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Warning: this book is for adults only.  It is a work of imagination and no character, place or incident has any reference to real life.  All characters are over eighteen.  The book contains explicit sex, and punishments including spanking, caning and humiliation.

At the boutique law firm Skirdle Partners, there are just eight girls and eight gentlemen. 

The girls are used for the gentlemen of the firm for sex, which they can choose from a menu of sex acts.  The girls are spanked by their male colleagues virtually every day, just for the men’s enjoyment.

In addition, the girls are punished cruelly every Friday in the famous Friday Room if they have committed any error during the week.

The Friday Room punishments may be with the paddle, cane, whip, strap, crop or any other of the many torture instruments available.

Girls are allocated to a sex partner randomly each week, after they have been punished for any errors committed during that week.

The girls are torn between love of sex, acceptance of the harsh discipline of the firm and the humiliation which sometimes makes them into a kind of sex slave.

The men of the firm delight in their power to fuck the girls in ten different ways, and to flog them if they fail to meet the highest standards.

It's a law firm, and this is Legal Action at its best!
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Chapter 1

Skirdle Partners, the law firm where I was a paralegal, as well as being the best boutique law firm in town, had a longstanding policy where the eight girls on staff were spanked and punished by the eight gentlemen of the firm.  The partners believed that the discipline applied to us girls made us work more effectively, while the gentlemen of the firm obtained the enjoyment of delivering the discipline as well as reinforcing their superior status, making them also more effective employees.

In recent weeks, the partners had decided that as well as being spanked the men would be entitled to fuck the girls.  Each girl was randomly allocated to a male staff member on Friday afternoon, and the following week he could use her three times for sex, following a menu of ten different sex acts which she was obliged to participate in.  He was also entitled to spank her with his hand without any cause.

Finally, if the girl transgressed in any way during the week, he (or any other staff member) could report the transgression to the Friday Room, where girls were punished more severely after work finished on Friday.  The gentleman who had partnered the girl during the week was then granted the right to deliver her Friday Room punishment, which was usually the paddle, strap or cane on the girl’s naked buttocks.

I had complained to the senior partner last week that the policy meant that every man tried to find or invent a fault in his female partner for the week, so that he would be able to thrash her on the Friday afternoon.

My complaint was deemed insubordination and I was beaten by the senior partner with his favourite implement, a rattan cane.  Each one of the six slashing strokes was still legible on my bottom, three days after my thrashing.

Mr Wilson, the senior partner, loved wielding the cane and liked to whip girls so the marks lasted a full four days, so I wasn’t expecting my creased and blackened buttocks to recover from Friday’s punishment until Tuesday, the day after today, or even Wednesday.

However, also last week, every single man had reported his female partner for some alleged or actual transgression so that the entire female staff, all eight of us, were thrashed in the Friday Room for the first time in the firm’s history.

This of course demonstrated exactly what I had said to Mr Wilson, i.e. that the men were inventing reasons for punishing the girls because the new structure meant that each gentleman punished his designated partner for the week.

Offences were supposed to be matched with the punishment.  A minor transgression such as leaving a dirty cup in the kitchen was normally merely dealt with by a couple of smacks with the wooden spoon, whereas a more serious offence such as insubordination earned the girl a strapping or even the cane.

Because every one of the eight girls had been reported during the week, the partners had decided that even minor faults would be severely punished, so all eight of us had been caned on the bare bottom.  All of us had received at least six strokes and had been obliged to strip naked except for our stockings before being beaten.

All the men seemed to revel in concluding a week of fucking one of their work colleagues by giving them a sound thrashing as well.  Under the previous rules, the men delivering the punishments were selected randomly in the Friday Room so any gentleman reporting a girl’s error had only a 1 in 8 chance of being chosen to beat her.

I was of course much too sensible to point out to Mr Wilson the obvious conclusion, which was that I was right.  I left it to him to arrive at the correct answer.  Although, as I say, he loved wielding the cane, he was essentially a fair man.  He truly believed that spanking and disciplining the girls on staff meant that they performed better.  He presumably also believed that giving the men the power to spank and beat the girls improved their performance too.

Giving the girls to the men to fuck was a recent change, prompted by the discovery of my lesbian conduct with another girl on staff for which we were savagely punished.  The partners realised that it would be difficult for us girls to have a normal relationship with a man outside the firm as we would have to explain the marks which frequently decorated our buttocks and other body parts.

Even if we did nothing wrong, we were spanked hard enough and often enough by hand that our bottoms were normally bearing a trace of redness.  Additionally, when we weren’t being whipped, we were working so hard that neither the men or the girls had time to develop relationships outside work.

So, the allocation of girls to the gentlemen as fuck buddies was supposed to be of benefit to both sexes, as well as discouraging the latent lesbianism which the partners appeared to find objectionable.

Mind you, when Lily and I were whipped for lesbian behaviour, we were made to lick each other’s cunts while the whipping was carried out, to the evident pleasure of all the watching men, so their objection to lesbianism was certainly not supported in observation and enjoyment.

So far, the new rules had been in place only two weeks, and I had been used for sex by Mr Stead and Mr Wilson. 

Last Friday, after my caning, (and of course every girl in the office had been caned as well), I had drawn Mr Hobson.  I rather fancied him so was looking forward to this week’s fucking.

Chapter 2

It was early Monday afternoon when my phone rang and Mr Hobson summonsed me to his office.

He was seated behind his desk but didn’t invite me to sit down.  Generally, it was best not to presume on such matters in a male colleague’s presence.

‘I have obviously spanked you often enough,’ he began, ‘but as far as I recollect I’ve only ever given you one good beating, four strokes of the strap.  Is that right?’

‘Yes sir,’ I replied.  We only really had to call Mr Wilson and Mr Knightley, the two partners, ‘sir’, but sometimes it just seemed easier in a formal situation like this.

He looked pleased at my deference.

‘We have five spanks and three fucks to enjoy this week,’ he reminded me (as if I needed reminding!)

‘You will get one spank a day,’ he continued, ‘at 11 am.  Every day, regardless of what you are doing, or who may be in my office or yours, you will come to my office at that time and ask me if I will kindly spank you.  Is that clear?’

‘But what if you have a client there?’ I asked.

‘Most of our clients are fully aware of the discipline arrangements of the firm,’ he said blandly, ‘and if one or two of them are fortunate enough to witness you getting a slap to your bottom I’m sure they will be happy.  Normally, I will tell you to remove your knickers and bend over the desk for the spank, but if there does happen to be a client present, or indeed another member of staff, I may have you bend over that person’s lap.  I will of course deliver the spank myself though.’

As always, it was best not to argue, and in any case maybe the indignity of getting spanked over a client’s knee would not arise.

‘It’s after 11 am now,’ I said, ‘would you like to give me today’s spank now?’

‘Yes, please take your knickers off and bend over the desk.’

I did as he ordered, and he pulled my skirt up to reveal my bare bottom.

‘Open your legs,’ he instructed, and I obediently parted my legs, aware that this would mean he had a good view of my cunt and arse.

‘Left buttock today, I think,’ he said, and drawing back his hand gave me a hard whack on the left cheek of my bottom.

