felt sore from the waxing and the punishment of her little pocket strap. "And by the way, Richard," she added, "I'm quite satisfied with the way you took your correction at the spa this afternoon."
 
    
 
   Richard was surprised to have the rare compliment from his mother-in-law and it showed in his face, but he demurred. "Ms. Schmidt once told me that sometimes correction would be necessary in front of strangers, and I had to accept it without question as part of my duties," he said.
 
    
 
   "Yes, but still it's not easy being disciplined in front of two young ladies whom you barely know. Whoops, did I make a joke?" Elizabeth laughed. "Your attitude was very commendable. I'll pass that information back to Frau Schmidt when you see her next."
 
    
 
   "Thank you, Mother."
 
    
 
   "I know it didn't hurt much since that pocket strap is so light. The thrashing you will get this weekend will make up for that. Looking forward to the weekend?" She smiled at him, waiting for his reply.
 
    
 
   Richard was reluctant to agree. "But it did hurt. I just had your hairbrush yesterday for a long session and then the waxing left me really sore. I know I'm expected to obey you completely, but it isn't necessary to punish me for every little thing. Especially when I just was surprised by the severity of pain from the waxing."
 
    
 
   "Oh, but it is necessary," she admonished. "Over and over again. Now why don't you have a little nap for an hour or so?"
 
    
 
   Harriet, Richard's lawyer wife, actually came home for in time for dinner and listened with a little amusement to Richard's adventures at the spa. After dinner she went into her office to work on the pile of papers she had in her briefcase, and told Richard he should come see her at nine o'clock.
 
    
 
   When the hour arrived he knocked, waited for her invitation and let himself into her office. He stood respectfully at her desk until she looked up and spoke to him. "You can get ready for bed now Richard. I want you to lay out my blue pin-striped suit for tomorrow. You know what goes with it. Then get into wait position for me. I want to see for myself what you got at Gloria's today. Do you have any questions, dear?"
 
    
 
   He hesitated a moment before answering. "Just a minor request, Harriet. My arms can get tired in that position, especially at the end of a long day, and if it's a long wait. Perhaps a slightly different position, at least at the beginning if you're going to be awhile?"
 
    
 
   "Oh, well." She looked at him with an eyebrow slightly raised. "We all have to work hard. I work long hours at my job, and my work provides you with a house to live in, food to eat, a car, clothes, everything you need, right?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, of course. I appreciate all you do for me."
 
    
 
   She went on. "I think you had a nap this afternoon while I was working all day, and even now I'm working into the evening. Why are you complaining? Do I ask too much of you, Richard? Aren't you happy to help?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, of course." He looked uncomfortable and shifted from foot to foot.
 
    
 
   "All I ask is that you carry your weight and do some chores around the house. It's not difficult, is it Richard? And if I ask you to take care of a few of my needs, be there for me when I require it, that's not too much to ask, is it Richard? Considering all I do for you?"
 
    
 
   "No, Harriet, certainly not. I'm sorry I said anything, dear. And I didn't really mean it as a complaint. I thought I could just as easily show my willingness to be there for you in a position that wasn't quite so exhausting." He looked expectantly at his wife.
 
    
 
   She did not soften. "You're young and strong, Richard. In great shape. And you need exercise to stay in shape. Maybe when you get to be forty we can relax the rules a little." She took a sharp breath and returned her attention to the computer screen. "I'll be up shortly, Richard. Blue pin-stripe for tomorrow and then the wait position. Now."
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am." He turned and left the office.
 
    
 
   Harriet took her time coming upstairs, a good hour and a half. Richard, for his part, a little piqued that his reasonable request had been so easily brushed aside, took his sweet time laying out Harriet's clothes for the next day. Then he washed his face, brushed his teeth, and took his position, naked as required, at the end of the bed, staring at his reflection in the mirror. Like an angry little boy, he left his arms at his sides for a few minutes, but then he realized he was just being contrary and it would probably not end well. Besides, might Harriet have installed web cameras in the room or around the house? He glanced around, up to the ceiling and to the corners of the room. Why take a chance? He lifted his arms into place, hands behind his head with fingers touching but not interlaced, stomach in, shoulders back, feet together at the heel, and waited.
 
    
 
   Harriet, as usual, ignored him when she entered the bedroom, and took her own time attending to her toilet after getting into her cotton granny nightgown and slippers. When she was in the bathroom washing up she called out to her husband. "Arms tired, dear?"
 
    
 
   "No, ma'am," came the answer, somewhat short, she thought.
 
    
 
   "Well, try and keep them up a bit longer," said Harriet coming into the bedroom and standing in front of the man with the aching arms. "Let me see what Gloria did." She grasped his penis in her right hand and moved it left and right, while her left hand brushed over the recently clipped hair that covered his pubic region, grasped his testicles and squeezed. "Hmm, that's nice," she said. "Very nice, just a little fuzz, the way I like it. Let's keep it that way, shall we?" She tightened her grasp and was rewarded with a sudden swelling of his penis. "I heard you got a little excited with the girls at Gloria's this afternoon."
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am. Well, I couldn't help it. She was flipping my dick this way and that. It was an involuntary reaction."
 
    
 
   "Really? I expect you to control yourself and show proper respect at all times." Harriet looked directly into his eyes.
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am." He held his gaze on her as long as he could, and then dropped his eyes. His erection was almost full now.
 
    
 
   "This is for me." She pulled hard on his penis, eliciting a small grunt from her husband. "No one else. Not even yourself. When was the last time you masturbated?"
 
    
 
   "I don't know, ma'am. Maybe a week or ten days ago."
 
    
 
   "Well, your masturbation privileges are suspended until further notice. I'll inform Mother about that and she can keep an eye on you. Any suspicion and I'll put a cock ring on you so fast that you won't know what happened."
 
    
 
   She suddenly softened. "Look, Richard. I don't want to put a ring on you. I like seeing you walk around with a stiff one. But I don't want you ejaculating whenever you feel like it or getting a hard-on every time you spot some little bimbo. I like to see you in my room with a good solid rock-hard prick, just like you are now, and know that you want me and appreciate me. Plus, you know how the male physiology works. You're practically useless after an orgasm."
 
    
 
   She dropped his penis and smiled. "Although, now that your pubic hair is nice and short it's much easier to put a ring around it. Now let's take a look at the backside. You can put your arms down, Richard, at long last. Bend over and spread your legs so I can look at the hairless bottom."
 
    
 
   With a sigh of relief Richard dropped his arms and turned to grasp the rail at the end of the bed, obediently spreading his legs for his wife's view. She spread his marked cheeks carefully and looked into his freshly waxed gluteal crack. "Oooh, that's nice," she said. "Just like a baby's, fresh and virginal. Do you know what I'm going to do, Richard?"
 
    
 
   "No, ma'am?" His voice was questioning.
 
    
 
   "I'm going to get myself a strap-on and penetrate that little puckered hole of yours." She laughed heartily and slapped his bottom smartly. "Stand up, boy, and turn around."
 
    
 
   She walked into her closet while Richard straightened himself and stood at attention again, but this time with arms at his side. She returned carrying her two-fingered tawse, and Richard inwardly groaned at what he knew was coming.
 
    
 
   "Got enough strength left to lift those arms a little once more?" she asked, a glint in her eye. "Give me that right palm, and hold it there if you know what's good for you. I'm going to give you your reward for whining." The tawse went over her right shoulder; his hand went up with a slight tremble, and after what seemed an interminable wait the leather flashed down onto his palm, six times in quick succession. He yelped in pain, tears appeared, and then she was ordering his left hand on top. Six more, and Richard was begging for mercy. "Oh, Harriet, please!" He swayed in place, palms burning with the sting.
 
    
 
   "That should make you forget about your arms," she said, sarcastically. "You can think about your hands for awhile. And what it means to be thankful. And you can be thankful I'm not taking the tawse to that dick of yours for misbehaving at the spa." Harriet dropped the tawse, stepped forward and took Richard's hands, slid them up the inside of her nightgown on either side and placed them on the sides of her breasts. "Thank me, Richard."
 
    
 
   "Oh, yes, Harriet, thank you, for everything! Thank you for reminding me how lucky I am to be with you. I'm sorry for whining about my arms."
 
    
 
   "For this and every future correction, because it's all done for your own good. Kneel and thank me, Richard."
 
    
 
   He slid his hands down, kneeled and placed his head between her feet. "Yes, Harriet. I'm so sorry to complain. Thank you for showing me the way. I'm a very lucky man."
 
    
 
   "You are indeed. All right, time for bed. I want you to keep that hard-on you had a few minutes ago for me until this weekend. Think you can do that, Richard?"
 
    
 
   "Oh, yes, ma'am. I will, Harriet."
 
    
 
   "Good. Let's get to sleep then. A big day tomorrow. I just want you to nuzzle my own pussy a little bit to relax me." She got in bed and pulled her nightgown up to the top her waist. "Very gently, now."
 
    
 
   Friday morning at breakfast Harriet had an announcement to make. "Richard, there's been a slight change in plans."
 
    
 
   "Yes, dear?" He was completely attentive.
 
    
 
   "It turns out that Ms. Schmidt can't come and see you on Saturday after all, but it's been postponed for a week. Mother and I are still going to take tomorrow shopping and some tennis, but instead of coming home for dinner, she and I will instead eat at the club or someplace, so tomorrow will be a day off for you, except for the regular chores, of course. You can even watch some football in the afternoon if you have time and want to."
 
    
 
   Richard nodded and smiled. Days off were rare. "Great. Thank you, Harriet. This all sounds good to me."
 
    
 
   Harriet held up a finger. "But you will have your weekly session tomorrow night when we get home. Just a regular maintenance, nothing in there about the debt you owe me, the traffic ticket, the trip to Gloria's. We'll have to work that out later."
 
    
 
   "Whatever you say, dear." Richard had lost some of his sparkle about the day off.
 
    
 
   Harriet dropped her napkin and got up from the table. "I'm leaving now for an off-site meeting, and I'll be home late. Try not to get too many more demerits today, dear, and I'll see you later. Briefcase, Richard."
 
    
 
   "Goodbye dear," Richard said. He hurried into her office to get the briefcase.
 
    
 
   Saturday morning was busy as usual for Richard, with the weekly laundry chores leading the list, a few extra loads because of the extra sheets and towels for the mother-in-law, and then the hand washing of all the women's delicates. He said good-bye to the ladies about mid-morning and promised to call them if necessary. The afternoon was spent watching football, followed by a small evening meal of leftovers eaten alone. He made sure everything was neat and clean, kitchen, bathroom, and bedrooms. Now was not the time to be earning extra demerits with the weekly correction session imminent.
 
    
 
   The two arrived home about nine o'clock, happy and a bit worn out from their long day. Richard carried in their shopping bags, got them each a small glass of sherry and let then unwind for an hour while he provided a captive audience for their new clothing purchases.
 
    
 
   Then about ten Harriet got up and announced that the time for Richard's weekly correction was here. "Come along now, bring the new things upstairs and put them away properly. Mother will do the honors tonight because she is our guest. Ready, Richard?"
 
    
 
   "Of course, dear." Richard smiled wanly at both.
 
    
 
   "Then upstairs, boy. Now."
 
    
 
   Richard, arms full of plastic bags, followed the two women up the stairs. While he busied himself finding hangers for the new clothes and putting them away in their proper closets, both Harriet and her mother Elizabeth washed up and changed clothes in preparation for bed. Harriet climbed into bed wearing her short nightgown, piled the pillows at the head of the bed and pulled the sheet up to her neck. A few moments later Elizabeth came into the bedroom dressed in her terry cloth bathrobe and slippers.
 
    
 
   They were both ready and waiting for Richard when he made his appearance in the master bedroom, nude as expected. Harriet propped herself up with pillows and held the demerit notebook opened to the most recent page. The cat was lying on the bed with Harriet, but when Richard came into the room she perked up at the stretched herself in anticipation, padding to the end where Richard would soon be standing.
 
   Elizabeth was brief with the preliminaries. "You know why you're here. Get out the riser, son, and we'll get on with the figging."
 
    
 
   He pulled the wooden platform from under the bed and stepped onto it, placing his feet in the leather holds. The foot holders on either side of the box were a crucial part of the design. Instead of letting his feet point slightly outward in their natural position, the holders forced his toes to point inward. The effect was to keep his knees together and his buttocks spread, offering up his backside in a wide and inviting stance.
 
    
 
    Next he bent at the waist while Elizabeth dabbed a nice blob of Tiger Balm into his rectum. "No clenching tonight, Richard. Keep your cheeks wide and relaxed, understand?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am. I'll do my best."
 
    
 
   "You'll do as I say. Stand up now." Elizabeth went to the closet and came back with the nun's strap flexing and snapping it between its two layers.
 
    
 
   Harriet spoke up. "I'm going to sit in bed and watch Mother administer the discipline. I hope you've been seriously thinking about your imminent correction. I see Mother has decided to use the nun's strap again, as we usually do for the weekly."
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am."
 
    
 
   She arranged the covers and pillows to a more comfortable position and looked at the demerit notebook. "You are ready for the lesson, aren't you?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am, I am. I know the list Mother kept was accurate. It'll be good to be reminded and corrected."
 
    
 
   "A good, hard strapping should do some good for you," she agreed.
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am, it certainly will," he managed to say.
 
    
 
   "The correction is simply to show you that we know you can do better and we expect better things in the future. You are being corrected for your own good, Richard. And I know that you realize and accept that, too. Anytime you're ready, Mom." With that she dropped the sheet to her waist and then pulled her sheer nightgown down to uncover her breasts.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth took off her bathrobe and put it over the easy chair, the kicked off her slippers. She hadn't changed into her nightwear, but still wore her thong panties and a black lace bra. She doubled the strap and snapped the two sided together with a loud crack.
 
    
 
   Richard felt a fleeting sense of humiliation, as well as a slight surge of excitement seeing his mother-in-law's mature body. Before they were married, Elizabeth had taken her hairbrush to him in private on several occasions, but it wasn't until they were engaged that she had invited Harriet to be in the same room. He remembered how ashamed he felt that time, to be over his mother-in-law's knee while the woman he was dating, his future wife, looked on in approval, and it was then that he realized what the future held in store, that Harriet was being groomed to take her mother's place in his life. The memory of that event flooded in as he stood at then end of the bed, and then it dissipated as he came to realize that he agreed with his wife and Elizabeth, that the rules and discipline they enforced had indeed made him into a better husband and a better man.
 
    
 
   "Well, all set for your weekly correction, Richard?" Elizabeth asked.
 
    
 
   "Yes, Mother, I am," he answered civilly.
 
    
 
   "Bend over," she said, the words that both women loved to hear. And Richard assumed the stance of the man about to be strapped on the buttocks.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth was fussy about his position. She dangled the leather strap and reached her other hand out to the small of Richard's back, pushing down, then reaching underneath to his genitals and pushing up. "Bend your head down a little further," she said. "Arch your back a bit more. I want a good presentation." She continued to adjust him as she wanted, striving to get that ideal target. "Remember," she said, rather needlessly, "to hold that position. Keep your shoulders down and your backside up. Remember what I said about clenching. We're going to give your backside and thighs a good, solid strapping and I don't want any complaints. Harriet, do you want him looking at you?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, mum. Full eye contact, Richard." And she slightly shook her firm breasts to her husband's gaze, then pointed with two fingers of her right hand to her eyes. "Right here."
 
    
 
   Finally Richard was presented to Elizabeth's satisfaction and looking into Harriet's eyes, Elizabeth stepped back, patted his buttocks with her free hand, and inhaled slowly. She casually swung the strap in the air a few times to gauge its heft, and spoke to Harriet. "I like a nice, flexible piece of leather like this. Did you get this in England, Harriet?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, I did.  One of my conferences."
 
    
 
   "It has a nice feel,” said Elizabeth. She turned her attention back to her son-in-law. "I'm sure your husband will agree that it has a nice feel," she said with just a trace of a smile, "Richard, would you request your punishment? At once, please, in a clear voice of a complete and grammatical sentence."
 
    
 
   Richard was expecting the ritual pronouncement and did not hesitate. "Mother, would you please give me a good strapping so that I will remember to do all the housework properly, to be courteous and obedient at all times to both you and Harriet, and to make you proud of your son?" 
 
    
 
   Elizabeth was satisfied. "Yes, son. I will do my utmost to help improve your behavior and your memory. Harriet will read from the list when I call for it." She looked at the inviting target and couldn't help comparing Richard's backside with the other men she frequently disciplined. Richard's was probably the best shaped, oval, smooth, well muscled, although it did mark rather easily. Sometimes, too, she resented Richard's easy compliance. Her own son and husband often put up a bit of a struggle and had to be restrained. She didn't mind them struggling, since it meant she could lay on the leather with a little more passion. Still, she liked the idea of Richard struggling to stay in position, and vowed she would make him dance more than once this evening. And then, concentrating her attention on the white expanse of firm and unmarked buttock before her, she brought the thick leather strap back sharply and delivered a sharp CRACK, right on the meatiest part of his cheeks. The sweet sound of leather on flesh filled the room, startled the cat, and brought a look of pleasure to both women. Harriet inhaled deeply, as did her mother, and the strapping was begun.
 
    
 
   Richard, as he had been ordered, maintained his position as best as he could, keeping his feet glued to platform, his hip movements to a minimum, and his vocalizations as quiet as possible. Harriet delivered a dozen solid slaps all over his bottom before she began enumerating the reasons for Richard's correction.
 
    
 
   "What's first, Harriet?"
 
    
 
   "Fresh towels in the bathroom, Richard, if the old ones are wet or dirty," called Harriet.
 
    
 
   CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!
 
    
 
   "Next?"
 
    
 
   "Pick up all the dirty clothes, look under the bed, too."
 
    
 
   CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!
 
    
 
   "Next?"
 
    
 
   "Leave enough fresh coffee for everyone in the morning."
 
    
 
   CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!
 
    
 
   "Next?"
 
    
 
   "Don't ever act surly in front of your wife or mother."
 
    
 
   CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!
 
    
 
   Elizabeth seemed to have an endless list of small deficiencies in Richard's work and attitude. Each listed fault was followed by two or three sharp applications to the rump or upper thigh, flattening the flesh and turning it white for a moment before giving way to pink and then red. Richard's eyes started to get wet. His grunts of pain got louder and longer, his bottom cheeks clenched and spasmed. Elizabeth would pause, put her hand on his back to push him back into position. "Hold still," she insisted. "Back in position. Head down. You can take it." Then another couple of hard cracks of the strap and a small smile of triumph. "Good boy. Breathe deep."
 
    
 
   "All right," she finally said, when Harriet at last finished with the list of faults. "Let's see what we have." She lowered the strap. "Harriet, what do you think?"
 
    
 
   "That covers the list. I think you need to move on to the maintenance portion, Mom."
 
   "Right." Elizabeth nodded her head, then spoke to Richard. "That was for sins past. Now something to make you think twice in the future. You can take more, can't you Richard?"
 
    
 
   "Oooh, Mother, please. Not too many more," he choked out.
 
    
 
   "Now, Richard!" her voice was wheedling. "If I say you need more, then that's it. I am the judge of what you need, what you deserve, and what you're going to get. Do you agree you need more, yes or no."
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am. Some more for maintaining discipline and respect."
 
    
 
   "That's better," she approved. 
 
    
 
   Harriet smiled broadly and took the cat in her arms, holding it over one breast and stroking it softly.
 
    
 
   Now Elizabeth moved directly in back of him, and swung the strap rapidly back and forth, forehand and backhand, the brunt of the force landing on the outer area of each buttock, an area that so far had been relatively unscathed. Richard, as much as he wished, could not avoid swinging his bottom back and forth in time with the strap after each blow, lifting his heels off the platform, rearing back. "Oh, God, Mother, please!" he pleaded. "Enough! I promise! Arghhh!"
 
    
 
   "Down!" she ordered. "Keep your feet down! Two dozen more."
 
    
 
   Finally, after two dozen more hard thwacks, she stopped. Richard's bottom and thighs were a bright red from top of the hillocks to the midpoint of his thighs. His face had lost the look of pain and was replaced by one of determination, even defiance through the tears and gasping. Defiance aimed clearly not at Elizabeth, but at the strap. He had survived the punishment, taken the best the nun's leather had to give. 
 
    
 
   He was in pain, but better for it. He felt strong. A surge of pride and warmth toward his wife and mother-in-law enveloped him.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth was finished, her face just a little shiny, her tireless right arm just a little damp. She looked to her daughter. "Do you want me to put any lotion on?"
 
    
 
   "No," Harriet answered. "I want him to feel the sting as long as possible."
 
    
 
   "All right." Her voice was a little breathless, but low and modulated, "Wait position, Richard. Box back under the bed."
 
    
 
   "Yes, ma'am. Thank you, ma'am." Richard, breathing hard, was not just mouthing the words for her benefit. His face fairly shone with the joy of an ordeal completed as he bent over to push the platform under the bed, then stood straight and tall with his hands on his head, face streaked by the fast-disappearing tears. He had looked at his wife before he turned around, noticed the look of satisfaction on her face. Then he directed his attention to himself in the mirror while the two women relaxed.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth put the strap on the bed. "After Harriet releases you, Richard, clean and oil the strap and return it to its place in the closet. Understand?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, Mother. Of course."
 
    
 
   "I'm going bed. See you tomorrow." She put her robe over her arm and stepped into her slippers.
 
    
 
   "Thank you, Mother," said Harriet. "Both Richard and I want to thank you for helping him with his duties. And thank you for taking the time this week to be with him so much."
 
    
 
   "It was entirely my pleasure, dear." Elizabeth smiled sweetly. "Anything a mother can do to help." She turned to the door giving Richard another glimpse of her bottom cheeks cleft by the black thong, and then she went down the hall, closing the door behind her. 
 
    
 
   "Richard, come here." Harriet, still sitting in bed, pointed to the area in front of her. Richard walked over, a bit unsteadily, and climbed into the bed. She pushed the sheets completely off and lay naked before him.
 
    
 
   "Kneel." He knelt in front of her; she spread her knees slightly and pulled his head down into her belly. His hands rested on either side of her. She ran her fingers through his hair. "Watching you dance to the strap makes me hot." As she said this with her naked husband on his knees she pressed his head from side to side, then turned herself over. "Now give a long, slow, rim job, deep and wet. And then maybe, Richard – maybe if I like your performance – it might be your turn for some fun."
 
    
 
   He looked up from his kneeling position. "As you wish, Harriet," he said with a muffled voice. "With pleasure."
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Religious Upbringing
 
 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
   By Derek
 
    
 
   God must have been with me for I remembered enough of the service to complete my essay by eight o’clock and head down for breakfast. The lines would have to wait until later, perhaps some before heading to Uni, and the rest this evening. Jennifer was in school uniform and I did my best to avoid gazing at those long legs. How would I cope with all the girls at college? Mrs Thompson smiled warmly, “Good morning Derek.”
 
    
 
   “Good morning Mrs Thompson, Good Morning Miss Janice.” I greeted them both, though Janice ignored me.
 
    
 
   “Derek, I hate to pick on you so early, but do you recall the time we agreed for your curfew?”
 
    
 
   “Lights out by nine thirty Mrs Thompson.” Janice started to smirk at my predicament; she had been up reading when I finally turned in.
 
    
 
   “And what time did you get to bed last night?”
 
    
 
   It was all so calm and sweet, amiable. It was so odd how she made me feel. I wanted to please her, to not upset her, out of love and respect, rather than the fear I felt for Sister Bernice. “It was about ten thirty Mrs Thompson. I am sorry but Father Flemming kept me back after the service and there was so much washing up that you wanted done, and the kitchen to be cleaned too.”
 
    
 
   “Derek, I do appreciate that you had so much to take care of, it must have been very hard for you, and after yesterday’s thrashing and the trauma of wearing your bracelet for the first time you did so very well. It is difficult settling in to a new regime. And you did an excellent job of cleaning the kitchen.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Mrs Thompson.” Genuine warmth suffused through me in response to her praise and recognition. “Still as Mr Thompson would say, if he were here, ‘Rules are rules dear’. ‘Rules are rules’. If we keep making excuses every time we break a rule there comes to be no point in having them. I warn you, when Mr Thompson returns he will brook no nonsense. If he were here now you’d find yourself bent over the kitchen chair being warmed up by his slipper. With a proper thrashing to come this evening.”
 
    
 
   What happened to this world without corporal punishment, it seemed that only Mrs Thompson was not in favour of such means. Everyone else seemed more liberal than Sister Bernice! 
 
    
 
   “Lucky for you he is not home now.”
 
    
 
   “It will be so much fun when he does return though,” chipped in Janice. I felt my organ thicken and winced as the needles bit home and shrank it back down to size. 
 
    
 
   “Well Derek, in the circumstances, we can’t have you breaking rules on your first night can we?”
 
    
 
   “No Mrs Thompson,” I felt compelled to agree. And it didn’t seem wise to point out that it was actually my second night.
 
    
 
   “Very well my dear. A little essay is in order I think. ‘Rules are Rules’; is your title, and I’d like you discuss the concept as it relates to last night, the importance of never making exceptions, and the security that flows from this. That should help you greatly.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mrs Thompson, thank you for being so kind,” Janice laughed at my obsequious acceptance of this imposition. “May I ask how many words I should write Mrs Thompson?”
 
    
 
   “What do you think would be suitable dear?” 
 
    
 
   I grimaced, was I being asked to seal my own punishment? Should I suggest a thousand, about three pages was a lengthy discourse under normal circumstances, and she had said, ‘a little essay’. Then Father Flemming had set my essays at three thousand words; I didn’t want to disappoint her, odd though that may sound. “Three thousand words Mrs Thompson?” I enquired confident this would be more than acceptable.
 