I squealed involuntarily and he chuckled.

‘Come back at 5 pm before you go home,’ he said, ‘I want to see if my finger marks are still visible.’

‘Yes sir,’ I replied humbly.

‘What sex act do you fancy first?’ he asked me.  One of the other girls had said that Mr Hobson offered the girls the choice of sex acts from the 10-option menu that the partners had drawn up so I wasn’t entirely surprised to be asked.

‘How about missionary?’ I suggested.

‘Sure’, he agreed equably, ‘and then I’ll choose the one after.  We can toss for who picks the third one.  Maybe I’ll let you toss me!’

I smiled.  ‘When do you want me?’ I asked.

‘Tomorrow at two,’ he said.

‘OK, see you then,’ I said, ‘but I’ll see you at five anyway sir.’

I put my knickers back on, straightened my skirt and went back to work, pausing in the ladies’ toilets to check my bottom with a mirror to see if his finger marks were really there – they were!


Chapter 3

Having set my phone for 4.59, I attended Mr Hobson’s office at exactly 5pm.  He was in conference with a male client who I did not recognise.

‘You wished to see me at 5pm,’ I said.

Mr Hobson looked at he for a moment as if making his mind up.  I suppose he had a choice to send me away and call me back when he was alone, or let the client see what he was going to do.  Of course, he’d warned me he would let his clients see what he did, so I wasn’t surprised when he decided.

‘Yes,’ he responded, and turning to his client said ‘It will only take two seconds, please excuse me.’

Then he got up from his desk and came towards me.

‘Please lift your skirt and pull your panties down,’ he requested.

At these words, the client unsurprisingly turned around to look at us.  I turned as well, pulled down my knickers to my knees and lifted the back of my skirt.

‘Ah yes, still visible,’ he said happily.  Then addressing his client he added, ‘I gave her a smack a few hours ago and wanted to see if the marks of my hand would still be visible by the end of the business day.’

‘Ah yes,’ the client said, ‘I heard that you all spank the girls on the staff here.  For some reason, I thought it was just the admin staff who got smacked, but she’s professional isn’t she?’

‘Yes she is, but all the girls get the same treatment.’

‘Jolly good,’ the client commented, ‘I should start doing the same with my staff.  May I have a closer look?’

‘By all means,’ Mr Hobson agreed, and ordered me to stay in position, slightly bent and with my bottom bared.  The client rose from his chair and came to my side.

‘I see the signs of your spank,’ the client said, ‘but these lines look like she’s been caned as well.’

‘Yes that’s right,’ Mr Hobson confirmed, ‘She had six of the best on Friday and it takes a few days for the marks to fade.’

The client patted my bottom.

‘Very nice,’ he said.

‘Of course,’ Mr Hobson told him, ‘canings like this are only given for cause.  If she does nothing wrong all she gets is five hand spanks a week.’

‘I see,’ the client responded, ‘and is it always you that smacks her?’

‘She’s my designated partner for the week,’ Mr Hobson informed him, ‘so I will be using her for sex as well as giving her the discipline she needs.’

‘Now that I did not know,’ the client said, ‘so you’re allowed to fuck them as well now?’

‘Just three times a week,’ said Mr Hobson complacently.

The client put a hand back on my bare bottom.

‘I envy you indeed,’ he said, ‘I could happily use a bit of this myself.’

‘Talk to the partners,’ Mr Hobson laughed, ‘a client as good as you may qualify for getting a piece of ass from the firm.’

‘I might just do that,’ the client said, as he slipped his hand between my legs.

‘Better not do it just now though,’ Mr Hobson said, seeing his client’s hand edging my cunt.

‘I guess not,’ the client said, and took his hand away.

Mr Hobson told me I could go, so I pulled my panties up, smoothed my skirt and left with what dignity I could muster.


Chapter 4

In a way, I was not surprised when I entered Mr Hobson’s office at 11 am the next day to find the same client in attendance.

I guessed that Mr Hobson had advised him of our schedule.  He looked at me questioningly, then asked what I wanted.

‘Would you please spank me?’ I asked Mr Hobson, feeling I should get it over with.

I had found out from Mr Hobson’s secretary that the client was a Mr Folby.

‘I would be pleased to spank you,’ Mr Hobson replied cheerfully, ‘Mr Folby, would you do me the honour of assisting?’

‘Only too happy,’ Mr Folby said, ‘what would you like me to do?’

‘Take her knickers down and put her over your knee, if you would be so kind.’

‘Perhaps it would be better if I take her knickers right off? Then you would not find any impediment to the spank.  I believe you told me you wish to spank just her right buttock today?’

‘Good idea,’ Mr Hobson approved.

Mr Folby remained seated and beckoned to me.  I approached him and he ordered me to raise my skirt.  I did as he told me and he slowly peeled my panties down and told me to step out of them.

He ran his hands up my legs and took hold of the lips of my pussy.

‘A most delightful cunt,’ he observed, ‘I do envy you fucking it.  First time at 2 pm this afternoon, I think you said?’

‘Yes, that’s right,’ Mr Hobson confirmed.

‘I do envy you,’ Mr Folby said again, pulling me closer to him by tugging at my cunt.

‘I will tell you about it after,’ Mr Hobson said. 

‘I don’t suppose I could watch?’ Mr Folby asked hopefully, dipping a finger into my wet cunt.

‘No, I don’t think that would be permitted,’ Mr Hobson said.

‘Oh well, no harm in asking.’

He tipped me over his knee and pulled my legs apart.

‘Will you be fucking her arse as well?’ he enquired.

‘Not today,’ Mr Hobson said, ‘but during the week, for sure.’

He got up from his chair and came over to where I was over Mr Folby’s lap.

‘See how her arse hole is a little open?’ he pointed out, ‘all the girls have been issued with butt plugs to get them ready to take cocks up there.’

Mr Folby slid his thumb into my arse.

‘I see what you mean,’ he said enthusiastically, ‘still very tight of course but definitely open for fucking.  Will you be using its mouth as well?’

I noticed I’d stopped being ‘her’ and was now ‘it’.

‘I only get three goes with her,’ Mr Hobson said, ‘cunt today, cunt and arse tomorrow, and I haven’t decided what the third will be.  It’s certainly a nice mouth and I might use it.  I’ll see how good the other holes are first.’

‘Anyway,’ Mr Folby said, ‘I suppose you’d better slap its arse now and we can get back to that contract.’

He tipped me over a bit further and Mr Hobson whacked my bottom with his hand with his full power.  I yelped and clutched at my bottom.

‘Does it still count if she moves like that and grabs her arse?’ Mr Folby asked.

‘If it was punishment, I’d have to take the smack again,’ Mr Hobson said, ‘but these discipline spanks are just singles, so she gets away with it.’

‘Shame,’ Mr Folby remarked, ‘still, that was a mighty good slap.’

He tipped me back on my feet and picked up my knickers.  He examined inside them and commented that my juices seemed to have been running, then sniffed them.

Then he stood up and, crumpling the panties into a ball, stuffed them into my mouth!

Both men laughed at my astonished expression.

‘You didn’t thank Mr Hobson for spanking you,’ Mr Folby observed, ‘so that was just to show you where your mouth is.’

I felt the tears start to flow.  I hadn’t expected Mr Hobson to humiliate me so much, and this was just with a couple of smacks.  Goodness knew what he’d be like fucking me!

I left the room still sobbing without even taking my panties out of my mouth, the men’s laughter still ringing in my ears.  I managed to pull myself together a bit in the ladies’ bathroom, getting my knickers back on and fixing my make-up.

Then I started to think about 2 pm, the fucking I was going to get and whether it would be bearable or agonising.  I decided I’d grease up with KY jelly so hopefully I’d hardly feel his cock in me.  Maybe that would teach him some manners!


Chapter 5

When 2 pm came, however, I had more sense than to try to assert myself.  The safest play was always to be properly submissive and enjoy what you got as much as possible.  After all, I reasoned, I had always fancied Mr Hobson so getting a fuck off him should be a good thing.

So at 2 pm I was naked on the bed in the Fuck House, waiting for Mr Hobson.  I pinched my nipples a bit to make them erect and checked my cunt to make sure I was wet enough.  As usual, no problem there!

When Hr Hobson came in he looked at me for quite a while before speaking or doing anything.

Then he spoke.

‘Sorry about Mr Folby,’ he said, ‘he’s such an important client I had to let him have a bit of fun.  Hope you weren’t too upset.’

I couldn’t remember ever getting an apology from a man at my firm!

‘It’s ok,’ I managed to say.

‘You’re looking fabulous,’ he said, ‘shall I undress myself or would you like to do it?’

‘You’re in charge,’ I replied, ‘I’ll do whatever you say, sir.’

‘Strip me, then,’ he ordered.

I climbed off the bed and kneeled in front of him.  I took off his shoes and socks and then pulled his trousers and underpants down together, enjoying the sight of his cock springing to attention as it was freed from his clothes.  I had felt his cock against my body before and it was as nice as I’d imagined, quite thick and about six inches.  I didn’t like cocks so big I felt I was being split open.

I was tempted to take his cock into my mouth, so close as it was, but restrained myself.  I rose and began unbuttoning his shirt, after tearing his tie from his neck and dropping it on the floor.

My mouth was close to his and he pulled me to him and started kissing me.  I responded with pleasure and we explored each other’s mouths as I finished unbuttoning his shirt and peeling it from his chest.

When he was naked he scooped me in his arms and laid me gently on the bed.

He climbed up too and lay between my legs.  I felt his cock at the entry to my cunt and took hold of it.  I guided him into me and gasped with happiness as he filled me.

‘Please fuck me hard,’ I murmured in his ear, as he started to thrust, slowly but firmly.

I can’t properly remember what that fuck was like.  I was totally consumed in the moment.  All I could feel was his cock totally filling me, cancelling all thought and just blasting me into a different world.

I think I came multiple times, laughing and crying at the same time, sometimes kissing him, sometimes squeezing him as if I could make him fill me even more.

At last he began to shudder and his moans told me he was about to cum too.  I thrust up at him and he spurted copiously into my cunt, gasping and jerking as he banged into me.

Even after he had finished pulsing his cum into me, I could feel his prick still throbbing inside me.  He started to make a movement to withdraw but I clung to him, trying to keep his cock inside for as long as I could.

At last he slid out of me as we kissed.  I pulled my mouth from his and murmured ‘May I clean you, sir?’

‘Sure,’ he said, so I wriggled down the bed and took his slippery cock in my mouth.  The salty stickiness of his cum and my juices was delightful and I had the added pleasure of feeling his cock begin to swell again inside my mouth, despite the massive fucking he’d given me.

I smiled at him as I let his semi-tumescent cock out of my lips.

‘You’re nearly ready to do me again,’ I said, ‘but I don’t think we have time.’

We had a maximum of one hour in the Fuck House and that included the time I needed to change the sheets for the next users, as well as our showers and getting dressed.  It would have been a shame to get whipped for overstaying our time after a fucking like we had just enjoyed.

We showered together and by the time I was towelling him dry his cock was fully erect and throbbing to pierce me again, but I had to stay resolute.  I dressed first, hoping his prick may soften a bit as the chance to fuck me receded.  It didn’t really happen, but I managed to dress him reasonably well, though his cock was still noticeable, then tore the sheets from the bed and remade it in record time. 

We had barely 30 seconds left of our hour when he kissed me gently and squeezed my tits, the first time he’d really touched me there.

‘Fantastic fuck,’ he said, ‘I can hardly wait till our next one.’

Neither could I!


Chapter 6

I wasn’t sure who Mr Hobson had been fucking last week so I asked Lorna, who always seemed to know everything. ‘Bronte,’ she told me.

I went to Bronte’s office.  She was paralegal like me, part way through her law degree.  I’m quite short, slight and blonde, although my tits are a little bigger than you’d expect in a girl my size, which I’ve always been pleased about.

Bronte was a contrast to me, being dark, tall and rounded, though by no means overweight.  We had always been good friends.

‘I just had the best fuck of my life,’ I told her without any preamble.

‘From Mr Hobson?’ she sounded incredulous, ‘after stuffing your knickers in your mouth this morning?’

I’d told her about that, of course.  She then told me she hadn’t said anything about her having got fucked by Mr Hobson last week since it had been very ordinary and she thought it’d be the same for me.

‘Oh no,’ I said, ‘he apologised for the knickers and the fucking was sublime.  I don’t know how many times I came.’

‘He obviously fancies you, like you thought he did,’ she mused, ‘last week I gave him a blow job and he fucked my arse twice, but just going through the motions.  Maybe it’s true love with you!’ she laughed. 

I laughed too.  ‘Maybe I’ll let him fuck me a couple more times before you buy the bridesmaid’s dress,’ I giggled.

‘Who’ve you got this week?’ I asked her.

‘Mr Kingsley,’ she replied, ‘First fuck at four o’clock today.  Arse again.  Don’t know when anyone fucked my cunt last!’

‘Such a lovely cunt it is too!’

‘Well after what you and Lily got, I’m not showing it to you!’

Lily and I had been savagely beaten by the partners for engaging in lesbian sex, sucking each other’s cunt.

It wasn’t long till Bronte had to get ready for her session with Mr Kingsley, so I went back to my office and managed to get at least part of my mind focussed on work, rather than the solid fucking I’d just enjoyed.

Next morning at 11am I presented myself at Mr Hobson’s office.  Of course, Mr Folby was there again.

‘Would you please spank me?’ I asked Mr Hobson.

‘Well,’ he replied, ‘I am aware that you need to be spanked, but unfortunately both of my hands are rather sore this morning.’

‘Dear me,’ Mr Folby said, ‘that is a shame indeed.  Is there anything I can do to assist?’

Mr Hobson pretended to have been struck by an inspiration.  ‘Well,’ he said, ‘I wonder if you would agree to spank her?’

Mr Folby pretended to think about it.

‘I could only do it if she asks me herself,’ he said.

I knew there was only one way out of this.

‘Mr Folby,’ I said, ‘since Mr Hobson is incapacitated, would you do me the kindness of giving me today’s spank?’

He smiled.