    
 
   “Really Derek,” she chided, “Do you seriously believe you could do justice to the subject in three thousand words?” Janice sat grinning as I squirmed in front of her mother.
 
    
 
   “I er er… I thought so Mrs Thompson, and I was thinking too of the time available this evening, and I have the lines you set too.” 
 
    
 
   “Of course Derek, of course, but we needn’t limit ourselves to tonight. You’re supposed to be past your babyhood, that’s why you’re at University now and out of nappies.” I grimaced as she made reference to that last year at school when I had been put back into nappies and little girl dresses. “Let’s see how you go with ten thousand words shall we? It will allow you to explore the topic in more depth and reflect on the value of our guidance for you.”
 
    
 
   I visibly wilted at the bleakness of this lengthy task. That was thirty pages. A veritable booklet! “I’d like it completed by Saturday evening please; if that’s alright with you”
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course Mrs Thompson,” I stammered in shock, my bracelet loose now at the thought of this additional enormous task. 
 
    
 
   “That’s a good boy. Now this is your first essay so let me provide a little guidance, make sure it is well constructed and your reasoning well explained and your conclusions clearly formulated. Name and date at the top of the first page. It will be marked out of 100 and the pass mark is set at 70%. How does that sound dear? Far preferable to a thrashing don’t you think?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mrs Thompson, thank you very much.”
 
    
 
   “I do hope you enjoy writing it, I find essays are mentally stimulating and encourage you to think more deeply about what is happening and how you can improve and grow. What do you think?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mrs Thompson, I’m sure you are right.”
 
    
 
   “Yes young man, but I asked for your opinion. Given you felt 3000 words were adequate I want to know whether you truly believe an essay set like this to help correct your mistakes and assist you to grow and develop is indeed a punishment, or a wonderful opportunity to please and make amends.  Let’s have a second essay, as you suggested, 3000 words, same guidelines, “Why I look forward to writing essays to assist in my growth and development.” 
 
    
 
   I was speechless at how cruel she was beneath that gentle exterior. “You can hand them both in together. Now I think you’d better clean up the dishes and perhaps make a start on one of your assignments before you head off, you have a busy week in front of you.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Mrs Thompson,” I managed to intone in a dull monotone as the enormity of my punishments sank home. As I turned to the sink the tears fell softly on to my cheeks.
 
    
 
   As I was to discover over the next four years, Mrs Thompson didn’t believe in corporal punishment, but she certainly believed in onerous written assignments, always delivered in that caring fashion where you almost felt rewarded. Not that such a feeling lasted too long. I quickly learnt to make sure I was occupied either with chores or study. 
 
    
 
   Watching television was not prohibited as it had been previously, but it was most definitely not encouraged. I first discovered this when I had settled down to watch a big football game, millions of others would have been tuned in too. It had been going less than five minutes when Mrs Thompson entered the room and in her dulcet tone asked what I was watching. I excitedly mentioned about the game, though I proffered to turn it off if there was something she wanted to watch. I also added I was up-to-date on all my college work and my chores had been completed. “What a good boy,” she smiled as she casually brushed her hair away from her face, “I’m sure we can find something better than watching football though can’t we? Why don’t you fetch your Bible? You can spend a few hours writing out a few proverbs, that will be far more beneficial won’t it?” I couldn’t help the look of horror that crept across my face; the last thing I wanted to do was miss the game and instead write out pages of the Bible. “Well now Derek, I didn’t expect a response like that.”
 
    
 
   My heart skipped a beat as I knew this was going downhill fast now. That tone of hers always meant the same. “I’m sorry Mrs Thompson,” I managed to get the words out but I couldn’t muster any real enthusiasm, “let me go get my Bible for you.” She then spent a little while flicking through proverbs before continuing, “Why don’t you write out Proverbs, chapters 10 through 15 for me?”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Mrs Thompson, that sounds a great idea.” And with a sinking heart I set off once more for my room. 
 
    
 
   Worse was to follow though, she had not forgotten my prior reluctance. During dinner, much to the giggles of Janice, she broached the topic of copying out from the Bible. “Did you enjoy copying out those chapters from Proverbs this afternoon Derek?” 
 
    
 
   “Very much so Mrs Thompson, it was much better than watching the big game.” How had I sunk so low? 
 
    
 
   “I am glad, especially given your original reluctance. What might be a good idea in the circumstances would be if you were to write an essay, ‘The Joys of Copying Passages from the Bible’. You can develop from the theme of your original reluctance and flow through to the many benefits you gain. I think there’s a lot of scope in a topic like that.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mrs Thompson,” I responded, as I knew I must, “plenty of scope and ways to focus my thinking.”
 
    
 
   “Very good, lets allow a week so you can put some real thought into it. 5,000 words by Saturday breakfast.” My fate so simply sealed again. 
 
    
 
   The last time she caught me watching TV, for I learnt my lesson after two escapades, I was watching a wildlife documentary with Janice. “What are you two watching?” asked Mrs Thompson. Janice detailed the program, “Sounds interesting, but Derek, wouldn’t you rather I set you a written assignment?” Janice just smirked, as I tried to conceal my crestfallen visage, I didn’t want an essay too, not like last time. 
 
    
 
   “That would be wonderful Mrs Thompson,” I managed to sound almost enthusiastic, “if its not too much trouble for you?” 
 
    
 
   “Not at all” she remarked as she picked up her Bible from the coffee table, leafing through the pages she selected a passage, “How about you write out Proverbs chapter 24 verses 29-32 ‘Be not a witness against thy neighbour without cause; and deceive not with thy lips. Say not, I will do so to him as he hath done to me: I will render to the man according to his work. I went by the field of the slothful, and by the vineyard of the man void of understanding; And, lo, it was all grown over with thorns, and nettles had covered the face thereof, and the stone wall thereof was broken down. Then I saw, and considered it well: I looked upon it, and received instruction.’ Seventy five time please.” My thirty minutes of television became instead nearly five hours of lines!
 
    
 
   Mrs Thompson did not like corporal punishment, never once did she smack me, but she certainly had no qualms in ensuring I received such punishments. I had been there a few weeks when I got the opportunity to get a couple of tickets to a concert from a really popular folk group, Fairport Convention. I loved their music, the concert started at seven and finished at nine, well in time for me to be home for my curfew. Janice had been talking about it too and hoping to go, though tickets were scarce. Mrs Thompson was in a wonderful mood on the Thursday evening, with the concert the next day, and the two tickets were still available from a fellow student. “Mrs Thompson?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Derek?” she smiled. “I was hoping that I might go to a concert tomorrow night. I thought I should ask you first though. It’s a folk group, Fairport Convention, not a loud rock group. It starts at seven and is finished by nine, so I’ll be home for curfew, and I can always slip away before the end. Most of my class is going and I have two tickets, if it is alright with you?”
 
    
 
   “Of wow, I’d love to go to that,” squealed Janice, “how did you get two tickets? Can I go with you? I love Sandy Denny.” Whilst I would have rather taken the devil than Janice Thompson, I decided it might help my case, though I was not sure if I actually needed permission to go, “if it’s OK with Mrs Thompson, I’d love to take you,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Mummy, can I go?”
 
    
 
   “We’ll see.”
 
    
 
   “Mrs Thompson, my work is all up to date and I really need a break, every night I seem to spend writing in my room, I need a change, something artistic and cultural, can we please go?”
 
    
 
   “Well Derek, if that’s what you need, I am sure we can arrange it, and I know Janice has been busting to go and see that group ever since she heard the concert was on. Why don’t you pick the tickets up tomorrow then and bring them home. I’ll arrange an early meal so you can enjoy your big night. Janice, if I let you go you need to come straight home.”
 
    
 
   “Oh Mummy, thank you, thank you, thank you,” she squealed, “wait until I tell Wendy.” She gave me a big hug, which caused me to wince as my band bit home, and ran off to call her friend while I cleaned up the kitchen.
 
    
 
   When I had finished I went to see Mrs Thompson for a good night kiss as always. “Thank you,” I smiled, I felt a real warmth and excitement at going to the concert and almost forgot all the other travails I faced.
 
    
 
   “We don’t want you getting bored do we,” she smiled warmly, “you need your change and night of culture and I’ll be pleased to see to it.” 
 
    
 
   I came home the next afternoon around four and went to my room to do some study. Mrs Thompson called me down shortly after five for an early dinner as promised. I was surprised to see Wendy there too, all dressed up like Janice and similarly excited. Dinner was spaghetti bolognaise, and though mine was mostly spaghetti, with a paucity of mince and sauce compared to the girl’s dishes, I was happy. I normally felt really cheated at meals. I was paying this enormous rent for a small, basic room, doing the lion’s share of the chores, yet treated as a lesser citizen. Typically my meal differed in either the quality of the meat, or lack of it. So Janice and Mrs Thompson might get steak, and I would have the cheapest sausages, full of gristle. That had to be eaten and never wasted. They might get haddock and chips, I’d get fish fingers. It is funny how some light relief changes the grey of one’s life; I was so excited to be going out. As usual there was a tasty dessert for the girls, and a slice of bread and jam for me, I never got dessert. I didn’t care tonight.
 
    
 
   At about quarter to six Mrs Thompson, who was wearing her hair in a pony tail, tightly tied back to give that mixed look of softness and severity all mixed up, asked, “Derek, do you have the tickets?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mrs Thompson,” I grinned as I proudly pulled them out of my pocket and presented them to Mrs Thompson. 
 
    
 
   “Janice and Wendy are both going to be going now,” smiled Mrs Thompson, they are so excited. “I only have the two tickets,” I replied, hoping Wendy had her own or wouldn’t be too disappointed.
 
    
 
   Mrs Thompson took the tickets gently out of my hand, “Thank you Derek, it was so good of you to treat the girls… Janice… Wendy, here are your tickets.” The girls, smiles beaming on their faces, took the treasured tickets, as I looked on stunned. “Fantastic,” they squealed as they each kissed their ticket.
 
    
 
   “What do you say?” enquired Mrs Thompson.
 
    
 
   “Thank you so much Derek,” they greeted in unison.
 
    
 
   “Please Mrs Thompson, you said I could go, one of those tickets is mine.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be so churlish Derek,” she snapped rather coldly.
 
    
 
   “But Mrs Thompson, you said I could go, it’s my ticket?” I was bewildered, on the verge of tears.
 
    
 
   “I said no such thing. I promised you a night of change out of your room doing something more arty and cultural, I said nothing about you going to a concert.”
 
    
 
   “But you asked me to get the tickets?”
 
    
 
   “For the girls. And I do not like your attitude. I have gone to a lot of trouble to prepare a special treat for you tonight, just as I promised.” The tears welled in my eyes as Mrs Thompson turned back to the girls, “Now hurry off and come straight home, I’ll be waiting up for you.”
 
   Janice gave me a big kiss on the cheek, “Enjoy yourself, I’ll tell you all about it when we get back.” Wendy also gave me a kiss on the cheek, “This is so fantastic!” and they were gone.
 
    
 
   “Now Derek come with me,” requested Mrs Thompson as she led me out into the hall. You can wash the dishes in the morning before breakfast. In the hall was a music stand with a piece of notepaper on it. Mrs Thompson turned on the hall light. “You wanted a change from sitting in your room writing. I would have expected more gratitude for the opportunities you have received, nevertheless, I have catered for your demands and arranged for something more cultural as you requested too… Now stand before the lectern, feet together and hands on head. Wordsworth’s Ode to Duty.” She read the poem printed out that lay on the stand. 
 
    
 
   “STERN Daughter of the voice of God!
 
   O Duty! If that name thou love
 
   Who art a light to guide, a rod
 
   To check the erring, and reprove;
 
   Thou who art victory and law
 
   When empty terrors overawe;
 
   From vain temptations dost set free,
 
   And calm’st the weary strife of frail humanity!
 
   There are who ask not if thine eye
 
   Be on them; who, in love and truth
 
   Where no misgiving is, rely
 
   Upon the genial sense of youth:
 
   Glad hearts! Without reproach or blot,
 
   Who do thy work, and know it not:
 
   O! if through confidence misplaced
 
   They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power! Around them cast.
 
   Serene will be our days and bright
 
   And happy will our nature be
 
   When love is an unerring light,
 
   And joy its own security.
 
   And they a blissful course may hold
 
   Ev’n now, who, not unwisely bold,
 
   Live in the spirit of this creed;
 
   Yet find that other strength according to their need.
 
   I, loving freedom, and untried,
 
   No sport of every random gust,
 
   Yet being to myself a guide,
 
   Too blindly have reposed my trust:
 
   And oft, when in my heart was heard
 
   Thy timely mandate, I deferr’d
 
   The task, in smoother walks to stray;
 
   But thee I now would serve more strictly, if I may.
 
   Through no disturbance of my soul
 
   Or strong compunction in me wrought,
 
   I supplicate for thy controul,
 
   But in the quietness of thought:
 
   Me this uncharter’d freedom tires;
 
   I feel the weight of chance-desires:
 
   My hopes no more must change their name;
 
   I long for a repose that ever is the same.
 
   Stern Lawgiver! yet thou dost wear
 
   The Godhead’s most benignant grace;
 
   Nor know we anything so fair
 
   As is the smile upon thy face:
 
   Flowers laugh before thee on their beds,
 
   And fragrance in thy footing treads;
 
   Thou dost preserve the Stars from wrong;
 
   And the most ancient Heavens, through thee, are fresh and strong.
 
   To humbler functions, awful Power!
 
   I call thee: I myself commend
 
   Unto thy guidance from this hour;
 
   O let my weakness have an end!
 
   Give unto me, made lowly wise,
 
   The spirit of self-sacrifice;
 
   The confidence of reason give;
 
   And in the light of Truth thy bondman let me live.
 
    
 
   Now Derek, I think you should find that culturally stimulating, and standing in the hall will give you your pleasant change, especially as you will not need to write anything at all. I simply want you to learn the poem word perfect this evening.”
 
    
 
   I looked at her in mortified shock. As if missing out on the concert wasn’t enough, this was the most onerous task I could imagine, “But Mrs Thompson, please, you can’t be serious, I can’t possibly learn the entire poem before nine thirty… Please this is just not fair…” I moaned as the tears welled up in my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Now Derek, unless you want to go back in nappies, I suggest you dry your eyes. I am happy for you to stay up until eleven thirty to give you more time for your assignment. I do expect you to remain with your hands on your head standing with your feet together at all times though. If I catch you out of position it will be most unfortunate, we need to help you build a little character, toughen you up so to speak.”
 
    
 
   I stood there in disbelief hands on head. I felt so utterly stupid and helpless. “This is just so unfair Mrs Thompson,” I wailed, “I’m paying £45 a week, I do all the housework and then I get punished all the time.”
 
    
 
   “Derek, that is just not true, your rent covers everything including my having to look after you, and its only fair that you assist with the housework, I can’t believe how ungrateful you sound. And please, this is not a punishment. This is for your personal development and discipline. Look at the way you were living before you came here, gosh knows where you would have ended up.”
 
    
 
   “But I was happy then, I was happy,” I sobbed.
 
    
 
   “Derek if you have any objections you need to take them up with Sister Bernice. I can’t possibly see how you preferred a life of drinking and misbehaving. I’m shocked. You really are ungrateful.” Her tone was so gentle and caring I almost believed I was ungrateful, that I was in error. If you want to go back to that way, then I can’t stop you, but I really think you’ll regret it. I would have thought you’d enjoy the challenge of learning one of Wordsworth’s Odes.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry to let you down Mrs Thompson, but if I have the choice I would like to move out.”
 
    
 
   “Well Derek, I do hope you realise that the rental agreement you signed was fully authorised and you are committed to paying the rent and board until the completion of your studies. You even initialled the special clauses saying why you wanted to stay here. So, you will need to keep paying…”
 
    
 
   I should have known that I would be trapped. I had to face the consequences of my stupidity and my fear of Sister Bernice. I had had a chance to stand up for myself on that fateful day, when instead I had simply meekly lowered my jeans and let Sister Bernice lead me across Father Flemming’s lap. Now four years of hell lay ahead and I could see no way out. My submissive nature drew forth once more as all hope faded.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Mrs Thompson, please forgive me. I let my feelings at missing the concert get the better of me. I’m sorry, thank you for looking after me.” She gave me a warm cuddle, “At least you know your safe here and I care for you. Now I think we’d better waste no more time, you have a lot of lines to learn.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mrs Thompson, but I’m still not sure I can possibly learn them, I really hate learning prose, I am just so bad at memorising lines, I’d never make an actor. I promise I will really try, I will do my best, but I can’t promise that I’ll be word perfect by the time allowed.”
 
    
 
   “Well that’s up to you Derek. The important thing is you do your very best to learn it all. We grow from these challenges after all.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” I smiled with a little relief as I recognised that since it was not a punishment, so long as I did my best it would be OK. 
 
    
 
   “That’s enough talking now Derek, time to get to work. Just do your best, do your best. And let’s hope you manage to recite it properly for me tomorrow. I would hate to see you have to be punished for not trying hard enough, after all this is supposed to be fun.” The calm line delivered, the pressure was tightened up after all. There would be no respite from the cold of this gentle lady. I was left alone to face my task, my mind distraught. I found memorising things so hard. I’d hated it in the past when Sister Bernice had set shorter tasks than this, with a week to achieve a result. Of course this just made it harder for me to focus.
 
    
 
   Mrs Thompson would pop out into the hall every now and then to make sure I was standing still with hands on my head, which just added to the pressure. Needless to say after 15 – 20 minutes my arms were aching and I was getting stiff and this too just made it harder. I just wanted to curl up in a ball and cry, but that would not help either, that would just bring down the wrath worse.
 
    
 
   Janice and Wendy came back at about ten, clearly excited. They’d really enjoyed the concert. I could hear them talking animatedly with Mrs Thompson. I heard them say they were going to bed as they entered the hall to be greeted by me, in my pose, learning that rotten poem. Janice came up close, “What on earth are you doing?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “I’m learning Wordsworth’s Ode to Duty by heart,” I simpered as I tried to hold back my tears. “Wow, you are weird, fancy wanting to do that instead of going to the concert,” replied Janice. I bit my tongue as I was so close to crying. 
 
    
 
   “Why are you keeping your hands on your head and standing in the hall?” asked Wendy.
 
    
 
   “It helps me to focus better,” I replied, frustrated as a tear rolled down my cheek to betray my emotions.
 
    
 
   “Oh, well so long as you enjoy it,” laughed Janice, “not my cup of tea. Concert was fantastic though. Thanks for the tickets.”
 
    
 
   “Yes thanks,” giggled Wendy as they ran laughing upstairs, chatting away without a care in the world, leaving me to my misery. Mrs Thompson headed for bed a little later. “How are you going Derek, getting there I hope?” 
 
    
 
   “It’s hopeless,” I cried, “I am doing my best but I am only just over half way through it.” 
 
    
 
   “Oh dear,” she replied, “that’s no good, only an hour left. I do hope you finish it all; hopefully the last part will be easier for you… Now, I have written up a list of all your chores for tomorrow. I have a few things on so I’ll be in and out during the day so I won’t set a time for your recital. I’m sure that won’t be a problem for you though. I’ll leave your list of chores on your desk. Just start on the quieter ones until Janice and I are up. Good night dear, enjoy the rest of your night.”
 
    
 
   I went to bed at eleven thirty as required, scared and morose as I knew most of the poem but I was far from confident and kept making errors as I practiced reciting it. I glanced at my chores before turning in. Indeed she had planned a big day…. 
 
    
 
   Thoroughly clean kitchen and wash all dishes. Floor to be scrubbed.
 
   Change the linen on all beds and wash used sheets. Once dried, iron and put away, neatly folded.
 
   Complete the rest of the ironing.
 
   Vacuum the entire house.
 
   Scrub the bathroom and toilet.
 
   Clean all windows, inside and out.
 
   Scrub the laundry clean.
 
   Dust all rooms and polish timber in lounge and dining room.
 
    
 
   I would need to work, and work hard from five until bedtime. No chance to further study the poem. All I could do was pray it would be locked into my mind as I slept on the words. I was truly forlorn as I pulled up the covers, dreading the hard day ahead. What a miserable life.
 
    
 
   I was dreading the moment when I would be asked to recite the poem. Of course it played on my mind all day. And I would keep checking it when I got an opportunity. I needed to keep focussed on my chores though. This was a bigger load than normal and there would be no study today. Just hard work. Mrs Thompson came and went and my edginess grew as the day progressed. By the early evening I was pretty exhausted. 
 
    
 
   “Derek,” she finally recognised my presence at about eight thirty, “I am so sorry I have been so busy all day. Two charity meetings, morning coffee with friends, a nice lunch with Aubrey, and even a meeting for afternoon tea. What a day. You must be just busting to show off how much you memorised last night. I hope you had a good day?” she asked without waiting for a reply, “Where are you up to on all your tasks?”
 
    
 
   If only I had had such a hard day. I was exhausted and my fingers had been worked to the bone. “I have pretty well done most things, I’ll get everything done before bed though.”
 
    
 
   “That’s wonderful Derek, you’re such a good boy. Anyway let’s go into the lounge, I need to sit down and rest my feet. Why don’t you serve me a nice cup of tea and a piece of cake, and then you can recite your poem to me.” It was so cruel; she was so matter-of-fact it almost didn’t register how hard I had worked. If anyone needed to put their feet up it was me, but I would be making tea. And, once served, I was left standing to recite the poem. And no tea and cake for me either.
 
    
 
   “Well you did very well Derek, far better than you expected. But, there were some gaps and rather long pauses weren’t there?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mrs Thompson, I’m afraid so.”
 
    
 
   “Now I think an early night is in order.” She gave me a light kiss and I stumbled upstairs exhausted. 
 
    
 
   After the morning service I was as my custom waiting to the end before departing the church. Only this time, instead of being bid goodbye, Father Flemming remarked, “Ah Derek, yes, just wait over there in the corner a few minutes, we need to talk about your enthusiasm for getting involved in new ideas.” My stomach heaved as my mind almost froze. My backside was still tender from last week, I just couldn’t face another thrashing. I stood in the corner in anxious anticipation. “Follow me,” instructed Father Flemming after the last parishioners were jovially farewelled.” My request was made rather more coldly.
 
    
 
   I followed in great trepidation out to the vestry. “Now Derek, we’re going to handle this a little differently. Mrs Thompson has explained about your lack of diligence and enthusiasm for the little task she set last night to keep you occupied. My role is to help you understand how important it is to always be your best. We can’t have you slipping into slothful ways, one of the seven deadly sins boy!”
 
    
 
   Whilst he spoke he took two straight-backed wooden chairs and placed them back to back, as he ordered. “Take your jacket and trousers off Derek and choose a chair…
 
    
 
   Now place your hands on your head.” I sat down still gingerly from the thrashing the previous week; and watched in horror as the dreaded Ferule was pulled out and slapped down in his palms. 
 
   
Continued in Volume 7…
 
   


 
   
  
 



Approved
 
   Chapter 5
 
   
By Zietgeist
 
    
 
   Darker, colder mornings beckoned as autumn gathered pace. In Eva’s household, the morning ritual of visiting the bathroom and dressing for school began before 7am. Paul, Eva’s nephew, and Alex her son, always had to be finished by 7am and clear of the bathroom to allow both Aunt Eva and cousin Angela to use the ablutions at a more leisurely pace. Usually Aunt Eva went first, re-appearing a few minutes later with a towel wrapped around her head and a short style nightdress revealing her undoubted charms, but the real interest for Paul, was the appearance of Angela, his attractive but snooty cousin. She would often fail to close the bathroom door properly and he had taken the opportunity when he thought that all others were downstairs, to creep along the landing from his bedroom and spy on the young girl as she washed and brushed her teeth. Angela would often peel back her pyjama top as she washed, giving Paul a view through the narrow gap of her bare back and the sides of her breasts as she moved. At other times he had to be content with Angela skipping back to her room with her front unbuttoned, revealing tantalising glimpses of bare breasts. Paul had perfected his timing, never expecting to be caught.
 
    
 
   Inevitably, all good things come to a disastrous end, and unfortunately, they did when he was crouched, peeping through the gap in the bathroom door watching the bouncing breasts of his cousin as she washed and cleaned her teeth. Aunt Eva had forgotten something from her bedroom and climbed the stairs without any footwear. Paul heard the steps at the last minute and scurried as quick as he could to his room whilst trying to appear nonchalant. Eva, however was smarter than that, immediately suspecting that he had been up to no good and saw that the bathroom door was slightly ajar with her daughter busy inside. Storming straight into Paul’s room Eva pulled him up from his bed by his hair, dragging him out onto the landing whilst berating him for his suspected spying activities. He denied this vehemently but after a few moments, Angela appeared on the landing, looking quite flustered, having realised that she had been careless enough not to fully close the door. This particular morning she was wearing her plain white school pants with her pyjama top. Paul immediately couldn’t help himself looking at his cousin, for which he was treated to a slap across his face, powerful enough to have knocked him off his feet, if his hair hadn’t still been in the grasp of Aunt Eva’s left hand.
 
    
 
   “Right, four thirty in the summerhouse this afternoon after school and don’t be late boy.” Paul was pushed into his bedroom whilst mother and daughter conversed outside.
 
    
 
   “Angela I want you to deal with him this time, it’s quite appropriate as he was spying on you.” 
 
    
 
   Looking pleased to have been given the opportunity to punish her boy cousin Angela pressed her mother further. “Where’s the cane mum?”
 
    
 
   “I’ve laid it flat on the back of the shelf that sits under the window in the summerhouse.”
 