‘I would be only too pleased,’ he replied.  ‘However, it has been some time since I spanked a girl and it will be necessary for me to confirm the effectiveness of my delivery.  I require you to remove all your clothes except your shoes and stockings.  It is essential that I position you in such a way as to check if your tits wobble when I smack you.’

I looked at Mr Hobson with some alarm.  However, he merely smiled slightly and gave a tiny nod of his head.  I decided it was probably not worth making a fuss.

‘Very good sir,’ I said to Mr Folby, ‘would you like me to strip now?’

‘No time like the present,’ he said, ‘kindly pass each garment to me as you remove it.’

I took off my jacket and handed it to him.  He placed it on the desk.  Then I unbuttoned my blouse and he put it with the jacket.  I was starting to unclip my bra when he interrupted me: ‘skirt next!’ he instructed.

I took off my skirt so was wearing just my bra, panties, stockings and shoes. 

‘Open your legs,’ Mr Folby ordered.

I did as he said.

‘As I thought,’ he crowed, ‘wet patch on the panties!’

He told me to take them off and I pulled them off and handed them to him.  He sniffed them and smiled, then put them in his pocket.

‘Now the bra,’ he ordered, ‘let’s have a look at those sexy tits.’

I unhooked my bra and gave it to him and he put it on the desk.

‘Nice perky nipples,’ he observed, cupping both my breasts in his hands.

‘Yes,’ Mr Hobson agreed, ‘she has very nice tits.’

‘How many spanks can I give her?’ Mr Folby asked.

‘There are three left for the week,’ Mr Hobson said, ‘I’ll let you have two of them.  My sore hands should be ok by Friday so I need to save one for then.’

‘OK, that’s very good of you,’ Mr Folby said, still holding my breasts.

‘Bend over and put your hands flat on this chair,’ he instructed me.

As I obeyed he put his hand between my legs and I felt his finger enter my cunt.  I couldn’t avoid a little wriggle, which made him laugh.

‘I’m going to enjoy this,’ he announced, and with no further ado, drew back his right hand and whacked me hard on my left buttock.

I squealed, but held on.  His hand went back between my legs and into my cunt.

‘She juices up so much with a spanking you really ought to fuck her straight away,’ he observed to Mr Hobson.

‘Don’t worry, she’s juicy enough when I get her ready for a fuck,’ he smiled.

‘I’ll see if I can smack as hard with my left,’ Mr Folby said, moving to my other side.

This time he smacked my right buttock with as much force as he could manage with his left hand.  I squealed again, thinking that was the best way to encourage him to feel fulfilled.

He told me not to move and I heard the sound of a zip.  I turned with some alarm and saw him take his cock out!

‘It’s ok,’ he told Mr Hobson, ‘I know I’m not allowed to fuck her.  I’m just going to have a wank.  I can’t resist it with the sight of this piece of ass just dripping with her juices!’

He pulled his prick while with the other hand he slipped in and out of my cunt.  Then I felt his hand start to quiver and I thought he must be about to cum.  He pulled his hand away from my pussy and out of the corner of my eye I saw him pull my knickers from his pocket.  Then he spurted his spunk into my panties!

I saw him wipe his cock on my knickers, then he told me I could stand up.

As I did so, he handed me my panties, smiling broadly.

‘You can get dressed now,’ he told me, ‘panties first.’

I looked at Mr Hobson, but he just smiled as well and nodded.  I pulled on the cum-soaked knickers and couldn’t keep the look of disgust from my face as the sticky mess soiled my stockings.

Mr Folby then handed me my skirt and I put that on.  He picked up my bra but before passing it to me he took my right nipple between his thumb and finger and looked enquiringly at Mr Hobson.

‘Do you get permission to flog her tits?’ he asked.

‘She once had them whipped by the partners, but I’ve never had the pleasure myself.’

He smacked both my breasts lightly with his hand.

‘Shame,’ he remarked, ‘they are perfect for flogging.  A nice bit of cunt like this should always be marked on its tits and arse with whip marks or cane lines.’

‘You’re probably right,’ Mr Hobson said, ‘I do my best to keep the cunts that I use marked on their arses from my hand spanks, but a good whipping twice a week is really needed to have them always well striped.’

‘A well whipped arse also keeps their back arched when you fuck them,’ Mr Folby said, ‘if you beat them hard enough they can’t stand the touch of their arse on the bed.  Helps you get right into the cunts.’

He passed me my bra and I put it on.

‘I’ll ask Mr Wilson if I can get a piece of this ass,’ he told Mr Hobson, ‘I’m a pretty good client and I hope he’ll agree.’

‘I think he’s working on a plan to give clients access to the firm’s cunts,’ Mr Hobson observed, ‘so well worth asking.  Or would you like me to ask on your behalf?’

‘What do you think would work best?’ Mr Folby asked.

‘Do you want just to fuck her, or do you want to give her a proper beating as well?’

‘It would be nice to give it a good caning or whipping as well as fucking it.  And I’d want to use its arse and mouth as well as its cunt.’

‘Probably best for you to talk to Mr Wilson,’ Mr Hobson said.

‘Ok,’ Mr Folby agreed.

He handed me my shirt and I buttoned it up.  Finally, he passed my jacket and I put that on too.

He patted my face.  ‘Are you allowed to slap their faces?’ he asked.

‘No,’ Mr Hobson replied, ‘although I do enjoy slapping a cunt, I must admit.’

‘So do I,’ Mr Folby said, ‘I think I’ll ask Mr Wilson if he minds if I slap her a bit.’

I was getting quite alarmed.  These two men were talking quite dispassionately about me being whipped and prostituted to a client.  I had accepted the regular spankings and the discipline whippings, but I had never agreed to being flogged for no reason or given to clients for fucking.

And surely face-slapping was just demeaning.

Still, maybe Mr Wilson wouldn’t agree.  I didn’t hold out too much hope for that, as ‘The Client is Always Right’ was the motto of our firm.

I asked Mr Hobson if I could leave.

‘Certainly,’ he agreed, ‘but make sure you don’t change your knickers, and be back here at 2 pm, or rather in the playroom at 2 pm.’

‘Yes sir,’ I said, ‘how do you wish to use me this afternoon?’

He pretended to consider, but I was sure he’d already decided, and just wanted to tease his client.

‘Yesterday I just fucked you straight after making your undress me, so I haven’t had the use of your arse yet.  Let’s have ‘Cushioned Rear Access’ this afternoon.  Make sure your arse is well greased.  I’ll probably want your cunt first, but I’m nearly sure I’ll want to end up in your arse.’

‘Yes sir,’ I said, and left as Mr Folby was starting to talk about how tight my arsehole was.


Chapter 7

‘Cushioned Rear Access’ required me to be naked on the bed, lubricated in the arse and with pillows elevating my backside to make it easier for the gentleman to penetrate whichever hole he preferred.

He was also entitled to fuck both holes, provided he used the cunt first, for hygiene reasons.

So at 2 pm I was in position, well lubricated and anticipating as good a fuck as yesterday, if I was lucky.

Mr Hobson entered and greeted me.

‘Thanks for your patience this morning,’ he said, ‘was it very uncomfortable wearing spunky knickers?’

‘I’ve endured worse,’ I replied drily.

He laughed, as he undressed. ‘That’s for sure,’ he agreed, ‘I’ll never forget watching you get that great flogging.  Still my favourite memory to wank over.’

When he was naked he approached the front of the bed.  His lovely cock was already erect and I wondered for a moment if I should take it in my mouth.

‘I’m going to blindfold you,’ he told me, ‘it’ll heighten your other senses and hopefully give you a bigger orgasm.’

He put a normal airline-type eyeshade over my eyes but then wrapped a ribbon round my head and tied it more securely.

He slid his hands under my body and took hold of my breasts. 

‘The only problem with a fuck in this position is that I don’t get good use of your tits,’ he commented.

‘You can hold them while you’re fucking me,’ I suggested.

‘Let’s see how that works,’ he said.

He let go of my breasts.  Of course, I couldn’t see anything, but I heard him moving and the pressure on the bed meant he was kneeling between my legs.

In a moment, his cock slid into my cunt, and I gasped with pleasure.  I had touched it up with a little lubricant as well as my arse, just in case, but I’m sure it hadn’t been necessary.  He slid in like a knife in hot butter and as his shaft penetrated to its full length I felt his hands grasping again for my tits.

My nipples were hard and erect and he squeezed and pinched them so I squealed with something between pain and ecstasy.  He rammed his prick slowly and evenly into me and I moaned with the total sensation of just being touched.  Maybe he was right about the blindfold!

In just a couple of minutes I felt his cock ramming more urgently and I felt myself respond into almost orgasm.

‘I’m cumming,’ he gasped.

‘it’s ok,’ I said, ‘just fuck me.’

He finished just too soon.  I felt just a tiny bit deflated, feeling his cum seeping out of my defiled cunt when I hadn’t made it to the end.

He slapped my bottom lightly as he pulled his prick out and wiped it casually on my thighs.

‘You know how quick I get back to attention,’ he laughed, ‘Just wait a minute and I’ll get you to orgasm as well.  Do you cum when your arse is fucked?’

‘I don’t know sir,’ I replied, and indeed I wasn’t sure.  I hadn’t cum last week when I was arse-fucked, but had I ever? It had been a long time since I’d been buggered except for last week.

I moved my hands to take off my blindfold, but he ordered me to leave it alone.  Then I heard him moving around a bit and a moment later felt something between my legs.

‘I’m just using your panties to wipe my cum,’ Mr Hobson told me, ‘I just thought it would be a nice touch to mix it with Mr Folby’s.  You’re allowed to shower after this but I can still make your wear your knickers and I shall inspect you at the end of the day.’

I didn’t know what to say!

A moment later, there was a knock at the door.

‘I’ll tell them we’re not finished,’ Mr Hobson said.

I heard the door open and he said ‘we’ve got more than half an hour yet, room’s booked till 3 o’clock.’

The door closed and I wondered if he’d been full-frontal when he spoke to whoever was at the door.

Then he told me he was going to the bathroom and I heard a door open and shut.  A couple of minutes later the toilet flushed and a door opened and closed again.

I felt footsteps approaching and was taken by surprise as I felt a cock slap against my cheek.

‘Told you I’d be ready in a few moments,’ Mr Hobson chuckled.  ‘I want you to cum, so I’ll do your cunt again before I go in your arse.’

‘Thank you sir,’ I managed to gasp.

Almost immediately I felt him kneel back on the bed and thrust his prick back into my cunt.  Although he’d wiped some of his cum with my panties, there was still a lot seeping out and I was even slicker than before as he started reaming his cock into me.

My head was spinning and this time it was me who spluttered something unintelligible as I quivered and shuddered into climax.

His cock continued to pound me as I came and I felt limp in the bed as I was blown away by the sensation.

He eased his still-erect cock from my body and I felt his finger or thumb slide into my lubricated arse.

His head bent over near mine and he murmured, ‘You’re lovely and wet but I think I’ll just get a tiny bit more lubricant on that arsehole to make sure it slides in freely.’

I was unable to speak, but lay in a frenzy of ecstasy as he got off the bed and I heard feet moving around.

Then a cool sensation as a finger eased into my arse with more lubricant, and the bed creaked a little as hands parted my legs ready for my arse to be penetrated.

Of course, both Mr Stead and Mr Wilson had fucked my arse last week, but this was something else!  I could hardly believe this cock which was tearing into my bum was the same one which had just fucked my cunt into spectacular orgasm.

It was just too big! No way could even my greased-up anus cope with this.  It just couldn’t be the same prick.  Then I heard a giggle and a splutter and I realised the truth.  It wasn’t the same prick!

I tore at my blindfold and blinked in the light as the cock continued to thrust into my orifice.

It was Mr Folby!

He must have entered the room when Mr Hobson was pretending to send the people away, then undressed in the bathroom when Mr Hobson was pretending to piss.

I tried to get up, but Mr Folby’s weight held me down, and then Mr Hobson added his strength by holding my shoulders down.

Mr Folby laughed as he continued to thrust his fat cock into my arse.

‘Hold her still till I can get right into her,’ he demanded, ‘fuck this is a tight arse.’

‘Just your big fat cock that's the problem,’ Mr Hobson chortled, but he held me down as Mr Folby forced his prick into me.

I tried to struggle a bit longer but as his prick penetrated my arse shaft my whole body became just a sensation of fucking and I became almost catatonic.  Mr Folby managed to ram his throbbing prick deep into me and all I could feel was that cock in my arse.  I seemed incapable of speech or movement.  I had just become flesh on the end of a prick.

I had closed my eyes but opened them to see Mr Hobson right in front of my face, hands holding my shoulders and his erect cock just inches from my mouth.

I don’t know why, but I opened my mouth and instantly his cock rammed into it.  So now I was being fucked in the arse and the mouth, as well as having cum still trickle from my fucked cunt!

Never in my life had I been fucked by two pricks at once, although I'd always fantasised about it. Now even if I wanted to, I couldn't do anything to stop what was happening. Mr Hobson was holding my head and deep throating me while Mr Folby was now deep in my arse and reaming me with his massive cock.

I just gave myself up to sensation and within moments hot splashes of cum were cascading into my throat and the prick banging into my arse burst into an even more furious thrusting so I knew he was spurting his seed into me too.

We all seemed to slump together and the two cocks withdrew from me.

‘Now that was what I call a good fuck,’ Mr Folby said, wiping his fat cock on my thighs.

‘Before you say anything, just listen,’ Mr Hobson told me.  ‘If you say a word to Mr Wilson or anybody, I’ll say that I found you here with Mr Folby having sex.  You know who will be believed and you have experienced the punishment for illicit sex when you and Lily got caught.’

I knew he was right, so I didn’t say a word.

Mr Hobson and Mr Folby smiled at each other.

‘Very good,’ Mr Hobson said, ‘now just clean us up and you can have first shower.’

I took a box of tissues and was about to wipe their cocks.

‘Not like that, you idiot,’ Mr Hobson said.

I looked at him in surprise.

‘Use your mouth, that’s what it’s for,’ he ordered.

‘But his cock has been up my arse,’ I protested.