    
 
   As the young girl turned to walk to her room to finish getting dressed, she paused, and then asked her mother, who was half way back down the stairs, “How many do you think he should get mummy?”
 
    
 
   “Twelve, and make sure you do a good job, you’ve seen it done enough times. I have a meeting after school today so you will have to get on with it.”
 
    
 
   Breakfast that morning was a quiet affair with both Eva and Angela clearly giving Paul the cold shoulder. Before he left the table however, his aunt shot him a stony glance then as a parting shot, “This afternoon you will do exactly as you are told for your cousin, she has my full authority as you know. If I hear that you have played up, in any way at all, I’ll have your bottom across that bench every afternoon for a week, after which you will be lucky if you can walk never mind spy on young girls, now get out!”
 
    
 
   Eva had pondered if she had been too hasty, wondering if this was a suitable case for the birch, but she did want Angela to become accustomed to looking after Paul’s disciplinary needs as she was becoming busier and busier with work these days. The young man was clearly incorrigible and a deviant at that and would no doubt present deserving opportunities for him to be given a birching in the near future. It also reminded her that she needed to put some thought into how she was going to carry out her intentions with the birch. Eva didn’t want to carry out the punishment on her own, but did not want to involve her young daughter on the first occasion, fearing, perhaps unnecessarily, that the young girl’s sensibilities would be affected by such severity. She did have other close women friends outside of her own profession, some of whom certainly supported her use of the cane on her boys, but they were a far less certain proposition when you moved the stakes up to the level of semi judicial birching. Eva had thought initially that Edward would be the ideal person, being male, strong and with a clear interest in the corporal punishment of boys. Fly in that particular ointment was that nosey neighbours might notice him coming the house, the last thing that she wanted was rumours of men coming to the house whilst her husband was away! She wondered if it was possible to approach the school nurse, she did after all support the severe canings that the school were now committed to undertake in the most serious cases. Eva still couldn’t be sure about the Janice’s attitude towards her use of corporal punishment at home. The nursing sister had previously indicated that she was neither for nor against caning in schools, so it left Eva unsure about making a full disclosure to a woman who was after all much older than herself. This left the young Amanda, the school secretary, who was after all much closer in age to herself and had certainly shown herself a true champion of the cause of severe caning within the school environment. Had Eva known of the young woman’s prowess with the cane, proved discreetly with Edward not so very long ago, she would have had no hesitation at all in making an approach. Eva made a mental note to engage Amanda in conversation at a suitably quiet moment. With Amanda having been fairly central to the school working group on caning, it shouldn’t be too difficult to raise the topic.
 
    
 
   All through school that day Paul was troubled by the knowledge that his cousin was to carry out his caning later that afternoon. At least she wasn’t in his class, nor was her friend Jenny, thank goodness. The mixed grammar school that they attended, whilst not a prolific user of caning, did use it on boys in the classroom at least once a week, with more severe punishments taking place in the Headmaster’s office. Paul was most grateful that his cousin and her friends were not around to see him have to bend across one of the front desks or touch his toes. Angela also had the afternoon’s main event on her mind. She spent most of the lessons trying to put her plan together, following her mum’s advice from their little talk a couple of weeks previously. Angela met her friend Jenny at the first break time and spilled the beans immediately about Paul’s upcoming caning. Jenny did know about the plans to allow Angela to use the cane in the Summerhouse, but didn’t think that an opportunity would appear quite so soon. Of course she was delighted to be invited to attend and assist. They both agreed to meet at Lunchtime and take themselves off to a quiet corner of the school grounds where they could both make their plans. It was fortunate that on that day, their class was due to finish an hour early for home study, which would give them a chance to be at home earlier than Paul. The boy had been told to report to the Summerhouse at four thirty, so there would be little time to change and both girls intended to get a little practice before the boy arrived.
 
    
 
   Lunchtime at the Approved School was a busy affair, little time to be had for quiet chats for anyone, but Eva had found out that both the Headmaster and Deputy were otherwise engaged for an hour or so at two thirty, which left the coast clear if Eva could find a little time to visit the school secretary’s office. She did have some scope and thought that she could be ‘missing’ for half an hour without too much notice. At two fifteen Eva duly entered Amanda’s office with a request for a personal file on one of the boy’s. She perused the file momentarily, and then made some comment to no one in particular, that the boy in question deserved a dam good caning. Amanda’s ears pricked up straight away.
 
    
 
   “Shall I check the punishment book for you Eva, see when he was last caned?”
 
    
 
   “Would you mind?”
 
    
 
   “No, just a second.”
 
    
 
   The girl quickly scanned the pages of the school punishment book, eventually finding two entries for the boy.
 
    
 
   “He received four strokes in December last year and six strokes back in May this year.”
 
    
 
   The attractive face of the young red head looked up at Eva, expectant of a punishment request to be entered into the book.
 
    
 
   “Well, I can see I shall have to mark his card, and give him due warning.”
 
    
 
   With the office quiet, Eva had created her cue to sound out the younger girl about her attitude to punishment in the home. When she revealed that she had caned both her own son and her nephew, Amanda was supportive of her stance, saying that her own brothers were spanked at home but felt that there were definite times when something much stronger would have been just the ticket.
 
    
 
   Two cups of tea were now in hand as Eva sat down and continued her conversation. She asked again about how Amanda had found the contact with Corpun, where the school was now buying its implements. Eva then revealed that she had been having a continued problem with her nephew concerning his teenage sexual habits and how in spite of some quite severe canings, these problems had not yet been nipped in the bud. The catalogue came out of Amanda’s drawer as Eva pointed out the judicial style birch that she had obtained from Mr Wildman. Amanda was keenly interested, asking questions of Eva about the birch in general, of course she knew of its existence, having read about incidents in the Isle of Man, but there were some historic knowledge gaps, not surprising, given that the girl was only in her early twenties. Eva answered the girl’s questions as best she could, before telling Amanda that she had yet to use the birch that she had obtained. Now feeling somewhat re-assured that Amanda would be sure to be supportive over the use of the birch on her nephew, it just remained for her to make the request for help when the time came. Amanda did have boyfriends, but none were serious, so hopefully it wouldn’t get in the way of her helping out.
 
    
 
   Now deep into autumn, not only were the days getting more chilly, but the light was also drawing in as the two senior schoolgirls made their way down the garden to the Summerhouse. They switch on the single bulb hanging from the roof, which bathes the Summerhouse with just enough light, whilst casting unusual shadows in the wooden building. They only had about half an hour before the arrival of the naughty boy they were to deal with, so quickly set about making space in front of the table that her mother usually used to bed the boy across for the cane. Noticing the chill Jenny carefully lit the paraffin heater in the corner, bending to adjust the flame, her uniform skirt revealed her thighs for most of their length, looking almost suntanned in the weak yellow tungsten light from the overhead bulb. Angela quickly located the dark, dense length of rattan cane that was where her mother told her it would be. She had handled the cane before but not with the knowledge that she would be using it within the hour, bending and flexing its length between her hands. A witness many times to its use by her mother, both on her own brother and latterly on her cousin, she now had to try and perform based on what she had witnessed. Putting the stick down on the table, she located the seat cushions from the sun loungers, which had been stored in the wooden cabin. Folding the long cushion carefully over the table edge weighed down by a toolbox, it made a fair representation of the human form in the bent over position. Despite the chill in the air, both girls took off their uniform blazers, giving some freedom of movement in their short-sleeved white blouses.
 
    
 
   First to trial the cane was Angela, giving the cushion several punishing strokes, causing the dust to fly in the musty air of the cabin. Both girls examined the horizontal marks made on the plain green material. Although some of the marks crossed over each other, Angela seemed satisfied with her aim. Jenny and Angela shared almost everything in their lives, even boyfriends at times. Caning Paul was to be no different with Jenny taking her turn to swing the rattan. Angela turned the cushion over to present an unblemished area of material for Jenny to strike. Whereas Angela used a stationary legs akimbo stance while using the cane, Jenny was to be more flamboyant. Her older brother had regaled his sisters with stories of prefects canings from his public school, so took her lead from some of the public school traditionalists. Angela couldn’t hide a giggle to herself as Jenny twisted her body around almost a hundred and eighty degrees, with her knees bent and the cane behind her back. Jenny then unwound like a coiled spring, making the cane part the air with a wicked rush. The tip moving faster than any slow motion camera could pick up then lashed with maximum ferocity into the folded green cushion, making a loud whap noise, the dust flying. Both girls looked at the deep line in the foam with some satisfaction.
 
    
 
   “Where did you learn to cane like that Jenny? I never knew that you had that ability!”
 
    
 
   “When I was younger we once went to an open day at my brothers school, and went to his dormitory. One of the prefects was entertaining the boy’s brothers and sisters with a demonstration of his caning technique. Of course no parents were there at the time.”
 
    
 
   “Well I think you are going to make an impression on Paul, perhaps we should let you give all twelve! But I think we’ll stick to our plan of three then changeover.”
 
    
 
   Jenny then mentioned the other trick she had learned from her visit to her brothers school, making the boy bend with his head underneath the edge of the table and his arms held behind his back from the other side. Angela thought it was a good idea but they would need to move some of the things around to make space for one of them to go behind the bench whilst still leaving plenty of space to swing quite a long cane. Eventually they managed to drag things into position. The wooden building was now warming up, the girls needing to take off their ties. Wearing loose pleated skirts that came to about mid thigh, as was the fashion of the day they were now unencumbered by restrictive clothing. Both girls began a physical limbering up routine that they had learnt from their school PE sessions. 
 
    
 
   A short while later a disheveled youth in school uniform wandered down the path to the Summerhouse. Although he had become somewhat inured to recent canings, they still had the capacity to hurt badly and he always ended up in floods of tears. Paul was always highly embarrassed and annoyed that his female cousin and her friend got to see him punished, so much so that he had told nobody about what had been happening. It seemed especially nauseous because the girls were not subject to any form of physical chastisement, either at home or school. He had been threatened by his Aunt that he had to co-operate fully with the girls during his caning or he would be for the high jump. During the day he had consoled himself by thinking that today’s caning would not be anywhere near as severe as those he got from his Aunt Eva, little did he know…
 
    
 
   Back at the Approved School, the staff meeting was in full swing, but had taken a few minutes out for a cup of tea. Eva immediately buttonholed Amanda, keen to continue to cultivate their relationship and more importantly, their shared knowledge about the judicial birch that Eva had purchased from Mr Eric Wildman. Eva enquired as to Amanda’s availability to come to her house and have a chat about possible use of the birch and more importantly to have a look at this most impressive implement. Arrangements were made for Amanda to come over to the house on Saturday afternoon when both boys would be out playing football and her daughter would be out shopping with her friends. Amanda was quite excited at being taken into Eva’s confidence, making her feeling of self-importance grow more and more by the hour, given her experiences so far at this Approved School. Amanda had found her perfect job, where her penchant for seeing, teasing, and watching boys being caned was an almost daily occurrence.
 
    
 
   In the Summerhouse, some fifty yards down a secluded garden in one of the more leafy locations of the home counties, a schoolboy was now under punishment in what must have been unusual circumstances, even for the time. He had been told to strip by two girls who were just a year older than himself. When his Aunt Eva game him a command to strip or to bare his bottom, he did this without question, but here under the control of the two girls it now digging into his soul. A deep blush creeping down his neck to his chest was quite noticeable, even in the poor light of the Summerhouse. He was soon totally bare under their gaze, trying his best to cover his private parts as his cousin Angela strutted around him whilst bending and flexing the length of rattan that had become his bete noire in recent months.
 
    
 
   “Hands on your head boy, legs apart,” demanded Angela, taking her cues from her mother’s repertoire.
 
    
 
   In spite of his embarrassment and fear, his penis was reacting in the only way in knew how when faced with two attractive young ladies who had got him bare nude. Now stuck out at forty-five degrees and with considerable length and girth, Angela tapped it sharply with the cane and demanded he get it under control. This was clearly not going to happen. Feigning annoyance with the boy, Jenny moved in towards Paul and began to flick the rapidly appearing pink head with her long bony fingers. This made the boy wince and retreat backwards but did nothing to reduce his erection. Without any hesitation Jenny pulled his foreskin back down his shaft as hard as she could.
 
    
 
   “Should Angela cane your cock Paul…what do you think eh?”
 
    
 
   Paul just looked at the floor wishing it would open up and swallow him.
 
    
 
   “I think its time we showed this boy some respect Angie. Right we want you up to this bench and bent over with your head underneath this ledge and your hands behind your back.”
 
    
 
   The boy scuttled over to the table and was pushed and pulled into position by Jenny, as Angela stood and watched, pressing the end of the cane into the floor, causing the rod to suddenly bow and flick back again, giving a good indication as to it’s flexibility despite it’s thickness.  After a few moments, Jenny was finally satisfied that the boys position was correct. It was more than a little awkward for him and could never be called a comfortable position. Due to the height of the table or the edge of the bench the boy had to spread his legs very wide in order to keep his legs straight. The girl’s lack of experience meant that the position that they had opted for left the boy very vulnerable. In the wide legged stance adopted, his testicles were hanging down and could easily be struck by a badly aimed stroke of the cane. Jenny moved around to the other side of the bench and by leaning over the boy’s back grabbed his wrists and pulled upwards until he was firmly held. Any sudden upward movements by the boy would cause him to bang his head on the underside of the ledge and any attempt to pull away would cause severe pain in his arms being held up his back. All in all quite a fiendish position for receiving the cane. 
 
    
 
   Whilst Angela steadied herself for her first ever cane stroke, Paul could feel the weight of Jenny on his bare back, feel her breath on his neck and smell her freshness in the musty air of the Summerhouse.
 
    
 
   “Whup” the cane swooshed and struck the bare buttocks with a muffled crack due to the amount of garden furniture and other items stored in the wooden cabin. Whilst not an absolute scorcher, the type of cane being used still made itself felt keenly by the boy, who hissed between his teeth as the first shock went through him. A wait of nearly half a minute allowed the red double-edged mark to appear and slowly darken across the middle of his bottom. 
 
    
 
   “Whup” the second stroke landed with more force but not quite as accurately, the end of the cane lashing into the under buttock on the right hand side, but still effective enough, drawing a groan from the bent figure. 
 
    
 
   “Whup” the third lashed in across the top of his thighs, about three inches below the crease. A loud yelp and the boy banged his head sharply on the wood, as was the intention. Fortunately for Paul, the stroke was evenly laid across both legs, narrowly avoiding striking his scrotum. Satisfied with her efforts, Angela swapped positions with Jenny, who spent some time adjusting her position to perfection. He noticed that she intended to use a different technique, as he looked back between his legs he could see her long legs twisted around with her body as she unwound slowly to assess the final landing position of the cane on his bottom, now striated with ever darkening weals from Angela’s first efforts.
 
    
 
   “Whhuupt!” A very much harder cane stroke sank into his flesh like a knife, causing the buttocks to change shape on impact in much the same way that strokes from his aunt usually caused. A simultaneous yelp of pain, banging of his head and fierce pain in his arms was the result. Followed closely by panting as the boy fought to control the smart. He had certainly not expected such a high level of pain and his view of this afternoon’s caning changed straight away. Above him he could feel the breasts of his cousin pressing into his bare back as she leaned her weight on him as he fought to regain his composure. Both girls looked at each other with glee as they made comment on the fact that the last stroke had really got his attention. A much darker, deeper welt, formed across the bottom, which was still shaking as it tried to rid itself of the intense sting.
 
    
 
   “Whhuupt!” A second and in total the fifth stroke laced across his buttocks, the deep impact causing the characteristic shaking with the pain. Paul was now in tears and began to wail. The girls were ecstatic that they had managed to bring him to tears so soon. In reality it was Jenny’s more athletic and powerful technique that had brought this about.
 
    
 
   Determined not to be outdone by her friend, Angela tried much harder for her next three strokes. The extra effort causing her to grunt, and the cane to wrap around the far edge and onto the boy’s hips, where the cane tip immediately cut the skin, she made a mental note to put herself half a pace to the left when she came up to inflict her next dose.
 
    
 
   No such problems with Jenny though, her aim seemed perfect and the power increased as she gained confidence. By the tenth stroke, Paul was almost at the end of his endurance, which was surprising him, as he had sometimes received many more strokes from his aunt. However on this occasion, his flesh had been cold, and with two girls caning him using different methods, many of the weals were overlaid on his bottom and where they crossed, superficial bleeding began almost straight away and must have been excruciatingly painful. The boy’s knees were now sagging as Jenny concentrated on her last two cane strokes, Angela was literally holding the boy up by his arms. It was not only a difficult position for the boy to hold but was also perhaps not quite so suited to a prolonged thrashing. Whatever the boy was going through it didn’t put Jenny off her task, the final two strokes were if anything harder than any of the others she had laid on. He looked a very sorry young man, as he slipped to the floor in floods of tears as Angela let go of his wrists. 
 
    
 
   “Absolute cracking position Jen, I think we will use this one again next time.”
 
    
 
   “He’ll think twice before sneaking peeks at you in the bathroom eh.”
 
    
 
   Aunt Eva would be checking his bottom at bedtime, as well as asking the girls if all went well in the Summerhouse. Angela felt sure that her mum would be impressed with what she saw. Paul’s bottom was looking very sore and a little bloody as he pulled on his pants. They would need to go on a boil wash that’s for sure…
 
    
 
    
 
   Next episode sees Paul finally fall into his Aunt Eva’s little trap and earns himself the thrashing of his life…. with the birch. Relief when told that it would not be given in front of the girls was short lived as he was introduced to the secretary of his aunt’s school… 
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    Confessions of a Schoolboy Dobber
 
   By Jimmy, ‘the ratfink dobber’ of form 1B
 
    
 
   The six of the best I got from our Headmistress, Mrs B, last term and my rubbing blubbing performance beside her while she addressed the class, ‘broke’ me.
 
    
 
   Six scorchers across my skin tight shorty shorts that when I am bent over exposes the milky white plump flesh of my fatty lower bottom cheeks, and is where Mrs B landed all of the six excruciating cuts. I have both hands full of those bum cheeks as the tears roll down my agonised face and with my chest heaving with sobs. Standing there with my black lace up shoes doing a jig. My tear-blurred vision watches the faces of my classmates as every eye is on me as they listen to Mrs B lecture about the importance of homework and study and the consequences of not doing it. To add to my misery, when she finishes her speech to the class she tells me to “get those hands on your head, and turn around Jimmy", and then smacks my bottom all the way to the classroom corner. At each smack on my caned bottie I yell like a five year old making me cry loudly again. 
 
    
 
   At lunchtime I hid in the toilets using my hanky as a cold wet cloth to tend to my stripes. The relief this gave of course was only temporary as I had days ahead of me where sitting was going to be hell.
 
    
 
   I thought long and hard that day. It was one thing to howl and bawl like a baby whilst over mummy's knees, but it was an entirely different level of shame doing so in front of the Headmistress, Mrs B. I had the illusion that I could become one of the ‘toughies’, that is, boys who could take their canings with a minimum of ‘fuss’, as I was a growing thirteen year old. I knew now I had no hope of doing that and gaining any respect from the girls or the boys was lost forever.
 
    
 
   As I lay in bed I fingered my tramlines and started to scheme. My throbbing welts a constant reminder of the punishing power of Mrs B's right arm and the senior boys straight rattan cane. I decided there and then I would become that most hated of schoolboys.... the tell tale…a dobber…the snitch…a boy who was a fink…a crawler…I had to 'get the goods' on as many kids as I could and I set about becoming a keen observer of kids that broke the rules so when it came to it I would 'dob' on them. I was on ‘the outer’ anyway. I was the boy in ‘the shorty shorts’ with ‘sissy legs’. They called me a ‘blub’ and a ‘sook’ and now I'd get my revenge. But I had to find a way.
 
    
 
   Most kids had long ago thrown out their copies of the school rulebook, but not me. In fact I dare say I knew it cover to cover. This was the result of having to copy it out long hand at home sitting on a well-spanked bottom, and my book had the tear stained pages to remind me whenever I read it.
 
    
 
   Mrs B's school rules stated that 'from the time a child puts on his or her school uniform, he/she is expected to conduct themselves in a manner that upholds the good name of the school'. Further, 'any misbehaviour that brings the good name of the school into disrepute will result in the child's parent being required to attend a meeting with the Headmistress'.
 
    
 
   This was it. This was my way of getting 'em all into trouble because I knew what they got up to on the way to, and coming home, from school. I’d seen some of the girls kissing boys, and even smoking cigarettes with them. Boys were no problem to get the 'goods' on. From not wearing ties to fights...it was all there. My plan was to each week send an anonymous letter to Mrs B and wait for the 'fun to begin’. I’d write it in capital letters so it could never be traced back to me. I’d record the time, the place, the offence, and quote the relevant passages in the school rulebook. 
 
    
 
   I couldn't wait to get them into trouble, especially three girls who seemed to love to tease me. Naomi, Sandra and Clare. They all had lots of boyfriends and I had seen them as a group kissing as I walked home from the tram stop. Sandra’s mum was a friend of my mum (which she hated), and I knew she shared my mum's views on the best use for the flat back of the wooden hairbrush, for both Sandra and her brother. When Sandra was over at our place with her mum she was as nice as pie towards me in front of her's and my mum, but at all other times she was horrible to me. She was number one on my list and I'd get my revenge.
 
    
 
   It was a cinch. Excitedly I posted the letter on Friday outlining her kissing of a boy. The time, the place...she was in for it now...and on Monday Mrs B came into our class with a thick heavy ruler in her hand and walked over to where Sandra was sitting, took hold of her ear, saying "out the front girl". Everyone was gobsmacked except me. Mrs B took a chair and seated herself getting Sandra to face the class. From her pocket she extracted two pins and lifting Sandra's skirt pinned it to her school jumper. "Girls, I want you to watch what happens to girls who kiss boys," said Mrs B. Sandra, crying by now, had a look of terror on her face. Mrs B then started spanking really hard the backs of her bare legs, with Sandra yelling in her high pitched voice, and her legs bending and twisting as the stinging smacks did their worst.” This girl is a disgrace!" Mrs B told us she smacked from calves to the tippy tops of her thighs. No one had ever seen anything like it and she must have got 20 really hard ruler spanks. When Mrs B stopped she was literally crying louder than any baby and what a dance she did! Hopping jumping rubbing...
 
    
 
   Mrs B spun her around giving everyone a view of her red smacked legs. Gosh it was a sight. Like a bad case of sunburn the backs of them glowed while from the front her legs still milky-white.
 
    
 
   I pretended sympathy in all the playground conversations but secretly I was delighted. Who’s a big baby now huh Sandra I thought to myself and I had this dittie running through my head.
 
    
 
   Ha Ha Ha Hee Hee Hee
 
   Red smacked legs for me to see
 
   Ha Ha Ha Hee Hee Hee
 
   Sandra's spanked by Mrs B...
 
    
 
   We didn't see Sandra again that day. Her Mum came to the school in the afternoon and after meeting Mrs B took her home. Later at home after I told my mum what had happened at school she rang Mrs Smythe. She told my mum that Sandra was crying in her bedroom and she would be back at school in a couple of days. Though she had had enough punishment for today, Mrs Smythe told mum, in the morning she was going to get the spanking of her life and she wouldn't be able to sit at her school desk that day.
 
    
 
   I lay on my bed picturing the hairbrush spanking her bottom over and over. In my mind I could see Mrs Smythe lowering her knickers as a crying Sandra pleads, "please Mummy not the hairbrush, please..." Just like I did. Then over Mrs Smythe's warm lap she would go, and as the hairbrush smacks her bare bottom cheeks to a rosy apple red, her howls "like a banshee" fill the house and her legs kick this way and that. Just like me....Then she'll dance, with both hands back
 
    
 
   knees up Sandra Smythe
 
   knees up Sandra Smythe
 
   keep those knees up
 
   because the sting doesn't ease up
 
   knees up Sandra Smythe
 
    
 
    
 
   I felt on top of the world. The power I felt went straight to my head. I was a 'schoolboy spy' and an avenger ninja. Shintaro (The Samurai) was my favourite TV program. Jimbo the mist. Golly I was happy...now let's see who will I dob on next?
 
    
 
   As it happened it was Stewart Sutcliff and David Marsden...smoking. They weren't so tough now....after 6 of Mrs B's best they limped home with their parents…Sutcliff's dad favoured the strap while Marsden’s preferred the leather soled slipper...They could not stay still in their desks the next day and their faces were a picture. Wincing and screwing up their eyes non stop. Funny how they both lost their usual swagger and I don't know why he did but Marsden lowered his trousers in the dunnies and gave a few of us a good look. His bottie was black and blue with the marks of the slipper plus the six tell tale 'tramlines' all low across his bum cheeks.
 
    
 
   God it felt good...three victims in two weeks. The third week went less well for me. 'Talking in assembly' was my offence, and myself and Burns were sent to wait for Mrs B and the inevitable caning. Standing there I am nearly wetting myself and even Burns tells me to "stop acting like a kid". The shame those words elicited made me go as red as a beat and a trickle of tears spill down my face. 
 
    
 
   I'm about to get ‘four of the best’. Burns has had his three. I am getting one more because I talked first, and I am dreading every cut.
 
    
 
   After Mrs B finishes her swooshing air swishes I feel the cane touch my lower buttocks - almost tickling them with a rolling movement. I had closed my eyes, clenched my teeth and was tightly gripping the bar of the padded caning stool. My heart was pounding and the fear gnawed away in the pit of my tummy as I trembled and whimpered. Silence... then a loud swish followed by a THWACK that echoed around Mrs B's office. 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 “AAAHRRRRRRHISSSOOOWW” as the tears began to trickle out of my eyes. No boy wants to be a crybaby, but the cane was smarting so much that it was 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. 
 