‘That’s all right, clean mine first,’ he responded cheerfully.  ‘Currently there is no designated ass-to-mouth in the menu of sex activities,’ he continued to Mr Folby as I took his cock into my mouth, ‘but I’m going to ask Mr Wilson to include it in the next round.’

‘Good idea,’ Mr Folby agreed, ‘I like fucking a girl up the shitter and then cumming in her mouth.’

I felt Mr Hobson’s cock begin to swell again as I sucked it.  I could hardly believe he’d fucked me twice already and seemed to be coming good for a third time.

He held my head for a moment, obviously enjoying the sensation of his burgeoning prick expanding in my mouth, but then released me with a laugh.

‘I think we’re out of time, and in any case I must be out of spunk,’ he observed.  ‘Get Mr Folby’s cock clean and you can start cleaning up in here.’

‘But his cock has been in my bottom,’ I protested again.

‘Do it now,’ he demanded sternly, ‘or I’ll slap you into the middle of next week before I report you to the Friday Room.’

‘Hey, hey!’ Mr Folby interjected, and I thought he was going to support me.  Mr Hobson looked at him in surprise.

‘If this cunt has to get slapped on my account, I want to do it!’ Mr Folby continued, and Mr Hobson laughed.

I knew it was useless to protest further so I took Mr Folby’s fat prick into my mouth and sucked it.  It was semi-hard already and with the first touch of my lips and tongue it started to expand and firm up.

Like Mr Hobson had done, Mr Folby gripped my head and started to thrust inside my mouth. He’d spurted copiously inside my bottom but that seemed no barrier to his almost immediate resurgence.

I was on my knees in front of Mr Folby, but he raised me up, holding my head, so of course his cock came out of my mouth.  I thought he was letting me go, like Mr Hobson had done, but I was wrong.  He picked me up and laid me on the bed so my head was hanging over the edge, then rammed his cock back into my mouth.

‘I just can’t help it,’ he gasped to Mr Hobson, ‘I just got to fuck its mouth.  You keep guard.’

As he spoke he was stuffing his prick into me so I was almost gagging, but somehow managed to relax and accept it.  He throbbed quickly to his full size and hardness and I kept my mouth working, sucking and blowing at his cock until I felt him start to shudder.

I felt Mr Folby’s hands release my head and grab at my tits as he started to pulse his cum into my mouth – the second cock to spunk there in just a few minutes!

My tits are always sensitive, so whether it was the squeezing of my nipples, the lack of oxygen from my mouth being choked with prick, or orgasm from Mr Hobson fingering my cunt and clit, I don’t know, but I passed out. 

Probably only for a few seconds, but I definitely was unconscious.  When I came round, Mr Folby was wiping his cock in my hair and Mr Hobson was peering into my eyes.

‘So she’s not dead?’ I heard Mr Folby say.

Mr Hobson laughed, but a little nervously I thought. ‘No, just ‘la petite mort’ as the French say,’ he told Mr Hobson.

‘Are you ok?’ he asked me.

I smiled, but didn’t feel capable of answering.  I ran my tongue round my mouth, but didn’t seem to feel any globules of sperm, so I assumed I must have swallowed it all.

He pulled me round and sat me on the bed.  ‘Better try to get yourself together,’ he told me urgently.  ‘You only have a few minutes to get this place tidied, sheets replaced, bathroom cleaned etc.’

I managed to get up and started stripping the sheets as the men took showers.  They had finished showering and had got dressed when I was still finishing making the bed, still naked.

The hour was up, however, and the door opened to admit Mr Kingsley and Bronte.  Bronte gave a little gasp and Mr Kingsley stood aghast, seeing me naked in front of one of the firm’s most important clients.

I froze, and Mr Hobson gave a small nervous laugh.  Only Mr Folby seemed entirely unaffected.

‘Mr Kingsley,’ he said cheerfully, ‘good to see you.  I just came in to see what was keeping Mr Hobson here.  I can see that he has every reason to have been delayed.’

He patted my bottom.

‘This is a seriously sexy piece of ass,’ he said, ‘and I have every intention of asking you and Mr Wilson if I can have a piece of it.’

Mr Kingsley recovered his composure. 

‘Very good to see you too, Mr Folby,’ he said.  ‘I do apologise if there has been any inconvenience to you from this young lady’s activities or procrastination.  Perhaps if you and Mr Hobson would like to return to Mr Hobson’s office I’ll see if I can get to the bottom of it.’

Mr Folby squeezed my arse.

‘By all means,’ he laughed, ‘it’s a great bottom to get to the bottom of!’

With that, Mr Hobson and he left the room and I was left with Bronte and Mr Kingsley.

‘Well?’ he demanded.

‘Sorry sir,’ I said, ‘I just haven’t had time to clean up and get dressed after Mr Hobson finished with me.’

‘So you are blaming Mr Hobson?’

‘Oh no sir, of course not.’

‘Where did he use you?’

‘Cunt, arse and mouth sir.’

‘Kindly do not use such words.  Why did it take you so long to provide relief?’

‘Sorry sir, I meant vagina, anus and mouth sir.  It didn’t really take long each time, sir, but he used me several times and I suppose it just filled up the time.’

‘You are responsible for good order in this room,’ he stated.  ‘You will be punished for this in the Friday Room.  I have been embarrassed in front of an important client.’

‘Sorry sir,’ was all I could say, however unfair this outcome was.

He noticed my panties on the floor.

‘Why are they so wet?’ he demanded.

‘Mr Hobson spunked into them,’ I told him.

‘Kindly do not use such language,’ he ordered again.  ‘Why didn’t you use your mouth or another orifice?’

‘I did sir, but this is just from his wiping his penis on my knickers.’

He grunted, then asked me what was in my hair.  Of course, it was Mr Folby’s sperm, but I didn’t think it was safe to say that.

‘That is also from wiping a penis sir,’ I said.

‘I have to take the position that you deliberately paraded yourself naked to Mr Folby.  You need not speak further, I will discuss with Mr Wilson and make enquiries from Mr Hobson.  You will find your punishment on Friday.  You need not shower, just get dressed and leave.’

‘Shall I clean the bathroom first sir?’ I asked meekly.

‘Just replace the towels and get out,’ he barked.

I wasn’t sure why he was so cross, maybe he was feeling inadequate compared to what he thought was amazing capacity of Mr Hobson to fuck me so copiously.  In fact of course, although I’d been fucked and buggered five times in less than an hour, two of them were from Mr Folby.  Still, three times in an hour was pretty impressive from Mr Hobson, especially given the amount of spunk he ejaculated.

I was destined for a thrashing on Friday, that was clear, and there was no point in making things worse by any comment.  I quickly replaced the towels and pulled my clothes on.  Ten seconds later I was in the ladies’ washroom repairing my make-up and trying to look as normal as possible.

I wondered whether to leave my spermy knickers on and decided I needed to in case of an end-of-day inspection by Mr Hobson.


Chapter 8

That was a good decision.  At one minute to five, Mr Hobson called and ordered me to his office.  No surprise to find Mr Folby there as well, grinning like a Cheshire Cat.

‘Let me guess,’ he gloated, ‘Mr Kingsley told you you’ll get a thrashing for embarrassing him?’

‘Yes sir,’ I admitted.

‘Well I sure look forward to seeing that, if I can get permission to attend.  Will you be caned, whipped, or what?’

‘I don’t know sir, Mr Kingsley said my punishment would be decided by himself and Mr Wilson after discussing with Mr Hobson.’

‘You told me you get to beat her yourself, when she’s your fuck partner,’ Mr Folby said to Mr Hobson.

‘Normally that’s right,’ Mr Hobson agreed, ‘but it’s usually for something like leaving cups unwashed or a dress code violation.’

‘Well, cavorting nude in front of a client is a dress code valuation in spades!’ Mr Folby chortled.

‘Did you tell Mr Kingsley I’d fucked you and spanked you?’ he demanded to me.

‘No sir,’ I replied. 

‘So he thinks I just entered by mistake and found you naked?’

‘I guess so sir, unless Mr Hobson says different.’

‘I’ll call Mr Wilson tomorrow, tell him how upset I am about the incident and ask permission to beat you myself.’

He turned to Mr Hobson.  ‘I told you I don’t beat my staff, which is true, although I intend to start after seeing how you do things at this firm.  But after I left university I was a teacher for a while at a girls’ school.  We were allowed to slipper their bottoms or smack their hands with a ruler, but only the head master was allowed to cane them.  So I’ve never had the opportunity to deliver a sound caning to a trussed naked girl.  I believe you restrain them for the beating?’

‘Yes, they are usually strapped to the spanking horse.’

‘At school we were supposed to slipper them on their knickers,’ Mr Folby recollected, ‘but I always offered fewer smacks if the girl would go bare, so she generally agreed.  Usually six on the knickers and three or four on the bare.’

‘Seems generous,’ Mr Hobson commented.

‘Yes,’ Mr Folby chuckled, ‘but nearly always I got them to do something wrong, touch their bottom, close their legs, clench their arse cheeks, forget to count, forget to thank me, whatever.  Then I got to start again so they usually got six or eight anyway.’

‘Now that is smart,’ Mr Hobson enthused.

‘Let me see your arse,’ he suddenly demanded from me.

I looked at Mr Hobson but he just nodded.  I turned so my back was to Mr Folby, peeled my knickers down and lifted my skirt.

‘Bend over the desk,’ he ordered, and I obeyed.

‘Nice to see you still wearing our spunky panties,’ Mr Hobson observed, pulling them further down.

Mr Folby examined my bottom carefully.  ‘Nice to see the two smacks I gave her this morning are still faintly visible,’ he remarked.

Mr Hobson came round the desk to join him.

‘Yes, and you can see that all traces of the cane from last Friday have gone.’

‘Does that mean she didn’t get beaten hard enough?’

‘No,’ Mr Hobson demurred, ‘a thorough caning should last just about four or five days.  Some girls bruise more readily, like Bronte, pale skin and red hair.’

‘Red cunt hair too?’ Mr Folby interrupted.

‘Brazilian,’ Mr Hobson responded, ‘so we’ve never seen any hair on her cunt.’

‘I rather like a redhead to fuck,’ mused Mr Folby.

‘Anyway,’ Mr Hobson continued, as the two men still slid hands over my arse and into my cunt, ‘like I say, some girls bruise more readily than others, but generally a good caning should be just like this, all ready for a new thrashing within a week.’

‘This is a nice juicy cunt,’ Mr Folby remarked as his fingers explored my pussy, ‘your firm’s policy should be spank every day, cane every week, fuck every hour!  It’s been two hours since we fucked this and I am feeling the need.’

‘Well,’ Mr Hobson responded calmly, ‘the actual policy is three fucks a week and I only have one left this week, and I’m saving it for Friday, so sorry, this cunt is closed for business!’

For a moment I thought Mr Hobson, whose fingers were still in my cunt, was going to argue.  I even thought he might just pull out his cock and plunge into me, but he pulled his fingers from my pussy, wiped them in my hair and went to sit down.

‘Ok,’ Mr Hobson told me, ‘put your knickers on and you can go.  No spank tomorrow so be here at 11 am on Friday for the last one for the week.’

‘Or the last before your beating, anyway,’ Mr Folby grinned.  ‘I do hope that next time I see you I’ll have a cane in my hand.’

I hoped that was not so, for the sake of my poor bottom!


Chapter 9

Thursday, I worked furiously, making up for all the time I had lost being fingered, groped, spanked and fucked.  I had a few interruptions, mostly from other girls in the office who knew I had been caught naked with a client and was going to be punished.

Of course, no-one knew the full story, and I wasn’t telling.  Bronte guessed, and asked me if Mr Folby had fucked me. 

‘Buggered me when I was blindfolded,’ I told her, ‘then fucked my mouth until I passed out.  He has a fat cock and I think I just had no air.’

‘Fuck,’ she said, ‘do you think the partners know?’

‘He told me he was going to complain to the partners and ask if he can beat me in the Friday Room,’ I answered, ‘so I presume he’ll make up some story as to how he came to be in the room and get Mr Hobson to corroborate.  I’m guessing they won’t let him beat me but they’ll let him watch.  But I don’t know, anything might happen.’

‘Why did he do it?’

‘Do what?’

‘Fuck you?’

‘Excuse me, Bronte, he had been exposed to my naked bottom and had held me down while Mr Hobson smacked me.  How can you ask such a question? No man in the known universe could resist a girl as gorgeous as me after such an introduction!’

We giggled.

‘Actually,’ I confided, ‘I passed out orgasming.  I never did before so I can’t say I’m utterly devastated!’

‘I definitely didn’t pass out when Mr Kingsley was doing me up the shitter,’ Bronte said coarsely, ‘although I nearly fell asleep!’

We giggled again.

‘Don’t tell anyone,’ I begged Bronte.

‘As if,’ she said.

I told her that Mr Hobson had been taking about how she stayed marked longer than other girls because of her red hair and pale skin, and that Mr Folby had said how he loved to fuck a redhead.

‘So when he’s had enough of me, or I’ve had enough of him, I’ll pass him on!’ I said, and we dissolved again into hysterics.
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At exactly 11 am on Friday I knocked on Mr Hobson’s office door.  I was surprised to find him alone when he invited me to enter.

He could see I was surprised and smiled. 

‘I suppose you were expecting Mr Folby?’ he asked.

‘Yes sir, I was.’

‘He’s here in the office, talking to Mr Wilson I believe.’

‘Is he still asking if he can beat me?’

‘I guess you’ll find out in due course.  Would you prefer me to beat you?’

‘I don’t really think I deserve a beating, sir.  All I did was get fucked by you and Mr Folby, in breach of the rules for sexual encounters.’

He laughed.  ‘Tough, isn’t it?  Anyway, I’m rather busy.  What did you want?’

He knew exactly why I was here but I remembered his instructions from Monday.

‘Will you please spank me, sir?’

‘Certainly.  Strip down to your stockings and shoes.’

‘But sir,’ I protested, ‘I am only required to remove my knickers.’

‘You are obliged to adopt any reasonable position,’ he replied, ‘and I have decided a reasonable position is you wearing just your stockings, bending over my desk, with the tips of your breasts just touching the desktop.  Do you wish to dispute the reasonableness of that position?’