    
 
   “AAHHRRRRHHHOOOOWWWOWOWOOOOWNARRR”
 
    
 
   Now the tears began to flow copiously down my flushed cheeks as I howled. 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. 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 bawling.”ARRRRROOOWWWOOOOPUHLEEAZERRMA'AM”
 
    
 
   I stomped and howled and the tears were dripping on to the carpet. I am the sorriest boy in the whole world as I bawl like a three year old. I'm in agony and it's a good couple of minutes of cane dancing around her office as Mrs B puts that swishy rattan cane back in the cupboard with a rattle and sits down. When she deems fit she stands and puts her hand on my shoulder, which means I have to face her. Both my hands are back glued to my bottom desperately trying to ease the overwhelming stinging smart.
 
    
 
   What follows is her famous after the caning lecture. No raising of the voice, she scolds me and asks questions like "You know the school rule about talking in assembly?" and “Do you think you have learned your lesson?" or "If your caught again it will be six, do you want that Jimmy?” She shows no impatience with me as I sob and blubber out my "Yes Ma'ams, and o no Ma'am please". But I have to look into her eyes as I'm doing so...that's her rule. It’s so hard because my tears spill down my cheeks and the sting of the cane stripes seems to force my eyes shut. She seems to look into my soul to see the crying little boy I am.
 
    
 
   I know this post cane lecture is her way of satisfying herself that I am truly suffering the after effects of the caning. After all why bother caning if it doesn't smart? But with Mrs B there is never any danger of that. It smarts, my bottom smarts loads and it's going to be smarting for the days to come. As my chest heaves with sobs, both Mrs B and I know I am a well-caned boy and Mrs B has the look of quite satisfaction on her face. Gosh that lady knows how to lay on the cane. All four cuts in a two inch band across the crease where bum cheeks meet thighs. “Now straight back to class mind Jimmy" 
 
    
 
   "Ooooo yesss Mumma'am," I blub.   
 
    
 
   Try as I might I can't stop crying and the class gets another bawling performance from ‘sooky Jim’. I enter the classroom with my face a mask of agony, tears streaming, taking tiny steps, and clutching great handfuls of my bottie cheeks. I sniffed and squirmed in my desk all day until the bell went for home time.
 
    
 
   When I get home Mum can instantly see I have been punished at school. There is no hiding my red puffy eyes and unconformability in the sitting department. "O Jimmy, how many this time and what did you do?" 
 
    
 
   “Four Mummy for talking in assembly.”
 
    
 
   “And were they of the best Jimmy?"
 
    
 
   "Oh yes Mummy.”
 
    
 
   "The very best Jimmy?" 
 
    
 
   “Oh Mummy yes."
 
    
 
   “Then you had better come here and show Mummy”. I’d walk to her and she would unbutton my shorts, take down my y-fronts, and examine my stripes.” Good," she'd say, "those stripes look nice and sore, is your bottie sore Jimmy?” This is when I would 'turn on the waterworks' again, and blub, “yes Mummy". She would put me on her lap and with my arms around her and my face crying into her shoulder, she would gently rock and rub my bottom cheeks. "Who's got a sore bottie?" 
 
    
 
   "I have Mummy." 
 
    
 
   "And who's going to be eating his tea standing up?" 
 
    
 
   “Oh me Mummy." 
 
    
 
   "But who's got his homework to do sitting down?"
 
    
 
   "Oh me Mummy me."
 
    
 
   With that she would stand me back up saying you had better get on with it then. "Yes Mummy," and off I'd go to reluctantly sit myself down on the hard wooden chair, and spend until tea keenly feeling every painful minute. Mummy is right about me standing at teatime.
 
    
 
   Laying on my tummy with both hands back in my bedroom I didn't think about 'being clever’. I put a pillow under my hips to get my bare bum up to catch the cool breeze through my bedroom window. My glee at my classmates suffering had been replaced with the bitter taste of my own suffering. But did it give me any inclination to stop dobbing in my classmates? Not a bit of it. I wanted them to feel 'the stick' just as keenly as I did. I wanted them punished. I wanted every cane 'cut' they got, to be of the very best, and Mrs B never let me down in that regard. However fate was about to intervene and my world was about to be turned upside down.
 
    
 
   Out of the blue Mum's sister, my aunt was flying out from England with her daughter Patricia to come and live with us. I’d never met them but had spoken to them on the phone all my life. My Uncle had died, and now they were emigrating to start their new lives down under. We had a big house as Mum had no money problems and she was over the moon to have them. I was less enthusiastic because I was confused as to what this would mean for me, but I'd never tell Mum that and I pretended to be full of joy myself.
 
    
 
   I had dreams of my Aunt and Patricia watching me get spanked with the hairbrush. I had dreams of my Aunt spanking me as well...over the next few years I can say for sure and certain that dreams do come true...and I had dreams of my cousin Patricia. She was the same age as me, thirteen, and knew what both her and my Auntie looked like from photos.
 
    
 
   My Aunty Pam was three years older than Mum. As the eldest she was brought up even more strictly than Mum. ‘As the twig is bent so the tree shall grow', and I knew she shared Mum's view that children need spanking on a regular basis. As Patty was her only child that meant I would soon be in the same house of a girl that got spanked. This was great I thought and I couldn't wait for it to happen. As was a saying at the time, ‘what a ratfink I was'. Jimmy ratfink and dobber.
 
    
 
   Mum made it clear that from when they arrive that Aunty Pam had full parental rights over me, which meant she could spank me any time she liked and that I had to obey her at all times. If I don't she added ominously when Aunty Pam "gets through with you, you'll have me to deal with. Is that clear Jimmy?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Mummy…" said I.
 
    
 
   Aunty Pam was taller and heavier than my Mum, and Patty was beautiful. But like me Patty had to dress like she had done since primary school. Hair in plaits, Mary Jane’s and white ankle socks on her feet and flouncy skirts with a 'pretty motif'. Her bedroom was to be next to mine while Mum and Aunty Pam had adjacent bedrooms. 
 
    
 
   Patty was to go to my school and she and Aunty Pam were anxious to know all about it. Patty seemed to shrink in her seat when Aunty expressed her unhappiness at finding out Mrs B didn't cane the girls. "Sometimes they do get their legs ruler smacked,” I added cheerily.
 
    
 
   "Oh well," said Aunty Pam, I’ll just have to "take care of that myself, but I haven't had to cane Patty since last year have I dear?" 
 
    
 
   “No Mummy, I’m a good girl at school now,” Patty squeaked. 
 
    
 
   “What?” I thought, “Aunty has a cane?” Yes she did. "But she's had to fetch ‘the spanking slipper’, every few weeks or so". 
 
    
 
   "The spanking slipper? What's that?" I blurted out. 
 
    
 
   "Well Jimmy, you might find out next time your due a spanking, I am sure your mother wouldn't mind if I introduced you to what Patty and I call 'Miss Stingbottie', would you Elizabeth?" 
 
    
 
   "No Pam, not at all, in fact I would be delighted, but tell us how did you get the name of miss stingbottie?" 
 
    
 
   "Well Patty was about ten and she was dancing around after a good dose of bottom medicine, howling out "my bottie stings mummy" and I said, "yes it does miss, it does miss stingbottie", and that's how the slipper got it's name."
 
    
 
   "Now Jimmy, your mother tells me that when you get the cane at school, you are not always punished at home for it, is that correct?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Aunty Pam."
 
    
 
   "Well I've discussed this with your mother and I am going to rectify that. From now on caned at school means caned at home as well. So you just think about that next time you want to break school rules or give your teachers any trouble. Do we understand one another?” she asked.
 
    
 
   "Oh yes Aunty Pam I'll be a good boy Ma'am." It turned out that Aunty Pam was a lot stricter than Mum, and Mum loved her all the more for it. She had always known that I was a boy that had attitude problems, which she put down to me being an only child. Now she had Aunty Pam, her big sister, to help raise me properly and I had a 'sister' to share life with.
 
    
 
   But it wasn't long before I found out just how strict she was. Patty was enrolled in my school, but she was in 1A because she always got top marks. That was good as far as I was concerned 'cause I didn't want her to become friends with the nasty girls in my form, and Aunty Pam had told her she must walk to and from school with me. When we got home the wooden chair and table used for my homework was gone. Off the living room was a piano room. The piano was never played and now it was gone. The room had been transformed. Firstly the door had been taken off allowing Mum, Aunty Pam or any visitor to see into it from the living room. In the room there was an old school desk where Patty and I had to sit together to do our homework together.
 
    
 
   On the wall a big blackboard had been affixed. Next to it, on one side, was a bookcase. On the lower two shelves were all the school text books separated into the order we would use them for Forms 1 through to form 6.But on the top shelf lay a straight 2'8'' long rattan cane. The same as Mrs B used. Also there was ‘miss stingbottie’, the hard rubber soled slipper Patty was very familiar with. Mum’s wooden backed hairbrush was there as well. The hairbrush I was all too familiar with. As well there was an exercise book labelled 'punishment book’. On the other side of the blackboard was a caning stool, just like the one in the Headmistress's office. There was an easy wing backed chair as well as a small table by it. This was off limits to us kids and was for Mum or Aunty Pam to sit in if and when we needed ‘extra supervision’ or for when we had to do tests that were set for us.
 
    
 
   In two corners of the living room were two backless high stools. These were the ones we would have to sit on for after punishment cornertime. You'd have to be well over 6' tall for your feet to touch the ground and they had no back. You had to be helped up to sit on them and your feet couldn't take any weight. All the weight had to be taken by your bottie cheeks and moving or lifting a bottom cheek wasn't an option. You had to sit ram rod straight. I knew straight away any cornertime would be 'murder’, and I shuddered at the thought of sitting there on a well-spanked bottom.
 
    
 
   So a new era had begun for me at home. I tried as hard as I could to be a good boy, but I was constantly hoping Patty would get spanked. I too was very curious about how hard Aunty Pam spanked and how much 'miss stingbottie' was gunna hurt. For the first time in my life I overcame my cowardice and deliberately engineered trouble for both Patty and I.Oh how stupid I was!
 
    
 
   We were walking home from school on Friday afternoon. I convinced her to take a 'shortcut' down by the creek. It was a hot day and the shade of the trees was wonderful. We lay underneath them and talked. I told Patty I wasn't allowed down here without supervision but I was thirteen and not a kid. I think she was impressed by my 'big man' boasting. However we were both in big trouble right after we got home. I had got grass stains on the back of my shirt and likewise for Patty. Aunty Pam was instantly on to us and a confession to her question of "where have you been?" was not long coming.
 
    
 
   I blabbed out what we had been up to, but I said Patty was only following me and she had done nothing wrong. I was shocked when Patty said that I had told her that we shouldn't have been there. “So Jimmy you have lied to us haven't you?" 
 
    
 
   "No Ma'am I haven't," I spluttered out.
 
    
 
   "You just told us Patty hadn't done anything wrong,” said Aunty Pam, "and that was a lie, as Patty has just told us."
 
    
 
   Oh golly was I scared and I started to whimper. Aunty Pam told me to 'cut that out', and both of us were sent to do our homework 'in silence’. We sat there and I was shaking all over as I did the set work. I could see and feel Patty was nervous too as her legs kept moving under the desk. I was certain I'd get the worst of it and how right I was.
 
    
 
   After the hour and a half, Mum and Aunty Pam came into our home schoolroom. Mum picked up the hairbrush from the bookcase and Aunty Pam picked up the slipper. Mum spoke first to 'Patricia’.” You’ll be coming along with me young lady, your going over my knees for a long and hard bare bottom hairbrush spanking," and then Aunty Pam, "and you'll be coming along with me for a dose of the slipper". Then my blood ran cold because she said, "in addition, tomorrow morning after breakfast I intend to cane you for lying to your mother and I, and I promise you Jimmy the caning I'm to give you on your very sore slipper spanked bottom, is one you will never ever forget".
 
    
 
   I had started crying as they led us into the living room that had two straight-backed chairs in position. Both ladies seated themselves and Aunty Pam pulled down my shorts and underpants, while Mum bared Patty's bottom. When we went over our faces were only a couple of feet from each other.
 
    
 
   The spanking I got that night was equal to the very worst of Mum's hairbrush. Patty and my howls must have been heard halfway down the street. There I was only feet away from Patty's spanking and I couldn't have cared less. There was nothing in the world except my bottom being roasted by that wicked slipper. I felt like my bum was burning up as if I had sat on a BBQ hot plate. When both Aunty Pam and Mum were finished both Patty and I did a spank dance of gymnastic proportions. Both of us were crying like three year olds having a tantee, rubbing and blubbing and twisting about. After a couple of minutes Aunty Pam lifted me, while Mum was doing the same with Patty, plonked us down on the corner stools, and we just cried our eyes out. It was sheer hell sitting there on our burning, stinging, smarting botties.
 
    
 
   So it went, with us standing up at the dinner table and thereafter sent to our bedrooms. I heard Patty watering her pillows, as I was mine. In fact I literally cried myself to sleep. I awoke in pain and in my mirror I was aghast at what I saw. My bottie had slipper marks all over and it was so sore it hurt to even sit on my bed, as I got dressed after my shower. I was already crying again as I went down stairs. 
 
    
 
   Patty, who was sitting at the table with the aid of a big fluffy cushion, was eating her cereal. Beside her my cereal and juice lay in wait for me, however there was no chair in my place. Mum told me "we didn't think you'd want to be sitting dear”. I stood there for a minute when Mum triggered my outburst by saying "eat up”. In front of all I begged and pleaded not to be caned. "Oh please, please Aunty Pam don't cane me, I’m so sore, please Mum please Aunty Pam”. The tears rolled down, "I'll never, ever lie again I promise"...
 
    
 
   "Tish tosh," said Aunty Pam, "I've never seen a boy of your age act like such a baby. Now you listen very carefully to me my boy and just as carefully answer these questions...and I warn you here and now if you lie to us again you'll wish you never were born."
 
    
 
   "Why did you tell Patricia when you were down the creek that it was forbidden to be there unsupervised?"
 
    
 
   Staring at my feet I said, "because I didn't want her telling where we had been."
 
    
 
   "But you knew that it would come out eventually where you had been, didn’t you Jimmy?'
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am," I sobbed.
 
    
 
   "So isn't it true that you deliberately wanted to get Patty into trouble?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Ma'am," I whimpered...."and why would you want that?"
 
    
 
   "Because she would get a spanking” I wailed.
 
    
 
   So here it was, my deep dark secret now found the light of day. But with the detective skills of Mrs Marple, Aunty Pam was far from done.
 
    
 
   "But Jimmy you knew you would be getting a spanking too?”
 
    
 
   "Boo hoo, oh yes ma'am."
 
    
 
   "You also knew that it would be me who was going to spank you didn't you?"
 
    
 
   "Sniff blub boo hoo yes Ma'am."
 
    
 
   "Which means you wanted to get the slipper didn't you?"
 
    
 
   "ARRyyess Ma'am." I felt like my soul had been laid bare. Aunty Pam and Mum smiled then laughed after the following. 
 
    
 
   “But Jimmy you didn't seem to be enjoying miss stingbottie last evening were you? 
 
    
 
   "Oh no Aunty it still hurts so much,” I wailed.
 
    
 
   "Well Jimmy I have a proposition for you and you can go and sit in the corner to think about it before we will require your answer. The proposition is this. You can take the eight strokes of the cane you are due this morning, or every Friday for a month you, I and miss stingbottie will have a meeting like we did last evening. Aunty Pam took my miserable sobbing self and plonked me back on the spanky chair.
 
    
 
   I sat there feeling all the throbbing pain of my bottie cheeks knowing I couldn't take eight cuts across them."Oh and by the way, as you wanted to see Patty spanked so badly, I think it's only fair that she sees you spanked should you choose that option."
 
    
 
   Mum and Aunty Pam chatted on and even Patty was cheering up. Then when called I had to climb off the chair and tell them of my decision.
 
    
 
   "Ppplease Aunty Pam I choose the spankings.” Mum chipped in "Then ask nicely please Jimmy".
 
    
 
   "Please Aunty Pam would you spank me every Friday for a month?"
 
    
 
   "Oh,” says Aunty Pam, "it will be miss stingbottie and my pleasure Jimmy."
 
    
 
   It was groundhog week for the next month. All day in my thoughts were concerned with the spanking I had coming and the one I was 'getting over’. I found by the Friday morning my bottie was still 'tender' which was a testament to the bruising power of that thick, hard, flexible rubber sole, and my Aunty Pam's strong right arm. I was (and am) a devout coward, so by Friday I was in a state. Patty was nice to me walking home and even said she would give me some of her cold cream.
 
    
 
   After homework it was into the living room with Aunty Pam leading me by the hand. "Oh please, please don't spank me," showing my usual bravado...
 
    
 
   I bucked and kicked and howled and cried like there was no tomorrow as the slipper relentlessly spanked on. Two minutes...three…four...five, and then Aunty Pam paused as I my bawling reverberated around the house. My bottom felt like a thousand bees were stinging each cheek. Tears flowed like rivers down my face as Aunty Pam began to scold. "You should hear yourself Jimmy, bawling like a baby.” I howl how sorry I am, “Yes I bet you are, Patty do you think Jimmy is a sorry boy?" 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mum." 
 
    
 
   "and Elizabeth do you think your son is sorry enough?” I wail as she says "No Pam not sorry enough after all he tells lies."
 
    
 
   Aunty Pam says Mum is right, "I think five minutes more and Patty could you tell when the five minutes are up?"
 
    
 
   "Yes Mummy," she says as an almighty smack lands across my bottie cheeks.
 
    
 
   It is now when I am sorry, really and truly sorry, and sorrier than any boy in the world that my lesson begins. Over Aunty Poms’s lap I pay the consequences of my naughtiness in cupfuls of tears, and a bottom that is being licked by the flames of hell. I have become a boy soprano as I sing a continuos song of agony.
 
    
 
   “Liar, liar bums on fire…”
 
    
 
   When Aunty Pam heard Patty say, "five minutes are up Mummy," I was up and dancing. With both hands back, I hissed and howled, romped and stomped and rubbed my red hot burning stinging spanked bum cheeks like fury, doing a twist Chubby Checker would have been proud of as I waved my apple red bum about. I was crying so hard I was let off cornertime and spent the evening crying on my bed. Bed at 6.30pm at night like a three year old. In five weeks I'd had five, ten-minute slipper spankings and my bottom hurt every minute of those weeks.
 
    
 
   So boys and girls if you want to be a dobber, a fibber and a ratfink get ready to go over your Mummy's or Aunties lap for spankings you'll remember for the rest of your life.
 
    
 
   It can't be helped, it must be done
 
   Plenty of spanks, for your bare bum...
 
   


 
   
  
 



Victorian Values
 
 
   Chapter 1 

By Steve Forsythe
 
 
   I remember well my schooling at the turn of the century. Victorian ideals and values were very much promulgated. Whilst time has shown such values to be rather hypocritical; we as youths were expected to not only remain chaste, but expected to refrain from all sexual activities. An erection in a youth who was of school age was considered a sin. To play with such an erection was considered an abomination deserving divine retribution. To go over the line and spill semen in such a game was evil incarnate, richly deserving of the most severe punishment. 
 
    
 
   Such games and the spilling of seed were considered, and genuinely so in the minds of many, to cause a wide range of learning and physical disorders, and placed the culprit in great moral danger. Accordingly many unusual practices were invented to prevent such occurrences both at home and at school. At my school, pupils caught in such acts were subject to dire consequences in order to cure them of their evil ways and bring them back to the path of righteousness. The sinner had to be saved from himself! 
 
    
 
   The nurse responsible for protecting our innocent minds was an elderly spinster in her late forties. She was a tall, well-built lady who always wore a grey starched uniform that fell to her ankles, with a white pinafore, and a white sister's cap. Her greying hair was kept in a tight bun held in place with many clips. Her face had an astringent look with thin lips that rarely broached a smile. 
 
    
 
   She was held ultimately responsible for our well-being and moral rectitude and took to her duties with a religious fervour. Tales of a visit to 'Nurse' were legendary. She brooked no nonsense and was totally dispassionate to the extreme sufferings that her ministrations might cause. After all, she had God on her side in the fight against evil. 
 
    
 
   She believed the screams of her young charges were simply the sounds of the devil as he left their tormented soul. The louder the screams the greater the good she was doing. Such commitment produced a lady who was without compassion, unswerving in her moral duty. A lady who administered any deserved punishments without relent. A cry for mercy would simply urge her on - it was a sign that her peculiar brand of medicine was succeeding - a cure was at hand if only she could elicit more pain in her victim. 
 
    
 
   As a consequence many of her remedies were painful and feared. None so much as her cure for the errant youth who was charged with fondling his rampant organ. Yet the urges of adolescence were present in all of us. Despite the tales it was hard to keep one's mind off thoughts of a sexual nature; and so there was always a steady stream of youths lined up for her remedial actions. Temptation must be resisted, but that was not enough, temptation must be driven out of the youths mind. 
 
    
 
   And so it was when I ended up in my first visit to Sister. I had not even enjoyed the pleasure of fondling my penis; let alone experienced the warmth of ejaculation. 
 
   Each dormitory was allocated a maid, for we were the privileged youth of gentry. The maids were young girls, barely fourteen or fifteen years of age, from families on the poor side of town. Whilst common, they were often attractive, and certainly more worldly wise that myself. I had led a cloistered life, protected from the outer world by privilege and money. I am sure that some of the girls even dreamed of securing a wealthy partner from their position. Though such a marriage would never have been allowed. 
 
    
 
   One young girl I am sure rather fancied me. And though she was attractive, she was certainly not of my social standing. I would not tolerate her attentions. In fact I treated her with disdain to the point of rudeness. She was after all a mere maid, nothing more, nothing less. At home, my dog would have been of a higher social order in my mind. 
 
    
 
   All the maids dressed in the traditional uniform of the day. A long black dress with long sleeves, white apron, large white mob cap and black, flat-soled shoes. Drab and dull, so as not to distract us, she did have a pretty face though. 
 
    
 
   I would brush past her with barely a look though. Even my privileged friends considered me a little arrogant in my approach. After all, the girls made the beds and could deliver us unto sister if stains were found. My morality was strong though. I would not reduce myself to temptation. Besides, I had heard the screams from the infirmary at Sister's therapy sessions. They would wake the damned. I had no desire or intention to visit. I was a model student in every aspect. 
 
    
 
   As I approached sixteen though my urges did grow stronger and my erections more frequent, but I could keep my hands away and I retained my moral position, though it got harder and harder, both in my loins and mentally, to resist. 
 
    
 
   One evening I was lying in bed with just such an erection when our maid, Milly came into the room, as she frequently did at lights out to extinguish the oil lamps. Many a time she would spot a growing lump under the covers and give a knowing wink to the young lad in question, or tease him with a soft touch to the brow or chest, or a glimpse of her stockinged ankle. A little minx she was as I think back in time. 
 
    
 
   This evening I had earlier brushed her out the way after she offered to help me pick up some books I had dropped. I could tell I had her hurt her feelings, but I cared little for such concerns, she was after all only a maid. I would soon learn to treat her differently!! 
 
    
 
   I was lying in bed as lustful thoughts gradually crept into my mind and a warm erection rose beneath the covers. It felt good but I resisted temptation. Perhaps there was a glow about my face, but Milly obviously observed something for she strolled over, raised her skirt a little and winked. I smiled uncomfortably as she ruffled my hair. I said nothing, glancing at her ankle. Did she know what lay below the covers? Her actions had caused my erection to intensify and she winked down to my lower regions. I looked the other way disconcerted at such a sexual response to a lowly maid. 
 
    
 
   But she didn't leave; instead she whipped back the covers in one sweep of her right arm and immediately called out "Sister Fuller, Sister Fuller." My nightgown was raised like an Indian tepee when a grim faced Sister entered the dormitory. I was mortified. The giggles of my friends echoing in my ears. I blushed crimson. Sister simply pulled up my nightshirt, slapped my penis with her bony fingers till it stung and tears were pouring down my cheeks. She then hauled me over her knees, my erection now well gone. 
 
    
 
   Milly returned with a smile and Sister’s wicked, oval shaped, beech wood hairbrush. Soon more high-pitched screams filled the dorm as she blistered my rear end. A hundred strokes would have fallen before she tossed me limply back on the bed, my sobs and groans evidence of the raging fire in my rump. 
 
    
 
   "I think an invite to one of my remedial sessions might be in order," remarked Sister Fuller. "Milly put him to bed and keep an eye on him… You disgusting creature!" she remarked to me as she left. 
 
    
 
   I was in great pain as Milly tucked in the bedclothes, my erection and lustful thoughts dissipated. "Well now," smiled Milly, "perhaps your manners might improve a little too Master; I wouldn't want to catch you again!" Laughing she left me in my pain and misery. 
 
    
 
   In the morning I was still stiff and sore, not to say acutely embarrassed in the presence of my peers, though many of them had been caught before. I was after all above such common feelings. Milly smiled at breakfast "Guess what, it's my turn to assist Sister with her next remedial session, I hope you're very, very scared. It's going to be dreadful." She then skipped off. 
 
    
 
   Indeed Sister's 'Remedial Sessions' were greatly feared events. When she had gathered eight boys in need of corrective action; they would each receive a letter inviting them to attend. It might take a month or more to gather sufficient students. During which period one remained in dread of the moment when the letter of invitation would appear. And there was never any respite. If sufficient numbers did not arrive before the end of term, then all those in need were invited to attend on the final day of term. One boy was expelled before his session was scheduled, but Sister simply arranged a special session for him alone before he left! Her moral duty was unswerving. 
 
    
 
   Her sessions were renowned for the frightful and agonised screams that emanated from the infirmary as Sister meted out her medicine. I was shaking as Milly left and I walked stiffly off to my first period. 
 
    
 
   Perhaps Sister might not put my name down. She had said 'might' after all. Besides, all such sessions were normally reserved for repeat offenders and persons who had actually ejaculated. I fitted neither category. I had simply met Sister when she was in a foul mood. Nonetheless I remained shaking and jittery all day. 
 
    
 
   At lights out Milly came over to me "Guess what," she smiled, "I think Sister Fuller was just in a bad mood last night. I checked the Treatment list and your name wasn' down. I don' know if she 'ad forgott'n or if it was just 'cos she was in a worse temper than usual last night. After all you've never been caught before, and it's not as though you were even touching your little toy." 
 
    
 
   "Thank you Lord," I muttered quietly as I looked up to the ceiling, relief flowed through me, my prayers had been answered. I wouldn't be 'visiting' after all. "Thank you for going to the trouble of finding out and letting me know. I appreciate it and I am sorry of how I have treated you. I shall try to be more civil in future." I was so relieved. 
 
    
 
   "That's alright," continued Milly, "Anyhow, when I reminded her…." I squirmed uncomfortably now, the little b…… "she asked me what 'ad 'appened. 'An I told 'er how you'd been eyeing me up and lookin' funny at me and so she said that I 'ad better put your name down in th' book then." 
 
    
 
   Tears welled in my eyes. I would never treat the lower classes rudely again! "Y'know I really don't think she intended puttin' your name down, Mr Goody Two Shoes. But she 'ad to after I reminded her didn't she? Aren't I good thinkin' of you like that? 
 
   Anyways. There were only two other names down, so you might have a bit of a wait. But don't worry it'll 'appen. Now you keep yer hands to yourself Mr 'igh Fallutin' Bradfield." She laughed as she left. My torment was complete. It would happen I knew. It wasn't really deserved, but it would come. It was only a question of when! 
 
    
 
   I am a coward at heart. I cannot explain the trepidation that remained in my heart each time that I entered the dormitory in dread of a letter being there. Or the times I dreamt of seeing such a letter on another's bed but not mine, I yearned for forgiveness. I was polite and courteous in the presence of Milly and the other maids, positively deferential to Nurse Fuller. 
 
    
 
   Now it was Milly's turn to show contempt though. I had wounded her pride and she knew her revenge would come. I did not wish to make the situation worse though, the power was with her and my ego was therefore bruised too. If only it were not going to happen. But sister's reputation meant that it was only a case of when. The waiting gnawed at my stomach. What was worse - the wait or the inevitable discovery of a letter? 
 
    
 
   It was nearly four weeks after the event that I returned to my dorm and went weak at the knees. I nearly collapsed as my legs buckled and my face turned ashen. A plain white envelope rested at the top of the bed. My name neatly scripted on the cover. I swallowed hard as the bile surged in my stomach. With shaking hands I tore the envelope open. A note was neatly folded in two. 
 
    
 
   At close of School this evening you will return to your dormitory, remove all clothing and don your white nightgown. You will wear no other clothing. 
 
    
 
   At 4-30pm you will present yourself in front of the infirmary. Once there you will notice a row of small red circles in front of the wall bench. These are positioned at different heights. You will place your nose against the wall, in a circle positioned at an appropriate height for your size. Place your hands on your head and wait for my arrival. 
 
    
 
   DO NOT BE LATE! 
 
    
 
   I was terrified. We all knew the spot in front of the infirmary and it's red circles. Some positioned for the juniors to reach their nose into. Others higher up for the seniors. 
 
    
 
   Needless to say, with Nurse Fuller's fearsome reputation, nobody was ever late. One scurried back from one's final period, quickly removed one's clothing and ran back to the infirmary. Praying fervently that nothing would cause a delay. 
 
    
 
   Despite my shattered nerves I was no different to any other boy caught in such a dire predicament. After the final period finished, about ten minutes late, which made me even edgier I can tell you, I ran back to the dormitory. 
 
    
 
   Unfortunately, Linda Watson, one of the sixth form prefects caught me running, which was against school rules. "In a hurry Bradfield?" she called out. Linda was just a year older than me, and very attractive. Fortunately she was good-natured and did not abuse her position as many prefects did. She was firm but fair. In fact she was our dorm supervisor too, and I liked her. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Linda," I replied. 
 
    
 
   "So what's the hurry then?" she smiled at me. I prayed she wouldn't delay me further, I was starting to panic, it must have told in my voice. 
 
    
 
   "I have an appointment with Nurse Fuller at the Infirmary for half past four Miss, I have to change and I mustn't be late!" 
 
    
 
   "You should have left class on time." 
 
    
 
   "Please Miss, I… I… I couldn't" I stammered, "please may I go; I can't be late." 
 
   "And why does Nurse Fuller wish to see you so promptly?" 
 
    
 
   I burned bright red as I was forced to reply. "Because I was accused of playing with my William, Miss Linda." 
 
    
 
   Linda burst out laughing causing me to go even redder. 
 
    
 
   "So you thought you could break another school rule did you, just so you wouldn't be late?" 
 
    
 
   "Please let me go Miss Linda, please I beg of you, I am sorry for running, I won't do it again, I am so frightened of being late, please…" 
 
    
 
   "Bradfield, I am not going to encourage you in breaking school rules, especially when the reason for your haste is the breach of another, rather more serious rule! I am shocked that you of all people have been caught in such a vile act… I am sorry that you are running late but that is your fault not mine. But…. I am going to have to delay your progress further because, in the circumstances, I do not believe that I can condone your haste. Take your note book out of your bag and your pen…" 
 
    
 
   I could have burst into tears, I was terrified of being late and I was now being delayed further. I fumbled trying to do as I was bid as quickly as possible. When I had the notebook and pen out Linda continued… 
 
    
 
   "Write this down… 'Wisely and slow… they stumble that run fast… There's no workman… whatsoever he be… That may both work well and hastily.'" I wrote it down as she slowly recited it. When I had finished I looked up at Linda again. Her soft eyes belying the consequences of her actions to my welfare. 
 
    
 
   "A mix of Shakespeare and Chaucer. It's a weekend coming up isn't it?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Linda" I replied desperately wishing to move on. 
 
    
 
   "Five hundred times… to be presented to the prefect's room by eight o'clock Monday morning. Dismissed!" 
 
    
 
   Tears welled in my eyes, "Please Miss Linda, I have other homework….and I have a major English Assignment… please I can't do it, please can you be a little lenient?" 
 
    
 
   "You're dismissed Bradfield." 
 
    
 
   "Please Miss Linda, help me out." 
 
    
 
   "Bradfield, I don't like disobedience. For somebody who was in such a hurry you now have an awful lot of time to argue. If your Assignment is such a problem you can bring the lines to me by four o'clock on Sunday afternoon, that leaves you Sunday evening for your Assignment. Does that help?" 
 
    
 
   I looked on totally stunned, tears brimming over. 
 
    
 
   "Dismissed." 
 
    
 
   I knew better than to persist, and I had no time to spare, I hurried off at a brisk walk and had gone about ten metres when she called back to me, "Bradfield!" 
 
    
 
   "Where have you just come from?" 
 
    
 
   "Room 626 Miss Linda." 
 
    
 
   "Well I suggest you come back here and go back to Room 626 right now, as you should have done in the first place and then recommence your journey at a walk!" 
 
    
 
   Tears fell from my cheeks as the reality of her order bit home. 
 
    
 
   (It was standard practice that students caught running had to return to where their journey commenced and start again - walking. I should have remembered without prompting. But my mind was clouded with the desire to arrive at the infirmary on time. It hadn't crossed my thoughts about the correct procedure that I should have followed and what it meant to me now.) 
 
   "Perhaps you feel you do not have to show me respect, or perhaps you are just rather arrogant Bradfield? However, whatever the reason I think that in view of your continued and blatant disregard for the rules we shall increase your lines to one thousand. Hopefully that will unclutter your mind since it appears rather pre-occupied at the moment… 
 
    
 
   ……Oh.. and before you go. Remember standard school rules apply to your lines." 
 
    
 
   "Yes Miss Linda," I replied in a most depressed voice, my heart in my boots. Standard rules meant the pages had to be ruled top and bottom and down the left side in red. Lines neatly printed while sitting in the detention room in silence. This was a small room adjacent to the Prefect's Room that had no windows. It also meant that any lines not completed would be multiplied by five and then reset, together with six strokes of the cane. In other words they had to be done on time. 
 
    
 
   "Four o'clock Sunday. Dismissed." 
 
    
 
   I had clearly made her angry at my oversight, she had taken it as a slight to her position as a prefect; a role she took most seriously, hence her reputation for fairness. And boy was I to suffer for it! 
 
    
 
   I walked off as fast as I dared, back to where I had started, praying I would not be late due to this incident. I was now doubly distraught of course and in quite a dither. It was a tremendous test of will power trying not to hurry too much. But I daren't risk being caught again. As it turned out Linda did not wait to check out my progress. This only served to make later events more distressing since I might have got away with hurrying more. 
 
    
 
   Needless to say by the time I reached the dorm it was twenty five past four and I was in a state of total panic as I stripped, stuffed my clothes in my locker and prayed there would be no inspection, threw on my long white nightgown and hurried off to the quadrangle where the infirmary was located. 
 
    
 
   I was crimson as I tried to avoid the stares of my peers and the snickers of the female students. It certainly felt strange to be walking briskly through the school corridors in my nightshirt and bare feet. Especially since everyone knew the reason for my attire. 
 
    
 
   I heard the school clock strike the half hour and knew I was late. Tears were streaming own my face now.... 
 
    
 
   Continued in Volume 7 …
 
   


 
   
  
 



Doctor Katerina
 
   
By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch
 
    
 
    
 
   It was Saturday afternoon and my first weekend off in months was going splendidly well. I had caught a movie and was catching up with a friend in the evening. One of the highlights was going to be a lovely long sleep in on Sunday morning, followed by brunch at my favorite cafe and a leisurely read of the Sunday paper. That pleasant thought was expelled from my mind quick smart when I received a text message from Mistress:
 
    
 
   Cancel all plans for tomorrow Karen. You are to report to my house at 8am sharp.
 
    
 
   That was it, no explanation just a simple command. My Sunday sleep in disappeared just like that! It was a 2-hour drive for me to Mistress’s house so I would have to rise nice and early to be there on time. I would also have to cut short my night out with my friend as my uniforms had not been ironed and shoes had not been polished. Mistress would decide which uniform I was to wear when I arrived so I had to make sure they were all presentable. Ironing the white apron of my sky blue ‘Alice’ uniform is a painstaking task with it pleats, frills and exceptionally long bowstrings. It was well after midnight by the time I had finished my preparations. 
 
    
 
   On arrival at Mistress’s house the next morning I was greeted at the door by Mistress, looking radiant, and dressed casually in shorts (that allowed me to momentarily admire Her fit, well toned athletic legs), an orange T-shirt and joggers. Her hair was tied back and she looked like she was ready for a work out. She was a vision of athleticism and strength.
 
    
 
   “Come now Karen, I want you in your ‘Alice’ uniform today, change quickly, the sun is burning and there is no time to waste, there is lots to be done.”
 
    
 
   After I dressed as quickly as I could Mistress led me to the balcony where She had prepared a bucket of soapy water, watering can, broom, brush, some paper towels and the Windex.
 
    
 
   “OK Karen I want this balcony looking top shape. I want the leaves swept off the deck, the cobwebs brushed out of the eaves, the chairs and table cleaned, the railing washed down and the windows cleaned. Once that is done you will shower and then prepare a special lunch. I have invited Katerina, Sandra and Jacqueline over to celebrate Katerina finishing her PhD. They’ll be here at 10:30 so you better get cracking. I am off for a bush walk and meditation and when I return I want to see that balcony looking spic and span and you working in the kitchen or you will be having a taste of Black Beauty.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress.”
 
    
 
   With that Mistress left for her bush walk. I certainly was not feeling like a taste of that dreaded thick black strap Mistress called ‘Black Beauty’ and diligently set to work. 
 
    
 
   Sydney had recently been hit by a severe dust storm and the balcony and everything on it was a dull shade of orange, this was going to need some serious elbow grease. My spirits soared however at the news that Miss Katerina had completed her PhD. She would be in a good mood. At present she was the decider of my next release. It was coming up to 6 months since my last full blown orgasm. I had been allowed the odd milking but it was always such an empty feeling, spilling my seed with no pleasure. When Miss Katerina so graciously took on the task of being the decider of my next release she said she was so busy with her PhD that she could not possibly afford to even consider the matter until she completed her PhD. Originally she was due to complete it at the end of July but it had taken longer than she thought and she received an extension. It was now October and at last she had completed her thesis and it had been accepted and she had been awarded her PhD. I was thinking this could be my lucky day and got stuck into the task of cleaning the balcony with renewed enthusiasm.
 
    
 
   I was starting to prepare the lunch when Mistress returned.
 
    
 
   “Good to see you in the kitchen Karen, I take it you have completed the cleaning of the balcony?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Let me have a look at your work Karen, come out here.”
 
    
 
   I followed Mistress onto the balcony and to my horror I could see there was a faint film of dust on all the chairs and table. They had looked clean when I rinsed them off but now they had dried I could see I had not cleaned them thoroughly.
 
    
 
   “This is not clean Karen, what on earth have you been doing while I was gone?”
 
    
 
   “Sorry Mistress, it looked clean when I rinsed.”
 
    
 
   “I do not want to hear excuses Karen! Now fetch the bucket and clean them properly. I said if it wasn’t finished when I returned you would receive a taste of Black Beauty. So once you have cleaned them properly I want you leaning over the railing with knickers to knees!”
 
    
 
   I felt that familiar wash of fear and dread course through every nerve fiber in my body as I set about cleaning the furniture again. I scrubbed hard making sure I got every trace of that blasted dust off the furniture. I checked and double checked before taking up my position over the balcony railing and pulling my knickers to my knees. It was a strange feeling being outside and taking up such a position. It was a lovely day and I could feel the cool breeze blow up my dress and caress my exposed buttocks and genitals. On one level it was a delightful sensation but on another it seemed to enhance my sense of vulnerability and foreboding. As I looked down into Mistress’s garden, I hoped like hell none of the neighbors could see me and what was about to happen. The nervous tension was becoming intolerable as I waited in this most vulnerable of positions. At last I heard Mistress’s footsteps and the unmistakable sound of Black Beauty tapping against her hand. I heard her walk around the table and could see from the corner of my eye that she had changed into a casual but very stylish floral dress that sat just above her knees. I caught a glimpse of her sandals and the sight of her beautiful feet led to some stirring of ‘little clitty’. I tried desperately to think of something else, the last thing I needed was to be in trouble for an unauthorized erection on top of the trouble I was already in. She ran her finger along the edge looking for any tell tale signs of dust.
 
    
 
   “Mmmm Karen, this time your work is acceptable but I am getting mighty tired of you doing slip shod work and presenting it as completed. Just last week you had to re-do 100 lines I set you for being delightfully vague about one of your rules! Any good sissy maid would move heaven and earth to make sure she does a task set by her Mistress right the first time. This laziness is incredibly disrespectful so I am doubling the punishment. The first 6 for not finishing in time and the second six for presenting slip shod work as completed!”
 
    
 
   Just then there was a knock on the door.
 
    
 
   “Wait there Karen and don’t you move a muscle!”
 
    
 
   This was going from bad to worse. I sensed I was going to have to suffer the humiliation of having my punishment watched by one of Mistress’s friends. When I heard Mistress greet Miss Sandra at the door my heart sank further. Of all Her friends this was one lady who delighted more than any other in tormenting me. The ladies greeted each other and I could hear their voices heading my way as Mistress led Miss Sandra out onto the balcony.
 
    
 
   “What do we have here Jennifer?” I heard Miss Sandra’s familiar mocking tone and I shuddered.
 
    
 
   “You have arrived just in time to witness a punishment Sandra.”
 
    
 
   “What on earth has she done this time?” Her voice dripped with mock exasperation.
 
    
 
   “I gave her the simple task of cleaning the outdoor furniture and when I came to inspect her work the chairs and table were still covered in dust, I am getting fed up with having to tell her to do a job twice.”
 
    
 
   “Oh dear, that is disgraceful. When Mother minded Karen, she felt there was certainly room for much improvement.”
 
    
 
   I certainly did not want to be reminded of the dreaded Mrs McCracken, Miss Sandra’s mother! That was one night I never wanted to think about again. It was a case of like mother like daughter with those two!
 
    
 
   “Yes, I am not surprised one iota about your Mother’s comment Sandra, she’s been under discipline for over 18 months now and still getting into trouble for silly little oversights. Honestly, anyone would think she is addicted to punishment!”  
 
    
 
   Both ladies burst into laughter and I felt my face flush with embarrassment. 
 
    
 
   Still laughing, Miss Sandra took up a seat right beside me. I turned my head quickly and caught a glimpse of her. She was dressed casually in a white blouse and shorts, but the top few buttons of her blouse were undone, revealing a glimpse of her bra and ample cleavage. She pushed her breasts forward, I am sure she was trying to get me to take a longer look so I would get in more trouble but I immediately cast my gaze downwards.
 
    
 
   “How long does it normally take you to train a sissy maid Jennifer?”
 
    
 
   “That depends on the individual and whether or not they come to live in for a period of time like Karen here, and how willing they are to learn Sandra, and of course, how much punishment they’d like to avoid.”
 
    
 
   This caused Miss Sandra to giggle, adding further to my humiliation.
 
    
 
   Mistress began lining up Black Beauty on my buttocks and tapping lightly. Shivers of fear ran down my spine. I cast a look at Miss Sandra and the smirk on her face could not hide the pleasure she was taking in having a front row seat to view my punishment.
 
    
 
   “Well, if there is ever anything I can do to help with her training, I’m just a phone call away.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you for that offer Sandra, that is very generous of you.”
 
    
 
   Real generous I thought! She did not want to help with my training. She just wanted an opportunity to torment me! It made my blood boil but of course I could do nothing about it.
 
    
 
   “What do you say to Sandra for that offer Karen?”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Miss Sandra for offering to help me with my sissy maid training.”
 
    
 
   “It’s a pleasure Karen.” 
 
    
 
   Her voice was dripping with menace. Oh how it pained me to have to thank her. The last thing I wanted was extra training from Miss Sandra.
 
    
 
   Mistress then began the strapping.
 
    
 
   THWACKKK!
 
    
 
   I am sure the crack of Black Beauty could be heard echoing throughout the valley below. The stroke was a searing lightning bolt of agony. My legs bent in sympathy and Mistress commanded me to straighten up immediately. I was gripping the railing as tight as I could and trying as hard as I could to contain the urge to let out a sissy shriek. I whimpered a pathetic,
 
    
 
   “One, Thank You Mistress.”
 
    
 
   Mistress resumed the thrashing. The next 11 lashes were equally hard and equally strong. I could not stop my pathetic shrieks after each searing stroke. My humiliation was further increased by a shower of sarcastic comments from Miss Sandra. Miss Sandra’s  “tutt tutts” ,“naughty sissy” and “what a wuss” comments made it so much worse. Being outside was another new experience, the cool breeze on my sizzled buttocks adding to the sting of Black Beauty. It also meant Mistress was unhindered in her back swing and I received the hardest strapping I had ever experienced. It was blistering in intensity. The last two strokes were what I call ‘thigh busters’, right over the crease between thigh and buttock. I jumped and hopped and did a little jig before being quickly ordered to resume the position. The relief when the last stoke fell was enormous.
 
    
 
   “Now off to the kitchen and prepare the lunch, you are way behind schedule Karen.”
 
    
 
   As I trotted off painfully to the kitchen I could see Miss Sandra pursing her lips with hands on hips and shaking her head in a look of mock disgust. Underneath I was sure she was loving every minute of my pain and shame. I tried to blot her out of my mind as I focused on preparing the sandwiches.
 
    
 
   It was only minutes later when there was another knock at the door. Mistress stepped into the kitchen and told me to go and answer the door. 
 
    
 
   I quickly rinsed my hands and moments later opened the door to Miss Katerina and Miss Jacqueline.  Miss Katerina had on a stylish sleeveless apricot dress. The hemline was well above her knees and showcased her well-toned athletic legs. Her short blond hair was gelled in that haphazard way that set off her Nordic good looks perfectly. Fearful of an accusation of ogling my eyes quickly went to her feet and I admired her strappy white sandal. Miss Jacqueline was also dressed in a casual but smart fashion with a white designer T-shirt over a pair of bicycle pants that came half way between ankle and knee. At least her ample cleavage was well hidden but the tights did set off her well-rounded buttocks. I am sure many a red blooded male would have been sure to have an extended look and admire these two ladies. I on the other hand quickly averted my gaze as any hint of ogling would put me in such hot water that it was not worth contemplating.
 
    
 
   “Good Morning Miss Katerina, Good morning Miss Jacqueline, please come in. Mistress and Miss Sandra are out on the balcony.”
 
    
 
   “Good morning to you Karen,” replied Miss Jacqueline
 
    
 
   “Its Doctor Katerina now Karen, get it right!”
 
    
 
   “Sorry Doctor Katerina and may I offer my congratulations on completing your PhD.”
 
    
 
   “You may.”
 
    
 
   I was not expecting that response.
 
    
 
   She gave me no more acknowledgement, just swanned past me and out to the balcony to join Mistress and Miss Sandra. She really liked to flaunt her superiority and dare I say it while she is incredibly intelligent she often gives me the impression of being a spoiled, stuck up snob. I scurried back to the kitchen and began preparing ‘mocktails as directed by Mistress. I knew the presentation had to be perfect or my bottom would pay and I focused on the task at hand. Once made I placed the drinks on a serving tray and proceeded out onto the balcony. I served the ladies their drinks and was about to return to the kitchen to finish preparing the sandwiches when Mistress said,
 
    
 
   “Karen, wait here, you can stay to hear this. I want to propose a toast. Here’s to Katerina on completing her PhD. It has been a huge effort for you and an achievement of which you can be very proud. To Katerina!”
 
    
 
   “To Katerina!” The ladies echoed in unison. Miss Jacqueline then said,
 
    
 
   “You must be very happy about this Karen, now that Kat has finished her PhD I believe she can put some attention towards your possible release.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I am happy for Dr Katerina, Miss Jacqueline.” I tried not to sound too eager but could not hide the hint of desperation in my voice. Miss Sandra then said,
 
    
 
   “It doesn’t sound very fair to me Jennifer, Kat has put all that hard work into her PhD and now Karen gets a release just like that. Shouldn’t Karen have to undergo some sort of test before she gets that privilege?”
 
    
 
   Oh that Miss Sandra! Always scheming and plotting to make things worse for me. I was furious but dared not show my disappointment.
 
    
 
   “Well, that’s up to Katerina. What do you say Kat?” asked Mistress. My heart sank further when I realized Mistress was going to go along with this plan.
 
    
 
   “As usual you are full of good ideas Sandra, that does sound much fairer that Karen should have to pass a little test, what did you have in mind?”
 
    
 
   I was hoping to hear what was in store for me but Mistress said,
 
    
 
   “Back to the kitchen and prepare those sandwiches Karen, you do not need to hear this. Close the door behind you.”
 
    
 
   With a sense of resignation I did as I was told. After I closed the door I saw the ladies gather closer around Miss Sandra and I could see them laughing but could not hear a word of what was being said.
 
    
 
   An hour or so later after I had served the sandwiches, made the ladies coffee and washed up all the things, Mistress ordered me to present myself to the ladies on the balcony wearing my posture collar.
 
    
 
   When I returned to the balcony with my posture collar on Mistress pointed to a seat and I nervously sat down. Mistress retied my posture collar making it tighter and more uncomfortable and then She tied a blindfold around my eyes and my world went totally black. Doctor Katerina then spoke.
 
    
 
   “Now Karen, with Jennifer's approval we are about to give you a little challenge. If you succeed in this challenge I will grant you your long awaited Release. If you fail however I will hand the burden of deciding your Release over to Miss Sandra, so I would say there is a great incentive to succeed, wouldn’t you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Doctor Katerina.” 
 
    
 
   Now I was getting excited, this was the closest I had been for many months, I felt I could do anything to achieve this glittering prize; I just hoped and prayed it was achievable.
 
    
 
   As she spoke I could hear some air swings from a cane, it seemed a little further away and I guessed it was Miss Sandra trying to make me feel even more tense.
 
    
 
   “You are about to leave with Sandra and must not remove the blindfold until given permission. Sandra will give you your instructions when you reach the destination. You will leave with Sandra now.”
 
    
 
   I could feel Miss Sandra tie something to my posture collar. I soon realised it was a leash and I was led out to her car. I bumped into a few walls on the way out and stumbled up the courtyard stairs much to Miss Sandra’s amusement. I could not help wondering if she was deliberately making me run into things. She certainly didn’t go out of her way to make things easy for me. 
 
    
 
   In the car I found it extremely unnerving not to be able to see where we were going. Braking always seemed a bit of a surprise and I would jerk against the seat belt as it locked up. Not knowing what was in store I made no attempt to try to sense where we were going. After about 30 minutes we came to a stop. Miss Sandra ordered me to wait. Five minutes or so later she returned and told me to step outside and take the blindfold off. It was relief to feel the pressure off my eyes but I found the sunlight incredibly bright after the darkness of the blindfold and had to squint my eyes. She removed the collar as well, which was an immense relief. We were in a car park in the middle of what I assumed was a National Park. There was a picnic area surrounded by bush land. We were surrounded by hills in the bottom of a valley. There were two roads leading out of the area and a sign pointing to a walking trail saying ‘Crystal Pools 500 m’. I must admit I had never heard of Crystal Pools before and had no idea where we were. 
 
    
 
   “OK Karen, your first task is to walk to Crystal Pools. You must find a rock that is roughly in the shape of a pyramid about 50 cm high. It is between two fused trees that have formed like the letter Y. Under that rock you will find your instructions. I would advise you to hurry!”
 
    
 
   I started trotting down the path to the pools. It was incredibly difficult to walk down a bush track in my heels; I would have liked to go faster but was effectively hobbled by my shoes and the rough terrain. When I got there I could not find the rock immediately and had to go scratching around the bush. My maid’s uniform was the most impractical clothing to be in for this task. The bows of my apron were getting tangled in the bushes, the dress was getting in the way, the posture collar made it restricting to look at the ground or behind me and before I knew it I saw a giant ladder in my stocking. I was sure Miss Sandra would notice and point it out to Mistress quick smart when we returned to ensure I received another thrashing. Finally I saw the rock, but only after having to bash through some bush and coming into contact with a weed that left hundreds of black thistles in my skirt. I lifted up the rock and saw a small tin. I opened it and inside was a note that read,
 
    
 
   “Your task Karen is to find your way back to Jennifer's house before 6 pm. Sweet relief awaits if you succeed! Miss Sandra.”
 
    
 
   I trotted back in my hobbled fashion to the car park hoping to get some help from Miss Sandra, at least a direction or a clue but when I returned she had left. My first feeling was sheer panic, followed quickly by despair. I did not know which way she went. I was completely disoriented. I had not even tried to sense the direction we were heading in while I was blindfolded. As I stood trying to grasp the enormity of my situation, a family walked past me heading for their car, and I could hear the children giggling at me and the parents telling them to be quite. This really was most excruciating. I am sure my face was red as a beetroot. I just wanted to vanish into thin air. The full horror of my situation was dawning on me. 
 
    
 
   There were two ways out of here and I decided to take a guess and picked the road on the right. I was far too embarrassed and humiliated to ask the family for help and just  started walking. At least the road was a bit easier to navigate in my heels than the bush track but it was still a hard tiring climb. It was hard not to allow the feeling of panic to overwhelm me, for all I knew I could be walking in the wrong direction. I felt so self-conscious in my ‘Alice’ maid’s uniform, which was by now covered in thistles, and my white apron was now filthy. Where I could, I would walk further to the side of the road where the trees offered me some cover. If I heard a car coming I would try to hide. I was really quite frightened. I was sweating under the heat of the wig and I could feel blisters forming in my feet from walking in my heels.  After an hour or so I wanted to rest but dared not. I kept moving forward relentlessly. At a guess it would have been about 2:00 p.m. when I finally came to some gates. I was correct that I was in the National Park and now had to work out which way Mistress’s home was. I vaguely recognised this main road but was not sure which way to go. About 200 m down the road to the left I saw a car that had pulled over. I decided I had no option but to ask for help. I took a few steps and stopped. I couldn’t ask, I felt so foolish, dressed like this and out in the middle of nowhere. I then thought about the glittering prize, sweet relief and a chance of Release and kept walking towards the car. Another few steps and I stopped again. I was wracked with indecision and fear. As I came closer I could see it was two girls that looked like they were in their twenties. After agonising over whether to ask or not I finally wracked up the courage to say,
 
    
 
   “Excuse me, could you help me?”
 
    
 
   The girls looked at me with a look of incredulity. I could sense they were a little afraid that I may be crazy. I took a few steps back.
 
    
 
   “You couldn’t tell me the way to Hornsby could you?”
 
    
 
   “No way, piss off you weirdo, quick Sally hop in the car.”
 
    
 
   “Please, I wont come any closer, I have been dumped here and don’t know the way back.”
 
    
 
   The girl who told Sally to jump in, wound down the window.
 
    
 
   “You are a long way from Hornsby but I can tell you it is the direction we are heading in.”
 
    
 
   With that they drove off. At least I was heading in the right direction. That was one small blessing to be grateful for. I trudged on for another hour or more along the main road, trying not to draw attention to myself and taking cover where possible. I was starting to worry about the time and could not take the pain from wearing the heels anymore. I decided to go barefoot and carry my heels and stockings, which were now ruined anyway. The road was hot and rocky and it was another sort of pain for my now tortured feet. At least I could travel more freely and I jogged along in the gutter. I then saw a sign saying Hornsby 28 km. There was no way I could walk that far in a few hours. I sat on the side of the road and began crying like the sooky sissy that I am. I sank into despair and experienced that awful state where all my thoughts were centred on feeling sorry for myself. It was at that moment I remembered Mistress scolding me once before for feeling sorry for myself. I could hear her saying, “Snap out of it Karen and stop feeling sorry for yourself! Make the most of the situation, be grateful for what you have and use the opportunities that you are presented with.” This helped me to snap out of the miasma of despair that I had descended into and I then thought I had to try something different and be brave. After a few more moments I decided I would have to try hitchhiking. It was with an overwhelming sense of fear that I stuck my finger out and tried to thumb a ride. I had read the awful stories of hitch hikers coming to their demise up this way but decided to take the risk anyway. It was very out of character for this sissy to try something like this but I was a desperate sissy.
 
    
 
   Most of the cars whizzed by and I received a few blasts from car horns and some obscenities yelled at me from another car before a car finally pulled over. It stopped a fair way ahead and I ran to get in. There were two burly looking guys in the front and as I approached I heard one say,
 
    
 
   “It’s a guy dressed as a sheila Greg, keep going!”
 
    
 
   With that they sped off leaving me in their wake and a cloud of dust. Again I let the situation get the better of me and began to cry. I was exhausted, scared, and started to resign myself to having Miss Sandra as the decider of my Release. I sat on the side of the freeway and had a good cry. Just then a car pulled over with an elderly couple in it. The lady wound down the window and called out,
 
    
 
   “Are you OK there?”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe my luck, just when all hope seemed lost an opportunity presented itself. I decided to make up a story.
 
    
 
   “It was my buck’s night last night and my mates played a joke on me. I woke up in the National Park wearing nothing but these women’s clothes. I have no money or anything. You wouldn’t be able to help me get to Hornsby?” 
 
    
 
   “Of course we can help you, hop in, you are a sight you poor thing. We cannot take you to Hornsby but we can drop you at the station.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, so much, I really appreciate it”
 
    
 
   They were a lovely couple and I made pleasant small talk. It was quite a way to the station and if I had walked I would have not made it home by midnight let alone 6 p.m.  I left them with my extreme gratitude and a promise to send them a photo from my wedding!
 
    
 
   Now I had to face catching the train without a ticket. There were a few people about and I knew I looked very strange in my maid’s uniform and extremely dishevelled as well. There was no guard at the barrier and I managed to sneak onto the platform. As I sat on the platform most people gave me a wide berth. A couple of young punks sat near me and were staring at me with intimidation in their eyes. I managed to avoid eye contact and breathed a sigh of relief when my train came and they did not get on. I found a seat with a newspaper on it at the back of one of the carriages and managed to hide myself behind the paper.
 
    
 
   I kept myself hidden behind the newspaper, not daring to lift it down. Maybe, just maybe I was still a chance. I calculated if I jogged it was about half an hour to Mistress’s house from the station. The train was due to arrive at 5:20 p.m. so I was in with a real chance if the train ran on time.  Being a Sunday there was a good chance the barrier would be unstaffed and I could get away with not paying my fair. My spirits began to lift; the worst part of this ordeal was probably behind me now. My hopes were dashed however when two railway police entered the carriage and were asking for tickets. One was a tall fierce looking woman who looked like she ate barbed wire for breakfast, and the middle-aged male resembled Man Mountain Dean.
 
    
 
   My heart began pounding; I could feel my palms become sweaty, what was I going to say? How was I going to get out of this one? I considered hiding under the seat but knew I had been spotted already. I stood up to leave the carriage, hoping they would think I was alighting at the next station and would let me go. As soon as I went to leave the carriage I heard the policewoman say,
 
    
 
   “Stop there Madam. Can we see your ticket please?”
 
    
 
   I turned around to face them and said,
 
    
 
   “Ahh, umm, I think I lost it.” I was so nervous I did not even try to use my sissy voice and if anyone in that carriage still thought I was a female they had no doubt now I was a man in drag. A group of young 20 somethings started chuckling and I went crimson with shame and embarrassment.
 
    
 
   The policeman then said to his partner but loud enough for all to hear, 
 
    
 
   “I don’t think that’s a Madam by the sound of that voice.” He was stony faced and kept his gaze fixed on me as he spoke to his partner. 
 
    
 
   “We’ve heard that excuse thousands of times and it doesn’t wash mate. Now, you do realize that it is an offence to board the train without a ticket?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes, yes I realize but my friends dressed me up like this and dumped me in the National Park, I am just trying to get home.”
 
    
 
   “Likely story, have you go any identification?”
 
    
 
   “No, they left me with nothing.”
 
    
 
   “Right, I am arresting you for fare evasion and as you have no identification we are going to have to take you the police station.”
 
    
 
   The policewoman then handcuffed me and told me to sit until we reached the next station where we would be alighting. 
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe it! Surely this wasn’t the usual process for fare evasion? I thought maybe I would be issued with a fine, not handcuffed and arrested like a criminal! 
 
    
 
   The woman droned on but I heard no more as my thoughts turned to real despair as the full realization that my chances of Release had now turned to dust and I could feel myself starting to cry.
 
    
 
   “Oh looks like miss here is going to shed a tear, pull yourself together!” barked the policeman.
 
    
 
   This was becoming the worst day of my life. Sure I was dressed like a sissy maid and no doubt looked ridiculous in their eyes but that wasn’t illegal was it? I didn’t deserve this kind of treatment did I? I just wanted to crawl into a ball and die. 
 
    
 
   The train finally arrived at Hornsby station. I was marched off the train, up the stairs and over the road to the police station. Tears were dripping down my face, the shame was too much too take. I was duly questioned and charged with fare evasion. I didn’t know what else to do so asked the arresting officer if he would call Mrs Birch for me and let her know what had happened and ask if she could possibly come and pick me up.
 
    
 
   After enduring the ordeal of being arrested and charged for fare evasion I was led to the front counter where I was told I could wait to be picked up. I was in deep shock to find that I would be waiting in full view of all who came and went from the station as well as being on full display to the front desk officers on duty. 
 
    
 
   After what seemed an eternity finally I saw Mrs Birch enter the station. But I could have died to see not just Mrs Birch but Miss Sandra, Miss Jacqueline and Doctor Katerina as well!
 
    
 
   The look on Mistress’s face was one of fury. I had been in plenty of trouble before but never had she looked as furious as this. She did not have to say a word. I knew I was done for. Miss Sandra on the other hand, was standing behind Mistress and had a huge smile on her face. I could tell she thought this was hilarious but did not let Mistress see. As soon as Mistress turned to say something to her, she wiped that grin off her face and shook her head in mock disapproval. Doctor Katerina stood there with her usual air of superiority and Miss Jacqueline gave me a most disapproving stare. As I walked past Doctor Katerina she whispered in my ear, “You have really done it this time Karen.”
 
    
 
   ”Right Karen, ready?” Mistress glared at me and I stood at once.  Once out of earshot of the police She let me have it in front of the ladies. 
 
    
 
   “HOW DARE YOU Karen! Making me come up here to pick you up after being arrested. Unbelievable! Fare evasion of all things. Are you completely mindless? I cannot believe you even contemplated catching the train; it was completely against the spirit of the game for one thing and to top it off completely illegal! You are going to pay for this and pay dearly! We will see you at my place in 30 minutes. You are walking home. Come on girls back to the car.” 
 
    
 
    
 
    “And by the way Karen, you did not make it back in time so I now have the burden of deciding your next release. I’m thinking months, maybe even years after this one,” admonished Miss Sandra with a hint of a smirk on that face again.  
 
    
 
   She gave me the most evil grin imaginable as she walked off with Mistress. It was at least dark by now so at least I would be spared the humiliation of being tooted and honked at by passing cars. I began the long trudge back to Mistress’s house. I was sore, tired, humiliated, and very, very afraid...
 
   The End
 
 
   Sissy Karen’saga is continued next in Volume 6, A Day at The Bong Bong Races
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Day at the Bong Bong Races
 
    
 
   By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch
 
    
 
   I was hard at work cleaning Mistress’s bathroom with the toothbrush She had furnished me with, diligently making sure all those hard to reach nooks and crannies were absolutely spotless. I was fully focussed on the task, striving to complete the job to Her satisfaction when I heard ‘The Bell’. (The bell was a new addition to the household, and fast becoming my worst nightmare.) It was an old school yard bell and when Mistress rang it, the sound of its clanging shook me to the very core, so unbelievably loud and intrusive it was! My instructions upon hearing the bell were to immediately stop whatever I was doing, and run to present myself to Mistress. With the sound of it still ringing in my ears I hurriedly removed my gloves, washed my hands, and then gave my hair a quick brush before making sure my dress and apron were smoothed down and scurried off in the direction of the Bell. In the early days under Mistress’s Rule I would have felt resentment at being interrupted from my chores in such a manner but Mistress has since taught me the error of my ways. I soon learnt that resentment is an unacceptable quality in a sissy maid and one to be stamped out vigorously. Due to an extensive course of discipline I do not even consider my own inconvenience anymore. The desire to obey in a spirit of loving obedience is my prime motivation. My attitude now is that if Mistress wants something done I will move mountains to ensure it happens and not even consider questioning a command.
 
    
 
   After I quickly tidied up I scurried to Mistress’s study and waited at the door for Her command for me to enter. There is something about dropping everything and rushing to Mistress’s bell and then being made to wait that reinforces my submissive place. It reminds me that this is not about me and my wants. After a minute or two I am told to enter Mistress’s study.
 
    
 
   She is such an imposing figure as She sits behind Her immaculate desk. She is an incredible mix of both beauty and authority. Today Her hair is tied back which always gives that added sense of strictness and that no nonsense will be tolerated. I cannot help feeling a little nervous, especially as ‘Loopy Johnny’ is sitting on her desk. Flashbacks of the butterfly shaped marking it makes on my bottom flash across my mind and the memory of that incredible delayed after sting returns. My legs start to shake nervously as I wait with great anticipation to hear what She has to say to me.
 
    
 
   She is just about to speak when Her phone rings.
 
    
 
   “Put your hands on your head Karen and stand in the corner with your nose to the wall while I take this call.”
 
    
 
   I put my hands on head and tune out of the conversation. I know it is none of my business. My role is to wait for Mistress’s convenience, nothing else matters in this moment. All I focus on is standing as still as I can, focussing on the wall directly in front of me and waiting patiently. Once again I am overwhelmed with a wonderful feeling of submissiveness. After a few moments Her call is finished.
 
    
 
   “Turn around Karen; I have a special job for you on Wednesday. I have had to think long and hard about whether I would allow this and I must say I am not entirely confident in your ability to do the job satisfactorily. Your track record is abysmal to say the least!”
 
    
 
   At once I began to worry about what Mistress has in store for me and I can feel my heart pounding in my chest.
 
    
 
   “Katerina’s father has given her a race horse as a present for completing her PhD. He has had it in training and kept it as a surprise for Katerina on completing her Doctorate. The horse is a filly called Nordic Princess apparently. Anyway it is having its first race at the Bong Bong Races this Wednesday. Katerina and Jacqueline are going to watch the horse run and they asked me if you would be their chauffer for the day. It’s about two and a half hours drive from here and they were hoping to celebrate with a couple of champagnes so obviously not keen to drive themselves. I have agreed, but with a measure of reluctance Karen. Every time I have sent you away with one of my friends you have ended up in all sorts of trouble. However since Katerina specifically asked for you and she did put up with the inconvenience of being the decider of your next release for all those months I have decided to agree to Katerina’s request and give you one more chance. Aren’t you lucky Karen?”
 
    
 
   I certainly was not feeling lucky at the thought of being at Doctor Katerina’s, (which I now had to address her) and Miss Jacqueline’s mercy for a whole day. Even though she is incredibly intelligent, Doctor Katerina can act like the spoiled princess especially when I am around. When I heard the name of the horse her daddy gave her I thought it could not have been more appropriately named. I think she is used to being spoiled. Miss Jacqueline in newer to the world of dominating sissies and seems to embrace the opportunity to have me at her beck and call with the relish of a child with a new toy. The last time I was in the care of these two was on a trip to the Dubbo Zoo. It turned out one of the toughest most humiliating weekends of my life. I even ended up covered in ape poo! As for Mistress’s comment about the ‘inconvenience’ Dr Katerina suffered in having to be the decider of my release that involved me asking her once and then being told she was too busy with her PhD and not to ask again until she completed it. Five months later when she completed it I was given a challenge of being driven blindfolded to the National Park and left there with the task of being back by 6 p.m. When I failed to return on time Dr Katerina got to pass the ‘burden’ back to Miss Sandra.  Having said all that when Mistress asked wasn’t I lucky to be allowed to be their chauffer for the day I knew there was only one acceptable answer,
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress, thank you, I am very lucky Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “That is right Karen and if there are ANY and I mean ANY bad reports on your behaviour you will be squeezing the juice from a dozen Habeneros chilli’s and you know where that will be destined for?”
 
    
 
   “Is it for my ‘little clitty’ Mistress?”
 
    
 
   “That is correct Karen. Now besides being the ladies chauffer I have told them that you will be their general dogsbody as well. Any little errands or tasks they ask you to do you will do. You will do them immediately and with great care as if it was I who asking, Understood?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “You will pick Katerina up from her place at 8:30 am and then Miss Jacqueline at 9. I think that’s about everything. You are dismissed and will go back and finish cleaning the bathroom.”
 
    
 
   I gave Mistress a curtsey and went back to work a very concerned sissy. It was hard to be confident but I knew I had to be on my best behaviour and do whatever it took to come back with a good report. To get through one of these outings unscathed would take a big element of luck. I just had to knuckle down do my best and hope for a huge slice of good fortune.
 
    
 
   Wednesday morning dawned bright and sunny and after early morning exercise and fetching Mistress her breakfast I had my own, showered, then dressed in my Muir maid uniform as directed with ‘sensible’ shoes for driving, I was to take my heels as well in case Dr Katerina and Miss Jacqueline decided I should wear them for show instead. After passing uniform muster and receiving last minute instructions I farewelled Mistress and drove over to Dr Katerina’s house.
 
    
 
   I knocked firmly on her door at precisely 8.30 am and waited expectantly for her to respond. After several minutes waiting, I started getting a little anxious; furthermore, I had heard no movement from within either. Had I knocked loud enough? Had she heard my knock? It was impossible to know whether she had or had not, in which case, should I knock again? Surely she would have known I would be there right on time and expecting me? Maybe I should knock again, just in case…But if she had heard the knock, and was deliberately ignoring me until she was ready to answer and I did knock again, I would be in huge trouble for showing such impatience by knocking twice. Oh how I hated it when she did this! Where a normal person would simply knock again without so much as a second thought I am like too frightened. And with good reason! From past experience a second knock on my behalf had been construed as impatience and punishment followed swiftly. Then another thought struck me. What if she hasn’t heard my first knock and I have waited for her to respond rather than knocking again? I could well be punished for being late! And I would never dare say that I was waiting from 8.30am sharp. That would be a huge mistake in itself to risk such an admission. She would simply call me a liar and I’d be in bigger trouble for my efforts. I couldn’t win! I was beside myself now with anxiety. 
 
    
 
   Finally Dr Katerina opened the door and the relief I felt was palpable. She looked absolutely stunning in a beautiful light blue strappy summer dress and the most gorgeous race day hat I’d ever seen. 
 
    
 
   “Good morning Dr Katerina.”
 
    
 
   “There’s a tote bag on the kitchen table, go fetch it and put it in the boot missy.”
 
    
 
   There was no hello from the haughty princess, just a curt command that I quickly obeyed. It was a warning that I must stay on my toes and be prepared to respond just as promptly to any further commands. I hurried to fetch the tote bag and put it into the boot before we set off to pick up Miss Jacqueline. Finally we were on our way and I breathed a sigh of relief. Evidently I was to suffer no ill fate for the late start. On the drive to Miss Jacqueline’s I listened to Dr Katerina pontificating about her career prospects and all the gifts she had received for her birthday as well as all the exciting things she had been up to. My job was to simply listen and compliment her and feign interest in what she was up to. 
 
    
 
   When we pulled up at Miss Jacqueline’s house I was despatched to fetch harridan number two. I trotted off to ring the doorbell and in contrast was greeted immediately by Miss Jacqueline who was looking stunning in a beautiful apricot dress that displayed her ample cleavage. I was quick to avert my gaze, as I certainly did not want to be reported for ogling. She too had on a beautiful race day hat, which seemed to add a certain air of superiority to an already imperious manner. She swept past me in grand style and headed for the car, and feigned impatience while she waited for me to open her door. 
 
    
 
   I was largely ignored throughout the drive to Bowral as the two ladies remained engrossed in their own conversation. I overheard snippets here and there that gave me a clue to the day ahead. It was an annual picnic race day apparently at a private racetrack outside of the town of Bowral. ‘There is a lovely area for a picnic not far from the finish line’, said Dr Katerina and ‘it attracted the rural elite but was open to all’. This was the bit I was dreading, exposing myself to a crowd. Being with the same crowd of people all afternoon meant there would be no escape for four or five hours. I knew I must do it and told myself I just had to obey these two no matter what and suck up whatever humiliation and embarrassment were to come my way.
 
    
 
   We finally arrived at Bowral Dr Katerina directed me to pull into the shopping area car park. When I pulled up she handed me a note. It was a shopping list for a picnic.
 
    
 
   “Jack and I are going to the coffee shop over there, you have half an hour to buy all the things on this list, pack them in the car and then come to the coffee shop and tell us you are ready to go.”
 
    
 
   I was struck with fear at the thought of going to the shop alone, but she went on, unconcerned. 
 
    
 
   “You can leave your apron and maids hat in the car.”
 
    
 
   I was relieved that she allowed that one small mercy, as I was slightly less conspicuous divested of these two items. Maybe I could get away with it and some people would not realise I was really a male in female clothing. 
 
    
 
   But the shopping expedition was not without its hiccups. While a cross dresser in Darlinghurst may be taken for granted one in the Southern Highlands was a rare event and that fact made me very nervous. I took extra care shaving that morning to make sure my face was as smooth as silk so as not to draw attention. While I may get away with it from a distance I was less confident of getting away with it from anyone I had to interact with. As I stepped out of the car I felt the blush quickly spread to my face and neck. This was going to be a humiliating challenge and I strode off quickly to the grocery store and deli.
 
    
 
   Once inside the grocery store I felt my heart start pounding furiously. I set about filling the shopping list as quickly as possible and thought I was getting lengthy stares from other shoppers, causing me to become increasingly anxious, lest someone say something to me. The shopping list was full of fancy cheeses, breads, biscuits, dips, cold cuts, smoked salmon, salad ingredients, dressings, olive oil, juices and even a bottle of champagne. My mouth was watering as I longingly put each item in the trolley. It looked delicious.
 
    
 
   But there was one item that did not fill my heart with joy. It was the last item on the list; ‘No Frills’ baked beans. No prizes for guessing who they could be for!
 
    
 
   I put the groceries in the car and trotted off to the coffee shop. I could have died when I heard a wolf whistle but dared not look towards it and kept walking straight to the coffee shop as I had been ordered. I stepped in and Miss Jacqueline called out, “Over here Karen.”
 
    
 
   I felt the eyes of the other patrons all turn to stare at me and walked over and sat at the table with the ladies.
 
    
 
   In a loud voice for all to hear she said,
 
    
 
   “You didn’t have permission to sit down, stand up immediately!”
 
    
 
   This was so embarrassing I was dying. My face must have turned bright red. I could even hear the giggles from some of the other customers. It felt worse and worse as I waited hopefully for permission to sit down, permission that never came. I ended up standing there for about five minutes before being told to pay the bill. 
 
    
 
   When we returned to the car, I was about to drive off when Miss Jacqueline said she would like a few olives to eat on the drive out to the race track and told me to get them from the boot of the car. I knew I had not bought any olives and was sure they were not on the list. 
 
    
 
   “Er, I didn’t buy any olives Miss Jacqueline.”
 
    
 
   “What? Why not? They were on the list.”
 
    
 
   “They weren’t on the list Miss Jacqueline,” I replied nervously.
 
    
 
   “Are you calling me a liar Karen?” Her voice lowered and her eyes narrowed, and my stomach started churning. I knew where this was heading.
 
    
 
   “No Miss Jacqueline.” I was losing ground and downright fearful now.
 
    
 
   Dr Katerina then piped up. “Show me the list missy.”
 
    
 
   I dug the shopping list out of my pocket and handed it to Dr Katerina who snatched it out of my hands before I could look at it. She held it out and both ladies peered at the list.
 
    
 
   “Here it is Jack, third item down, Spanish olives!” She was pointing a perfectly manicured finger at the crinkled list.
 
    
 
   “That means Karen you have just accused Jack of lying!”
 
    
 
   I had double-checked that list and could have sworn that olives were not on the list. Both ladies were looking very cross at this stage and my heart started pounding again. I was cornered and knew arguing would get me in deeper trouble so quickly back peddled.
 
    
 
   “I am so sorry Miss Jacqueline; I must have been careless and overlooked it.”
 
    
 
   “It’s too bad and too late. I am reporting this to Jennifer,” announced Dr Katerina smugly.
 
    
 
   “Please don’t Dr Katerina, it was an honest mistake,” I pleaded genuinely concerned at the thought of Mistress’s reaction.
 
    
 
   “You call calling Jack a liar an honest mistake? Not in my books!” scoffed Dr Katerina. She then proceeded to go through the motions of composing a text message, reading aloud the words as she typed. “Dear – Jennifer – I – regret – to – inform – you…”
 
    
 
   I became very agitated at the thought of Mistress receiving this text. This was going to sound a lot worse than it really was and I was sure there would be a ‘Consequence’ on top of the Habeneros Chilli punishment she promised if she received ANY bad reports. I was done for already.
 
    
 
   I was then ordered to go back into the shop and buy Spanish olives and had to endure another round of humiliation. The same girl served me and couldn’t suppress a little laugh at my predicament. We had only just driven out of town when I was ordered to drive up a quiet country lane and about 500 metres along ordered to pull over.
 
    
 
   “Ok Karen, outside and let us out too.” 
 
    
 
   I jumped out of the car and opened the doors for the ladies.
 
    
 
   “Around the front, panties down, hands on the bonnet, bottom out!”
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline barked the commands like an army sergeant; you could tell she loved doing this.
 
    
 
   I was shocked by this turn of events and even more shocked to see Miss Jacqueline produce the New Zealand paddle.
 
    
 
   “Jennifer said we could use this if necessary, and accusing me of lying is certainly what I call necessary. Twelve strokes!
 
    
 
   The New Zealand paddle is one of the most painful paddles I have ever endured. I was certainly not expecting an outdoor paddling! I have had many a blistered bottom cheek courtesy of this most sturdy of paddles and I reluctantly took up the position straight away.
 
    
 
   Without further discussion she proceeded to apply twelve of her hardest strokes to my right buttock, each stroke right on the same spot as the previous stroke.  My bottom was already exceedingly tender from a thrashing by Mistress the night before. It was a cruel punishment and one that sent me leaping from the moment the first stroke connected. The pain shot out from the impact zone and it felt like my bum was going to explode. The strokes were hard, fast and non-stop. I couldn’t help shrieking and yelping while the strokes rained down, causing Miss Jacqueline to reach for my ‘little clitty’ and squeezing tight in order to keep me still. This created a new level of pain and worked very well to keep me still for the rest of the punishment. I was a quivering wreck by the end of it. When it was finally done there was no time to recover. 
 
    
 
   “Get up and smarten yourself up Karen, and let that be a lesson to you. Next time you want to think about fibbing it’ll be worse. Now bring that tote bag out of the boot. Let’s see what you look like in your outfit.”
 
    
 
   I was sobbing with the pain and hobbled over to retrieve the bag for her.
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline immediately unzipped the bag and brought out the most frightful thing I have ever seen.
 
    
 
   “You can stay in your uniform and sensible shoes Karen but we brought along a special hat for you to wear just for the races.”
 
    
 
   “Behold.” She held it up proudly and was grinning from ear to ear. My jaw nearly hit the ground.
 
    
 
   It was simply the most outrageous hat I had ever encountered. It was nothing more than a small cap which was obviously designed to attach to the head, but perched on top of the cap was a huge yellow flower about 90 cm in diameter. It looked ridiculous. Surely she could not be serious…
 
    
 
   “Come on Karen try it on, it’s adjustable at the back.”
 
    
 
   She held it out insistently and I soon realised she was very serious. My hopes of it not fitting were dashed when I put it on my head and it fitted perfectly without the need for any adjustment.
 
    
 
   “Now that’s what I call a hat Karen!” quipped Dr Katerina.
 
    
 
   “It will give you great protection from the sun Karen,” laughed Miss Jacqueline.
 
    
 
   I doubted as much and felt no comfort from her comment but shivered as I thought about the unwanted attention it would attract from gawping race goers. Wearing a maid’s uniform was going to be conspicuous enough but this was like having a lighthouse on my head!
 
    
 
   “You’ll look like a giant sunflower,” laughed Dr Katerina as she fell back on the bonnet of the car holding her stomach.
 
    
 
   “That is not a sooky face I see under there is it Karen, you do like the hat don’t you?”
 
    
 
   Fearful of another round of that paddle I quickly offered, “No Miss Jacqueline. Its very pretty Miss Jacqueline, thank you so much for allowing me to wear it.”
 
    
 
   “Now hurry off and get the car started, we are going to the races.”
 
    
 
   We arrived at the racetrack and to my dismay could see that it was quite a turnout for a country track. Nothing like I expected. The ladies alighted in their usual grand manner, leaving me to follow in their wake, struggling to keep up, loaded up with picnic basket, bags and rug as they casually sashayed their way through the colourful crowd to a grassy area close to the railing.
 
    
 
   “This will do Karen, you can lay the rug out and pour us a champass,” ordered Miss Jacqueline imperiously, who was by now looking inspired by the carnival atmosphere.  I laid down the gear and spread the picnic rug for the ladies to sit on and set about opening the champagne for them.
 
    
 
   “We’ll have some pate too Karen,” ordered Dr Katerina as she sat elegantly down on the rug.
 
    
 
   While I prepared the snack for the ladies they chatted and perused the form guide. I had to admit they looked very much like royalty. They looked gorgeous in their short summer dresses and their hats were elegant and classy, unlike the monstrosity perched on top of my head. My only saving grace was that I wasn’t wearing the bright yellow dress they had me wear on that fateful trip to the Zoo. Thankfully I had noticed a number of men gaping uncontrollably at the ladies as they walked past us, drawing the attention right away from me and my ridiculous hat.
 
    
 
   After perusing the form guide, Dr Katerina announced,
 
    
 
   “Nordic Princess is in the last race, we will have to stay to the very end.”
 
    
 
   My hopes for an early finish were dashed with that comment. 
 
    
 
   “Here’s a horse for you in the second race Karen, its called ‘Sunkissed Saddle’!” laughed Dr Katerina.
 
    
 
   They both thought that was hilarious, obviously thinking of the time they made me expose my lily-white bottom to the sun and made targets out of sunscreen on each cheek.
 
    
 
   “Now Karen, I don’t think Jennifer would approve if we let you gamble on the horses but as we are in such a good mood and feeling so generous we want you to join in the fun. So what we are going to let you do is pick one horse in each race and whatever place that horse comes in the race is the amount of strokes of the paddle you can have.  We will make a special stop in that country lane again on the way home just for you. Let’s see, there are five races left, so if you pick five winners you will only get five strokes at the end of the day.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be so stingy Jack! At least make it two strokes for each place,” said Dr Katerina laughing.
 
    
 
   “What do you think Karen?”
 
    
 
   Oh how I hated these questions! This was a no win situation for me. I was mortified at the thought of receiving any strokes for picking a horse. If I said one stroke they would probably accuse me of being ungrateful and give me three or four strokes for each place. I thought the path of least resistance was probably to agree.
 
    
 
   “Two sounds very generous Miss Jacqueline, thank you.”
 
    
 
   “Two strokes it is then, here, pick a horse in the next race Karen.” She handed me the form guide, but I knew nothing about horses and picked a horse called Blistering Fury. It seemed appropriate for the state of my buttocks. I was then ordered to go and put bets on for the ladies. This meant a good 200-metre walk behind the stand to the tote and having to walk through the crowd and endure the stares of incredulity and laughter. I was grateful the ladies didn’t make me go into the betting ring with the bookmakers, it was a den of masculinity with mainly men shouting and jostling and trying to get the best prices. Lining up at the tote was a little less intimidating and definitely the lesser of two evils.
 
    
 
   I returned to the ladies and after serving their sandwiches and topping up their glasses the bugle sounded and the horses moved out onto the track. The starter released the horses and the race began. The crowd became very animated and it was all eyes to the galloping horses. It was a short race and over quite quickly. The thundering of the hooves and the riot of colour of the jockey’s silks as they galloped past us was quite exciting. I was ecstatic when Blistering Fury won the race and let out a shriek of sheer joy. Only two strokes for that one I thought! Dr Katerina was not so pleased. Her horse had run last out of twelve. When I saw her disappointed face I regretted cheering so enthusiastically and immediately quietened down.
 
    
 
   “Jack, it’s not right that Sissy should be allowed to beat us, I think we should make it Karen’s placing is the lowest of the three horses we pick.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, that sounds fairer Kat, what do you think Karen?”
 
    
 
   It didn’t really matter what I thought, the question was posed purely to torment. But for the record I thought it was grossly unfair! The best I could possibly come now in each race was third, which meant at least six strokes from each race minimum! I would have to be extremely lucky for it to be anywhere near that low! I was not at all happy with this twist to their so-called generosity in allowing me to ‘join in the fun’.
 
    
 
   “That sounds very fair Miss Jacqueline,” I lied.
 
    
 
   “All agreed then, so lets see; the placing’s are up on the board now, my horse came fifth, where did yours come Kat?”
 
    
 
   “Last! Can you believe it? I think it should be sent to the glue factory for that!”
 
    
 
   “Last of twelve, that makes twenty four strokes of the paddle for that race Karen, write it down in the form guide will you.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Jacqueline,” I replied. Clearly I was in for a fearful beating after the races. The only question remained, on which cheek?
 
    
 
   The next two races I did not fair much better. I picked ‘Sunkissed Saddle’ as I dare not go against Dr Katerina’s suggestion and it was the lowest placing at seventh and in the next race. Miss Jacqueline’s selection was the furthest back in tenth place. After three races I had earned twenty then fourteen then twenty strokes for a total of fifty-eight strokes already!
 
    
 
   The next race was the Bong Bong Cup and the main event on the program and I was not encouraged to see such a large field entered. 
 
    
 
   “What are we all picking in the Cup? It’s not long until it starts,” asked Miss Jacqueline
 
    
 
   “Lady Dowager for me, I think that suits me Jack!” Dr Katerina had a good laugh at her own joke. 
 
    
 
    “OK Karen, time to run along and put the bets on. $10 on ‘Lady Dowager’ for Kat and $10 on ‘Miss Perfect’ for me, named after my good self of course.” Miss Jacqueline laughed at her attempt at a horse name joke and I joined in sycophantically hoping to appease her,
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Jacqueline.”
 
    
 
    “And your pick Karen?”
 
    
 
   “I will go for ‘Perpetual Motion’ Miss Jacqueline.” 
 
    
 
   The name seemed to sum up the non-stop nature of the day for me. Between tending to the ladies with food and foot massages and being their gopher for the placing of bets.  I had been run off my feet and not had a moment to catch my breath. It was 3 p.m. and I still hadn’t been allowed to eat as the ladies devoured all the delicacies of the picnic I had bought for them. The hunger adding to my feelings of submissiveness.
 
    
 
   Once again the crowd came to life with a huge roar especially over the last 100 metres. Dr Katerina was ecstatic as Lady Dowager ran down five horses to win by a nose. 
 
    
 
   Doctor Katerina was ecstatic as Lady Dowager ran down 5 horses to win by a nose. When the winning horse returned to the saddling enclosure Dr Katerina called out at the top of her voice to the jockey.
 
    
 
   “Great ride! Well done Brian! Woo hoo!”
 
    
 
    The jockey was so thrilled to have won the cup and was waving and pumping his arms in victory. He looked toward the stunning Dr Katerina after she called out to him and then he tossed his riding crop into the crowd in celebration.
 
    
 
   Dr Katerina caught the riding crop and was beside herself with joy.
 
    
 
   As we returned to our picnic rug Dr Katerina asked Miss Jacqueline. 
 
    
 
   “The place getters are up on the board Jack, Where did yours and Karen’s picks come?”
 
    
 
   “Let’s see, Karen was on number 8, that came 6th and Miss Perfect was number 11 which came 14th! That’s my worst result today!”
 
    
 
   “That’s twenty-eight more strokes Karen, write that on the form guide.”
 
    
 
   It seemed so unfair, I felt miserable. Dr Katerina wins $120 and I get awarded twenty-eight more strokes, which pushes me up to eighty-six so far for the day. Just as I start to feel sorry for myself I am snapped out of it by sharp tap on my behind from Dr Katerina’s newly acquired riding crop. She hit me right on the spot that had received all those strokes from the New Zealand paddle and although my dress offered some protection I still let out a little sissy shriek. The crowd around us laughed and Dr Katerina then said in her most imperious voice,
 
    
 
   “Off you go Karen and collect my winnings right away!”
 
    
 
   I went to collect the winnings at the collect window, which had a smaller queue thank God, but I still suffered some taunts about my outrageous hat. Every time I had to go and place a bet was a trial in itself. When I returned with the winnings Dr Katerina snatched the money out of my hands and put it in her purse.
 
    
 
   The final race was the one we were here for. This was the one where Dr Katerina’s horse ‘Nordic Princess’ was running. Dr Katerina decided we would all be supporting her horse and to make it fair for me the number of strokes for each place doubled. It was now four strokes for each placing. How this could be construed as fair was beyond me but it is not my place to question why just to be quiet and accept the situation without any trace of resentment.
 
    
 
   While the ladies went and watched the horse’s parade before the race I was sent to put the bet on.  Dr Katerina wanted $50 each way on Nordic Princess. The queue at the betting window was the longest ever which meant more humiliation. Some of the patrons had drunk more than a few rounds by now and were becoming more robust with their taunts. It was so awful to stand there in the line knowing I must wait my turn and suck it all up and know that I was glowing red with embarrassment. I was relieved I had just enough money left to make the bet.  The reason for the each way bet was that Dr Katerina had spoken to the trainer who had advised an each way bet. While it was a reasonable chance for a win at 12-1 he was much more confident about a top three finish. If Nordic Princess ran out of the placings I would be driving home with one very disappointed Nordic Princess who was likely to vent on me, I prayed that she would win.
 
    
 
   I returned to our picnic rug just before the ladies returned from the mounting enclosure. 
 
    
 
   “What a beautiful looking filly Nordic Princess is Kat, she looks a million dollars.”
 
    
 
   “Daddy always believed I should have only the best Jack, you know that. I have a really good feeling that it will win its first ever race. Let’s get close to the winning post for this one. Come on Karen, follow us.”
 
    
 
   The ladies made their way through the crowd to the rail near the winning post. I did not think we would be able to get right up the front as there was a quite a crowd near the finish line. However it was like Moses parting the Red Sea as Dr Katerina led the way. She had that air of beauty and authority that made the men in the crowd simply stand aside to allow us through and which allowed us a place right on the rail at the winning post.
 
    
 
   It was a sprint race of just 1200 metres. It was only a matter of maybe 40 seconds after the starter’s gun that the horses rounded the bend and came thundering up the straight. When we heard the commentator’s frenzied voice announcing that Nordic Princess was leading the race by three lengths, the three of us started cheering like crazy, jumping up and down and screaming at the top of our voices. The jockey was riding ‘hands and heels’ and I was sure Nordic Princess was going to win. With just 100 metres to go the lead had whittled down. A group of three other horses had narrowed the gap and when they passed the post it was a blur of horse flesh and jockeys silks and too close to call.
 
    
 
   Dr Katerina turned and yelled at me desperately,
 
    
 
   “Did we win, did we win Karen?”
 
    
 
   “It’s very close, I hope so Dr Katerina.”
 
    
 
   An announcement then came over the loudspeaker that it was a photo finish and we would have to wait to hear who won. Nordic Princess was number 6 and I was hoping like mad that number would appear in the winner’s box but it was with great concern on my part and extreme disappointment on Dr Katerina’s part that the number four appeared in the winner’s box. A roar went up from the crowd, as number four was the favourite. I became even more worried when the second and third places went to number two and number eleven respectfully. 
 
    
 
   Unfortunately for all of us Nordic Princess ran fourth. This meant no prize money for Dr Katerina and sixteen more strokes for me, taking the tally for the day to one hundred and two strokes. This was not a century that I wanted. As soon as the place getters were confirmed and correct weight called, Dr Katerina was furious. She stormed over to the mounting yard and rained a torrent of abuse at the jockey; calling him a fool for not using the whip and saying she should give him the whip! Miss Jacqueline tried to calm her down and encouraged her to return to our picnic blanket. Dr Katerina then ordered me to pack up, as we would be leaving immediately. 
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe that idiot of a jockey did not use the whip at all! He would have won if he wasn’t such a wimp,” spat Dr Katerina now having a real temper tantrum. With that she gave me another whack with her riding crop across my bottom. Thank God it was over my dress because even with that protection it still stung sharply and gave me a giddy up.
 
    
 
   As I started packing up she stormed off to the car with Miss Jacqueline who was trying to console her. I became very frightened. I knew it would not take much on my part to become the scapegoat for her disappointment and with a paddling to come; my nerves were shot to pieces. It would not take much to make matters worse and I felt like I was walking on eggshells.
 
    
 
   The ladies beat me to the car and no sooner had I stored the luggage in the boot and sat down in the driver’s seat, Dr Katerina said.
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, pass the form guide and let me add up the strokes you earned from the game we so generously let you play.”
 
    
 
   She snatched the form guide where she had written the results and quickly added up the amounts in her head.
 
    
 
   “Oh Dear Karen, I make that one hundred and two strokes. Fifty-one each Jack. Drive back to that country lane now missy.”
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline gave a little laugh but Dr Katerina was serious and stony quiet for the drive back to the lane. It had the effect of making me even more petrified. I had to really concentrate hard on driving. If I thought too much about the paddling to come I would not be able to drive properly. Somehow I found my way back to the quiet country lane and parked the car.
 
    
 
   I jumped out and opened the doors for the ladies and was immediately ordered to take up the position of panties down and hands on the bonnet of the car.
 
    
 
   “I’ll toss you to see who goes first Kat.”
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline flipped the coin and Dr Katerina called heads.
 
    
 
   It came down tails. 
 
    
 
   “Tails, I go first, ” announced Miss Jacqueline with such enjoyment that she had me very worried
 
    
 
   “Now, left or right cheek? Toss you for left cheek Kat.”
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline tossed the coin and Dr Katerina won the ‘prize’ of hitting my left cheek. The way they were tossing for the right to thrash me made the humiliation feel that much worse. They were really putting me through the hoops and making it as much fun for themselves as they could imagine.
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline then began tapping my right cheek with the New Zealand Paddle. I twitched nervously and flinched before receiving a quick Thwack!
 
    
 
   “No flinching Karen or you’ll get extra!” Her tone changed from jovial to serious and it gave me a start. 
 
    
 
   “Let us begin.  I want you counting every stroke Karen.”
 
    
 
   The rain of terror began. Miss Jacqueline laid on forty strokes in succession with very good accuracy in almost the exact same spot on my right cheek. Over and over, it was agony at the third stroke and just kept getting worse and worse. I thought I could feel the blisters forming at the epicentre of this paddling with each successive stroke. The time between each stroke was the time it took me to say the number count and thank her. They were rapid, regular and wretched. The pain just kept intensifying with every stroke. There was a brief respite when she reached forty. I was sobbing like a little girl, the tears adding to the humiliation of the paddling. It made it that much worse being all on the one cheek. It felt worse in that the pain was so unbalanced. The respite lasted but a minute and she finished her turn with eleven hard thwacks on my upper thigh. Owww! It was scorching in intensity and absolutely killed. It is one of the worst places to get hit, the pain was excruciatingly severe. I was screaming in agony by the last one and my leg had turned to jelly. When I went to clutch my thighs after the last crushing thwack I heard Dr Katerina in her most strict voice bark,
 
    
 
   “Back into position, hands on the car, we are only half way there.” 
 
    
 
   I took up position and was expecting a thwack on my bottom and immediately got six hard thwacks on my thigh instead. It took me by surprise and after being left breathless for a few seconds I let out the biggest sissy shriek imaginable.
 
    
 
   “That’s for moving out of position, time to begin.”
 
    
 
   Those six were absolute scorchers and they were not even going to count against the total. I just wanted to run around clutching my thighs, dance an Irish jig and get the hell out of this predicament. It took all my willpower to take up the position for the second fifty-one strokes. I knew I had to find that strength and with great apprehension awaited the next torrent of thwacks. In the same manner as Miss Jacqueline she laid on forty strokes in succession on the exact same spot each time. Having received it on the other cheek did nothing for me in terms of getting used to it. These strokes hurt equally if not more than the previous strokes form Miss Jacqueline and now the pain seemed twice as bad with both sides of my bottom hurting immensely. Each stroke magnified the pain of the previous stroke in a logarithmic scale. I was no longer feeling unbalanced but the pain was increased by a power of ten. Dr Katerina also finished off with eleven thigh busters, which turned into thirteen due to a mistake in the count that I made. I became a miserable paunch of pain. There were tears rolling down my face and all I could think about were the blisters forming on my buttocks. Both my legs had turned to jelly and I felt like collapsing there and then.
 
    
 
   The drive home was uneventful for the first half hour or so and the ladies chatted amongst themselves. They soon became bored however and turned to tormenting me. It started out with Dr Katerina. She picked up her riding crop and began to lightly brush it against the back of my neck and flick the hair of my wig or my ear. It was incredibly nerve wracking and off putting as I tried to concentrate on the road. I knew I had to just to put up with it. I had learned that complaining or even politely asking her to stop would only result in more trouble for me. To make matters worse Miss Jacqueline then put her legs up on the console between the two front seats. She had kicked her shoes off and I caught a glimpse of her beautifully manicured toes. Again I had to force myself to look away and focus on the road ahead. I am sure she was aware of my foot fetish and was doing this just to get a reaction from me. After a little while her foot came down in my lap and she began to rub her foot against my crotch. I had been in chastity for months now and it took very little for the stimulation to make me aroused. This was so difficult, I tried to change my thoughts, to focus on driving, to think about the horses running by but I could not help myself and soon had formed an obvious erection.
 
    
 
   “Oh Yuck Karen! Is that an unauthorized erection I can feel?” her voice was dripping with mock outrage.
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline pulled her foot away and I thought I was bringing it under control.
 
    
 
   “Um, I’m not sure Miss Jacqueline; I think I have it under control.”
 
    
 
   I tried desperately to weasel my way out of it. Miss Jacqueline then reached over and placed her hand on the mound in the crotch of my dress.
 
    
 
   “That is definitely an erection Karen, Jennifer will want to know about this, isn’t that right?”
 
    
 
   “I can control it, it is subsiding, please don’t tell Her Miss Jacqueline.”
 
    
 
   Dr Katerina then piped in,
 
    
 
   “We were given instructions by your Mistress that you are forbidden to have any erections without your Mistress’s approval and that we were to report any unauthorized erections to Her. So not only will we have to report the unauthorized erection but now we will have to tell Jennifer that you asked us to commit a lie of omission by asking us to refrain from telling Her. I do not think Jennifer is going to be pleased with this latest development.”
 
    
 
   The serious tone of her voice belied the fact that Dr Katerina loved every moment of my torment. Their enjoyment seemed to add to my suffering. They were harassing me and I was just putty in their hands digging myself into a deeper and deeper hole.
 
    
 
   “I am so sorry Dr Katerina, I did not mean to ask you to lie to Mistress, please forgive me.”
 
    
 
   “If you want forgiveness you are asking the wrong lady Karen.”
 
    
 
   With that she began flicking the hair on my wig with her riding crop again. I dare not say anything more and just tried to focus on the driving.
 
    
 
   “What does Jennifer do Karen to deal with your unauthorized erections?”
 
    
 
   I hated these questions! Why did Miss Jacqueline want to know? I didn’t want to have to tell her and give her ideas but of course I had no option.
 
    
 
   “It depends on the nature of the erection and how many I have failed to control but it usually involves a punishment for my ‘little clitty’ as that is the cause of my infraction.”
 
    
 
   “What sort of punishment Karen?” 
 
    
 
   “Mistress may make me rub Tabasco Sauce or chilli juice into my ‘little clitty’ and testes Miss Jacqueline.”
 
    
 
   The ladies broke into a round of giggles. They thought this was hilarious and I felt as small as a snail. In fact I wished I was a snail and could just crawl into my shell and hide.
 
    
 
   Miss Jacqueline than said,
 
    
 
   “I’d love to see your face when you receive that punishment Karen, we will have to ask Jennifer if we can watch Kat.”
 
    
 
   “Great idea Jack, I am sure Jennifer will not mind us watching especially as Her sissy maid displayed her carnal rage in front of us.”
 
    
 
   Again there was another round of laughter. The way she said ‘carnal rage’ she were making me out to be some sort of sex criminal. What did they expect after so long in chastity? They continued to rub it in.
 
    
 
   “We are getting close to Sydney now Jack, let’s do the report on Karen’s behaviour for Jennifer. I can send Jennifer an email on my iPhone.”
 
    
 
   Trust Dr Katerina to have the latest greatest technology and to harness it to ensure I would get in to as much trouble with Mistress as possible. It made it so much worse having to hear their discussion about it and knowing I could say nothing to defend myself.
 
    
 
   “Where shall we start Kat?”
 
    
 
   “Well she was two minutes late in picking me up.”
 
    
 
   “And five minutes for me.”
 
    
 
   “Then when we asked her to go to the shop she hesitated”
 
    
 
   “That’s right for at least two minutes.”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe it! Dr Katerina took ages to answer the door and I was not late! I must have hesitated for 3 seconds maximum not a whole two minutes. It was so unfair!
 
    
 
   “Then she sat down at the café without permission.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, very un sissy like, Jennifer won’t want to hear that.”
 
    
 
   Dr Katerina kept typing away on her iPhone.
 
    
 
   “Then she forgot to buy the olives.”
 
    
 
   “And worse still accused you of lying about it Jack.”
 
    
 
   “The smoked salmon sandwich she made me wasn’t buttered all the way to the edge.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think she showed enough urgency either when we sent her to put the bests on.”
 
    
 
   They were starting to add things that they did not even comment on at the time. I seriously wondered if they were making it up.
 
    
 
   “The foot massage she gave me wasn’t up to scratch either.”
 
    
 
   “And what about the complete lack of gratitude when we allowed her to play the game where she got to join in the fun and pick a horse in each race.”
 
    
 
   I could have screamed! I thought I had sucked that up without the slightest trace of resentment.
 
    
 
   “Jennifer will not be pleased to hear about her display of resentment.”
 
    
 
   “She also made the mistake when counting the punishment strokes.”
 
    
 
   I got extra strokes for that and now I was going to pay again!
 
    
 
   “And she didn’t get into position quickly enough when we swapped positions.”
 
    
 
   “And don’t forget there was the unauthorized erection and then to top it off asking us to lie to Jennifer about it. That’s quite a list isn’t it Karen?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Katerina.”
 
    
 
   “I want to hear about how Jennifer punishes you for all this Karen.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Jacqueline.”
 
    
 
   “You can send us both a 5000 word essay, expressing your remorse and describing Jennifer’s punishment to us with both copies handwritten understand?”
 
    
 
   This was becoming much worse than I had expected in my worst nightmare. Mistress was the only one who had ever given me a written punishment before. Now I had a 5000 word essay to write out twice! I could kiss my free time goodbye for the next week or more. What would Mistress say when I told her? I wouldn’t be surprised if Mistress wanted a hand written copy as well. I was one scared and petrified sissy as I drove the last stretch home.
 
    
 
   We finally arrived at Dr Katerina’s house. Miss Jacqueline was staying there the night. I carried their things in and was dismissed with another round of strokes of the riding crop. This time I had to lift my dress and drop my panties for a quick three on each cheek. There was no reason given just a comment from Miss Jacqueline,
 
    
 
   “Knickers s to knees girl, time for your farewell kisses!”
 
    
 
   My bottom was still smarting from the thrashing and sitting for so long for the drive back was agony indeed. It ensured my panties became adhered to my flesh via the oozing liquid from my blistered bottom. When I pulled my panties down the pain reignited as the panties ripped from the crust of the blisters. The final 6 strokes sizzled my already tortured butt and I was choking back the tears with each thank you. It was very much like rubbing salt in the wounds, a final thrashing for no other reason than ‘farewell kisses’. I felt absolutely crushed and defeated as I walked out the door. As soon as they closed the door I clutched my butt cheeks hoping for a bit of relief. It was relief that never came. While I was immensely relieved to be out of the ladies clutches I could not rest easy. The report of my infractions that Dr Katerina composed was much longer than I hoped and much longer than I believed I deserved. Mistress had said that ‘little clitty’ would get a taste of Habeneros chilli if there were ANY bad reports and here I was with a list spreading over two pages. I would not see Mistress for a few days and would have that hanging over my head and never far from my thoughts until it was time to face the music…
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
 
    
 
   Sissy Karen’saga is continued in Volume 7, Sissy Boot Camp
 
   


 
   
  
 



Ancient Methods - Modern Aids
 
   Part 2

By Steve Forsythe
 
   Whilst this is an accurate historical account and review of modern methods that are used, Mrs Birch does not endorse that you practice any of these methods. Effects vary between individuals and can be quite severe.
 
   


  
 

Continued from Part 1 
 
   Enema
 
   
The application of an Enema, whilst humiliating and sometimes painful for the self-abuser had absolutely no medical benefit and has to be regarded as punitive rather than a possible cure or sensible deterrent. Much the same can be said for the widespread and liberal dosing of masturbators with Cod Liver Oil.
 
   
The flagellation implements of the Victorian era are still widely available and still provide extremely effective punishments. We also now enjoy a wide range of modern restraints and chastity devices. Potions and lotions are now available in tubes.... more convenient and just as effective! Piercings identical to those applied to the Roman slaves are still inflicted on the unfortunate male's genitalia to deter self-abuse and control erections.
 
 
   Teasing and tormenting the offending male's penis and testicles, binding with rope, humiliation, clipping and whipping of the genitals are all effective at arousing the male to the point where an erection becomes a painful and undesirable attribute and the need to masturbate dissolves. His penis is owned and controlled solely by his Wife or Mistress and his own desires are permanently subdued.
 
   
In looking to recreate the remedies developed by our Victorian forebears to deter their youth from self-abuse and relieve the 'morning tensions', as it was so delicately put by one contemporary Governess, detailed literature searches reveal countless descriptions of genital torment and punishment by 'rubefactions', but most are 'broad-brush' with little detail of how exactly they were prepared and administered.
 
    
 
   However a few of these tried and trusted remedies have been passed down through the ages and I am pleased to draw them to the attention of modern Ladies needing to keep their naughty males in line.
 
   
Bran and Mustard Poultice 
 
   
Ingredients: 
4 ounces of Bran 
1 Tablespoon of Salt 
1 Tablespoon of Flour of Mustard 
 
 
   Preparation:
Take a piece of soft flannel and soak it in boiling water, remove, wring out and sprinkle one side with plenty of Flour of Mustard, the more the better. This should be done while placed on a hot plate so that no heat may be lost. Then place a fine piece of muslin or gauze on top and keep the whole warm. 
 
    
 
   Place the Bran upon the top of a pan of boiling water and when the heat has penetrated the bran, stir gently in together with the Salt. Pour off the surplus water, spread the Bran thickly on a piece of old linen or calico. 
 
    
 
   The poultice should be made larger than is necessary, let it be from 1/2" to 1" thick. Do not pat it down into a hard pudding. Have the cloth on which it is spread large enough to fold all round and double up so that the Bran may not ooze out.

Application:
Have everything ready. Restrain the naked boy by wrists and ankles so that he lays inert, thighs spread, face upwards on a bare mattress covered with an old flannel sheet. If possible the bed-frame should be positioned in a room adjoining or adjacent to the Governess' or Nanny's room.
 
    
 
   Suitable gloves should be worn to apply the poultice and protect the hands. Stretch the penis forward with one hand, (if it is erect so much the better), extend the scrotal sac and contents along the penis shaft with the other then wrap a bandage, (a single layer of thin gauze) around the appendage ready for the application of the Mustard flannel. 
 
    
 
   Now quickly apply the Mustard flannel, wrapping the entire genital area with the flannel.
 
    
 
   The Bran Poultice is then applied as soon as possible on top. It should be as hot as it can be borne. Now cover the whole organ with oil-silk or rubber sheeting, keeping it firmly fastened to the place intended. The purpose of the Bran Poultice is defeated if it becomes a stiff cold paste or if it is allowed to slip about in an unsteady fashion. The Bran Poultice will heat the Mustard Poultice so it imparts its burning heat to the recalcitrant organ. It will also maintain the effects for a lengthy period.
 
    
 
   The Results:
 
   A properly applied Bran and Mustard Poultice is excruciatingly painful as evidenced by the screams and writhings of the tortured youth. The pain is intense, particularly on the scrotum, which is far more sensitive to heat than the penis itself. Application of the Bran Poultice will produce an overwhelming increase in the intensity of pain, which is scarcely bearable for the recipient. The following day one can expect to find the offenders genitals, and particularly the scrotum, are bright red and very sore. Some individuals may find that the skin goes on to blister and it may take up to two weeks to recover.
 
   
The Chilli Cap
 
   
Ingredients:
1 large Red Extra Hot Chilli Pepper, approximate size 5" long, 1 and a half" in diameter.
 
    
 
   Preparation:
Cut off the top and the stalk. Using a thin blade remove most of the inner core and seeds from the pod. These are the hottest and therefore the most irritating part of the Chilli.
 
    
 
   By a process of trial and error you will be able to regulate the degree of discomfort applied as you see fit. Frequent and persistent self-abuse will attract a pod containing more seeds and flesh to instantly curb the most recalcitrant boy.

Application:
Restrain the boy's wrists and ankles to the bed rails. Wear gloves and ensure the Chilli juice makes no contact to the eyes. Grasp the penis shaft well below the frenum and gently cover the penis head with the pod twisting it and squeezing at the same time.
 
    
 
   The Results:
 
   The speed at which the pain strikes with this formula is amazing; the lightest touch of the pod produces intense burning almost immediately. The pain burns persistently and intensely, barely tolerable, as a solid continuous burning. For serious offenders some of the juice may be applied to the shaft and scrotum with excruciating results. This is a most severe remedy if the right chilli pepper is located with lots of seeds. The penis will swell nicely and burn for well over an hour.
 
   
  
 

Pepper Fomentation
 
   Ingredients: 
1 Large Red Pepper 
2 Green Peppers 
2 White Peppers 
2 Yellow Peppers 
The seed and cores from 2 large extra-hot Chillies 
Beeswax. 
Hogs lard. 
Oil of turpentine. 
Borax.

Preparation: 
 
   Take each of the Peppers and remove the top and stalk and discard. Scoop out the inner core and seeds and leave to thoroughly dry. Do the same with Chillies.
 
    
 
   When thoroughly dry place in mortar and grind all to a fine powder with a pestle, sieving through a fine mesh. 
 
    
 
   Melt the oils together in a bowl over hot water taking 1 and a half teaspoons of beeswax, 1 teaspoon of Hogs Lard and 5 teaspoons of Oil of Turpentine. Then warm the Pepper powder and melt into it 1/4 teaspoon of Borax.
 
 
   Add this to the oils and beat together until the mixture is cold enough to transfer to pots. Try to find a pot of sufficient diameter to allow the penis head to enter freely, one with a neck diameter of 2" and 2" depth is ideal and will comfortably hold the product of the measured ingredients described above.
 
    
 
   This lotion may be stored in a cool and secure place in well-sealed pots ready for use. They should be clearly labelled as 'Caustic' to ensure that harmful results do not occur as the result of accidental misuse. Large quantities are not necessary as only a little need be applied to achieve maximum effect. It is well to note that this is an economical preparation, as use is made only of the parts of the Pepper normally disposed of as too hot to use for normal cooking.
 
    
 
   Application: 
 
   Care should be used when handling this very fiery lotion. It will be necessary to immobilise the miscreant's hands and preferably his ankles as well. His clothing will be as you prefer provided that unrestricted access is allowed to his genitals.
 
    
 
   With one hand, firmly grasp the penis shaft and agitate it until blood flows freely to enlarge the head to full proportions. Then anoint the whole by gently twisting and pushing the offending member into the lotion, expect to hear cries of distress when the heating takes hold, but ignore them as they will eventually diminish as the fire subsides. This is a severe measure for repeat offenders and the male must expect it to be unpleasant and disturbing. Excellent results have been obtained with this astringent lotion. A cotton ball may be used to rub the lotion on the remainder of the shaft for further encouragement of good behaviour.
 
    
 
   This may also be rubbed onto the penis or used in the pouch mentioned earlier. 
 
   
The Results: 
 
   After about one minute the worst pain begins, it is fairly severe becoming very severe after about 4-5 minutes. When at its peak it will fire intense waves of throbbing heat and burning through the naughty member. Though not as severe as a good Chilli Cap it may be intensified by rubbing harder. 
 
   
I got so carried away with My chat to you earlier I forgot to tell you about a poultice that I found in one of My medical journals that you might like to try:
 
    
 
   
  
 

Antiphlogistine Poultice
 
   This particular recipe was from an old book called THE NURSES DICTIONARY - By Honnor Morten that was written in 1943!! (The book has some wonderful old-fashioned remedies; Cod Liver Oil, Castor Oil, balms and ointments.

 
 
   Ingredients: 
Kaolin 
Boracic acid 
Thymol 
Methyl Salicylate 
Peppermint Oil 
 
   Glycerine

Preparation: 
 
   Melt the oils together in a bowl. Mix together to form a thick paste. 
 
   This paste may be stored in a cool and secure place in well-sealed pots ready for use. They should be clearly labelled to avoid accidental misuse.
 
    
 
   Application: 
 
   This is heated and spread on lint, 1/4 inch thick, applied and covered with wool. It can be left on for 24 hours. 
 
    
 
   Again it is advisable to immobilise the miscreant's hands and preferably his ankles as well. His clothing will be as you prefer provided that unrestricted access is allowed to his genitals. I have not used this preparation - yet, but it does look most interesting. 
 
   
This may also be rubbed onto the penis or used in the pouch mentioned earlier. 
 
   
The Results: 
 
   One would expect it to take a few minutes for the pain to develop and becoming very severe after about 5 minutes. When at its peak it should provide waves of intense burning heat. It may be intensified by rubbing harder. 
 
   
  
 

Nettling 

This one of My favourite treatments, since it is open to a great deal of formality and ritual. This prolongs the anticipation and fear of the punishment ahead and enhances the effects. In the USA and most of Europe wild nettles are abundant and freely available....
 
   
Continued in Volume 6…
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



The Vegetable Patch
 
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Sunday School
 
   
By Steve Smith 
 
    
 
   As Steve walked toward Mrs Riley’s house a trickle of perspiration ran down his back.  It was 6.55am.  It was not the heat of the sun that had evoked this reaction. He was due at her house at 7am sharp!  He knew he would be there on time but his mind had been replaying the events of the previous day like a continuous loop of film.  Despite his age he had never been disciplined by anyone before Mrs Riley. 
 
    
 
   During the night Steve had felt a series of successive waves of emotion.  First there was embarrassment at how Mrs Riley had dealt with him so easily, then the resultant sensation of pain as he moved slightly while in bed seeking a cooler spot on the sheet to rest his bottom.  As he finally drifted off to sleep he also experienced another emotion that he had difficulty understanding – he felt drawn to her like a magnet; he wanted to be with her more. Despite the pain she had administered to him, or as he would later appreciate it, due to it and its related feeling of release, he wanted to be in her presence to feel her firm hand… 
 
    
 
   Morning had come earlier than usual for Steve.  He had been up since 5.30am ensuring his shoes had polish on them and that his hair was properly combed.  His Mother had expressed surprise at the efforts her son was taking.  She smiled to herself and thought perhaps Mrs Riley was right; even 17-year-old boys needed a firm hand. 
 
    
 
   At 7am sharp Steve knocked on the wooden frame of Mrs Riley’s front door.  The door was open but the screen door remained closed.  He nervously waited for her to open the door in the knowledge that within three or four minutes he would find himself across her broad lap for another slippering! His mouth was dry and his palms moist but he stood there even though he wanted to run.
 
    
 
   Steve could hear someone walking down the hall.  A cascade of thoughts ran wildly through his mind. Perhaps she had forgotten about the slippering or maybe she was busy and unable to deal with him.  He wanted her to have forgotten yet he equally wanted to experience what he had the day before.  
 
    
 
   The screen door opened to reveal a much younger woman.  She was about 30, taller than Mrs Riley and much slimmer.  She possessed a presence that was undeniable even to a youth Steve’s age.  He just looked staring up at her, dumbstruck by her penetrating eyes.  She wore a straight navy skirt, black stockings with a crisp white blouse.  Her obviously long blonde hair was piled neatly into a roll at the back of her neck.  He temporarily lacked the ability to speak.  She smiled at him and said, “You must be Stevie, our Aunt has told me to expect you.  Please come inside young man.”  He walked through the door and smelt her perfume as he passed her outstretched arm, which held the screen door open. 
 
    
 
   Steve stood self-consciously as he watched the woman close the screen door and then the front door.  She turned and said, “My name is Millicent but you will address me as Miss Smith. Our Aunt has explained to me what needs to be attended to this morning.  She was particularly sorry she couldn’t stay to receive you and deal with you herself as promised but she had to attend the Hall earlier than was expected.  When we are finished here I will walk you to the Hall.  You will be in my class this morning.  I take the children aged five to nine but our Aunt believes you will benefit more from attending my class for your initial visit. Should you show promise perhaps next Sunday you will be allowed to attend our Aunt’s class.  First things first, follow me young man!”  Whilst speaking with him she had assumed a comfortable though confident stance with her legs slightly apart and her arms casually folded. She maintained a slight smirk that he found disconcerting. Did it foretell of things to come?
 
    
 
   Miss Smith tuned and walked briskly but silently down the hall.  Steve followed dutifully behind not fully appreciating what was shortly to occur.  She certainly didn’t walk like Mrs Riley he thought.
 
    
 
   Miss Smith walked into her Aunt’s bedroom and sat on the stool in front of the dressing table facing Steve who had stopped at the door.  She said, “Come along young man we have no time to waste.  Come over to me!”  He obediently walked towards her and then the thought occurred to him she was going to administer the slippering Aunty had promised him the day before.  He received confirmation when he saw her lean forward and remove one of her slippers from her stockinged foot.
 
    
 
   Steve stopped next to Miss Smith’s right side.  She placed the slipper on her much narrower lap and said, “I’m sure you are not this slow with our Aunt young man.  I see I will have to undress you!  Hands on head!”  With these words ringing in his ears he immediately placed his hands on his head and felt her hands pull down his black shorts and underpants.  She pulled her skirt slowly higher to reveal the tops of her stockings.  “Over!” was all she said.  He bent over and positioned himself across her thighs.  “You will keep your hands on your head and your feet together at all times!  Move further across my lap boy.  I want you totally suspended over my knees!  Better, now to begin!”
 
    
 
   Steve was balanced across Miss Smith’s lap.  His penis had become sandwiched between his body and the smoothness of her right thigh.  This had not happened before.  It felt uncomfortable at the same time as it felt good.  Equally the feel of her hand pressing down on his back was different to when Mrs Riley pressed against her lap.  
 
    
 
   There was no hand spanking this time as he had experienced with Mrs Riley, rather the first blow was the rubber soled slipper impacting against his right thigh and it stung!  The ensuing blows that followed were equally painful and within the first dozen strokes he was stoically struggling to hold back the tears. He was totally exposed and powerless against the efforts of this martinet.  She could move him at will by moving her powerful legs.  The blows she effortlessly rained onto his bruised buttocks were more powerful than he had experienced the preceding day.  Her hand moved at a rapid speed and the vicious impact felt like the sting from a hive of bees. 
 
    
 
   “There now you may get up and get dressed.”  Miss Smith said in a matter of fact way.  Steve did as he had been ordered but found it difficult to move.  His bottom was on fire and it felt to be swollen.  It was painful pulling his shorts over the reddened globes.  She stood up allowing her skirt to fall to its proper length.  She said, “Go to the bathroom and wash your face young man and await me in the hall.  And a word of warning boy if you allow yourself to experience disgusting thoughts again whilst across my lap I will apply a cream our Aunt has which will make certain your penis will be very sorry!”  He looked down and it was then that he noticed his penis was slowly retracting to a less noticeable size.  His face went as red as his buttocks.
 
    
 
   Within five minutes Miss Smith emerged from the bedroom wearing a black uniform cap with the words ‘Salvation Army’ around the brim.  She appeared even taller as she had replaced her slippers with high heels.  She had a black handbag in her hand that she extended to Steve.  “Young man you will carry my bag please,” she said while looking at her reflection in the foyer mirror.  She adjusted her skirt and turned to check the alignment of the seams of her stockings.
 
    
 
   Miss Smith set a brisk pace as she walked down the street with Steve in tow.  He stoically tried not to let on how much his bottom burnt but the occasionally groan escaped his lips.  Within 20 minutes they had arrived at the Hall.  He saw Mrs Riley standing under a tree dressed in the same uniform as her niece though it didn’t seem to fit her as well as it did Miss Smith.  Miss Smith led him over to Mrs Riley.  She turned and said to him, “Well Stevie I see you have meet my niece.  I expect you have also experienced how she deals with naughty boys!”  He said, “Good morning Aunty.  I …err yes Miss Smith did deal with me.”  Both women smiled at each other and Aunty said, “There’s my good nephew!”
 
    
 
   Miss Smith said, “Class please assemble at the far end of the hall on the mats.  No talking, quickly now!”  The group of about ten children of varying ages quickly and quietly filed into the hall and took up there positions sitting cross legged on the straw mats which had been placed in a semi circle around a straight-backed kitchen chair.  Steve stood awaiting direction.  “Class we have a new student, Stevie, he will sit next to me so I can keep a close eye on him!” announced Miss Smith to the class.
 
    
 
   The other children took up their places in the respective groups without further comment though Steve did detect a few smiles.  Miss Smith had moved a mat close to the right side of her chair and had pointed to Steve to take up his position there.  He sat looking up at her from a subservient position and she seemed even taller.  He felt she could pierce him with her glare if she cared to look down.  Despite the possible ramifications he had an unexplainable urge to brush his hand against her stockinged leg that was only an inch away from his bent knee.  He inhaled and smelt her perfume again.
 
    
 
   Miss Smith said, “Now for the benefit of Stevie I will restate the rules.  You will remain quiet whilst I am speaking.  You will not speak unless spoken to by either Mrs Riley or myself while in the Hall.  If you fail to answer a question correctly you will receive at the end of the lesson an equal number of strokes of the slipper for every incorrect answer.  Do you all understand?”  In unison including Steve the group responded, “Yes Miss.”
 
    
 
   The lesson progressed for the next hour.  Every one but Steve had answered correctly.  By the end of the lesson Steve was to receive ten strokes of the slipper for his poor knowledge of the Bible.  
 
    
 
   During the lesson Steve glanced occasionally over at Mrs Riley. Her class were sitting on collapsible chairs in a semi circle around her.  He saw a boy about his age standing next to her with his hands on his head.
 
    
 
   The words Miss Smith spoke intruded upon Steve’s daydream and snapped him back to the present. She had said, “Janet please go over to Mrs Riley and ask her if I may borrow the senior slipper as I have to discipline Stevie.”  Janet a blonde girl no more than fifteen said, “Yes Miss right away Miss.”
 
    
 
   While Janet was away Miss Smith glared down at Steve and said, “Hmmm it seems you will remember today for some time to come young man.  Stand up pull down your pants and assume the position I have taught you across my lap! Please ensure you do not engage in any disgusting thoughts whilst there!”  Within seconds he had done as she had directed trying hard to disregard the collective smiles of the class.  It was clear to the other members of the class that he had recently received a slippering, as the redness of his bottom was quite evident.  He knew as he dangled over her lap that this would hurt even more than before.
 
    
 
   Steve heard a few giggles from the other children. Perhaps it was he being older or maybe because his bottom was already so red or was it Miss Smith’s comments he couldn’t help but feel embarrassed.  In any event the noise was quickly silenced by a glance from her and was replaced by the impact and resultant howl that came from Steve’s first experience of the senior slipper.  It must have been a size 11 as it was able to cover both of his buttocks at the same time.
 
    
 
   The remaining nine blows were equally painful.  Unlike before when Miss Smith had smacked him with the slipper in rapid succession these blows were delivered methodically with almost reverence.       
 
    
 
   After the last blow was applied Miss Smith said, “The punishment is now finished.  Class dismissed!  Stevie remain where you are!”  After the children had started to walk toward the Hall’s door she said quietly to him as she rested her hands on his back and bottom, ”What did I warn you, you disgusting little urchin!  You became erect again didn’t you?”  Steve was mortified, and said, “Yes Miss but I didn’t mean to honest…. its just…” “Enough! she snapped. “You just wait until I get you back to our Aunt’s house.  I intend to show you what happens to naughty boys who get erections while across my lap!  Our Aunt has a cream which when I apply it to your penis will create a burning sensation.  Such a burn that you will not forget for sometime.  Now stand up pull up your pants and go stand in the corner with your hands on your hand!”
 
    
 
   True to her threat when they all returned to Mrs Riley’s house after Sunday School Miss Smith took Steve into the bathroom where she pulled down his shorts.  She sat on the bath rim, adjusted her skirt so she could pull the boy between her legs pinning him in place.  “Hands on head boy!” She placed some of the cream on the palm of her hand and gently enclosed his penis in her hand ensuring to place a small quantity of the cream on the end of his penis with her thumb.  Within seconds he was bucking, squirming and howling like he was being slippered.  She wiped the remaining cream off her hand with a towel and still with him locked between her legs she said, “Stevie keep your hands on your head and go into the lounge room and stand in the corner next to our Aunt.  You will not touch any other part of your body until you receive permission from either I or our Aunt!”
 
    
 
   Steve ran into the lounge room and stood in the corner next to the combustion fire across the room from where Mrs Riley had sat down in a lounge chair.  He was jiggling his body about.  She said, “Stand still this instant!  Millicent has told me what you have been up to young man.  I am singularly unimpressed with your behaviour.”  He did as he was told and remained there for an hour.  Tears slowly run down his cheeks – was it the reaction from the cream or was it because she was disappointed with his behaviour?  
 
    
 
   During the time Steve spent standing in the corner he overheard a conversation between Aunty and Millicent. “It seems only like yesterday Millicent when you had to go over my lap on a regular basis to be spanked.  Now look at you. I’m so proud of how you turned out.  I am so proud to be your Aunt even though we’re not related.”  Millicent said, “I could not ask for a better Aunt! If not for you I’m uncertain where I could of ended up.  Like this young boy your intervention means a significant difference.”  
 
    
 
   At the conclusion of the hour exactly Stevie was then allowed to wash himself.  As he emerged from the bathroom Miss Smith was standing in the Hall.  She smiled at him and led him to the front door.  She bent over and kissed him on the cheek and gently, almost tenderly slapped him across the bottom.  “I look forward to seeing you young man next Sunday.  Hopefully you will be better prepared on that occasion.” She said in a quiet tone.
 
    
 
   That night Steve couldn’t sleep as he thought of how it felt having Millicent take hold of his penis.  He would treasure that first caress no matter how painful it had been, for years to come.     
 
    
 
    
 
   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 7 of Mrs Birch’s Classic Literature
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