‘No sir,’ I sighed, and stripped.

When I was naked except for stockings and shoes, I bent over the desk as instructed, with my weight on my elbows, and allowed my nipples to just graze the surface.

He studied me for a moment.

‘Come round to the other side,’ he ordered, ‘next to my chair.’

I did as he instructed and this time bent over so my bottom was close to the arm of his chair.  He sat down and promptly began fondling between my legs.

‘Open your legs,’ he demanded. 

I shuffled my feet apart and he slid a finger into my cunt, which was slippery and soaking as normal.  I shivered and he laughed.

‘I’ll never get over how wet you are always,’ he exulted, ‘I thought it was just blokes who think about sex all the time but you must think of nothing else.’

‘Please will you spank me sir,’ I begged, ‘I have to get to work, and you still need to reserve the Fuck Room for later if you still want me.  Or I can make the reservation if you tell me the time you want.’

‘Certainly I want you,’ he replied.  ‘You chose first, that was missionary, then me, that was cushioned rear access, and today you’re going to toss me for who chooses.  So toss.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘If you can toss my load in 30 seconds, you can choose today’s position.  Otherwise I’ll choose.’

‘But on Wednesday you chose cushioned rear access and you and Mr Folby fucked me every which way anyway!’

‘I sure hope you’re not getting sassy,’ he said, ‘I’ll count five then I want your mouth over my prick.  I’m cumming in your mouth anyway, but if you can bring me off in 30 seconds, you choose this afternoon’s fun.  Otherwise I will.’

This was completely against the rules but I didn’t see what I could do.  I scrabbled for his trousers and pulled his cock free as I slid under the desk.  I took his cock in my mouth and began sucking and caressing.

I got him to start spurting just as the timer on his phone started ringing, so it was before 30 seconds when he started cumming but well after by the time I had licked all the cum from his cock and exited from the desk.  I would call it a dead heat.

I kissed his cock and tucked it away in his trousers before standing up and smiling down at him.  Except for my stockings and shoes I was still naked and my nipples were hard with excitement. 

‘Do I get to choose?’ I asked demurely.

He smiled up at me and reached to fondle my nipples and tits.

‘I think you can choose,’ he said.

‘Let’s do a sixty-niner,’ I said.

He looked for a moment as if he was going to argue, but then he nodded.  I bent and kissed him on the lips, then tongued him so he would taste his own cum in my mouth.

I whispered: ‘If you make me cum with your tongue you can fuck me after any way you want.’

He smiled properly then and I bent over to present my bottom for spanking, touching my erect nipples on the desk as previously ordered.

‘Would you please spank me now sir,’ I requested.

Without rising from his chair, Mr Hobson swung his hand and walloped me on the backside so I was pushed flat down on the desk.

I rose from the desk and asked if I could get dressed.  Mr Hobson nodded and I quickly pulled my clothes on.

As I was leaving he told me to book the latest available hour in the Fuck Room.

‘I want my cum in you when you enter the Friday Room,’ he told me as I left.
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I was able to book 4 pm, which would mean I’d have to make sure we were all finished by 4.45 at the latest so as to clean up and be in the Friday Room by 5 pm.  I couldn’t afford to be late for the Friday Room, when I would be in for a thrashing anyway.

During the afternoon I called Lorna, my secretary, who was also the senior partner’s secretary.

‘Anything to tell me about Mr Folby?’ I asked.

‘Such as?’ she replied.

‘Come on Lorna,’ I said, ‘I know he’s been in asking Mr Wilson if he can come to the Friday Room and I expect he’s asking if he can beat me.  It’s my bottom, it’s only fair I should know who’s going to be whacking it.’

‘Well,’ she relented, ‘I can tell you there is a client invited to the Friday Room tonight as an experiment and the partners are considering whether to permit his participation.  Your contract does not require you to accept punishment from non-members of the firm, so if a client is allowed to discipline you, it will be only with your consent.  But don’t tell anyone I told you.’

‘Thanks Lorna.’

I debated with myself whether I would allow Mr Folby to beat me.  I decided to wait and see, depending on what the partners said to me.

I had obviously heard what Mr Folby had told Mr Hobson about slippering girls when he was a teacher, so at least he wasn’t inexperienced.  I would rather have an enthusiast for corporal punishment with plenty of prior experience than a passionate amateur.

Caning is an art, and he had also confessed that he’d never wielded a cane, so I may be able to bargain away the cane and accept a paddling instead.

The paddle hurt, of course, but not like the cane.  Every girl had their own individual paddle, inscribed with their name, and it was the default instrument of punishment, lighter than the strap or cane, heavier than the wooden spoon.

Every implement in the Friday Room delivered an effective punishment in the right hands, however, so there were no really soft options.


Chapter 12

At 4 pm I was in the Fuck House, naked on the bed and waiting for Mr Hobson.  He arrived just a minute or two later.

‘Shall I undress you sir?’ I asked.

‘Sure,’ he replied.

I carefully undressed him and as we were doing oral sex anyway had no compunction about kissing his lovely prick as it sprung out of his pants.

I lay on the bed and guided him over me.

‘Do you want me to caress your cock with my mouth, or do you want to fuck my throat?’ I asked.

‘Suck,’ he said, ‘if I feel like fucking your throat I might, but if you can get me off nice and slow I’ll be happy.’

‘Yes sir,’ I said, ‘and my cunt is available if you’d like to tongue me and kiss me.  And please use my tits to please yourself sir.  You may slap them if that would give you pleasure, sir.’

I wasn’t sure why I was saying these things.  It wasn’t going to help me in an hour’s time when I entered the Friday Room.  The partners would already have decided my punishment and it would make no difference whether Mr Hobson was sympathetic or not.

In any case, by letting Mr Folby spank me, fuck me and bugger me he was the one who had caused all the trouble.  But on the other hand, I’d had the best week of sex I could remember and maybe he could make me cum again now.

He smiled as he guided his cock into my mouth and I began sucking and kissing it.  Then he lowered his head between my legs and teased his tongue between the lips of my pussy.

I took him deeper into my throat and felt the beginning of the vibrations of his prick which predicted he would soon be spurting spunk into me.  The previous time I’d blown him – only a few hours ago – I’d brought him off in just 30 seconds, so I knew I could make him cum pretty fast.

Now I wanted to get off myself though, so I needed him to get his tongue working in my cunt.  I slowed down my slurping of his cock a bit, hoping he’d take the hint and get deeper into my cunt.

Instead, he rose up, letting go of my pussy completely, and thrust his prick deep in my throat.  I couldn’t complain, I’d asked if he wanted to do that, but I had hoped he’d bring me to orgasm too.

He took hold of my tits as he pushed himself up, and held them tightly as he rammed his prick into me.  I could feel that he wanted the sensation of driving his cock as deeply as possible, so I twisted down to keep my neck straight to let him force his penis in me like a sword swallower.

He was squeezing my tits so hard they hurt, but I didn’t mind.  Every atom of my being was devoted to giving him the best orgasm I could manage and I was rewarded moments later when he let out a mighty groan and started spurting his seed into my throat. Again and again he pulsed, and I couldn’t believe he’d already ejaculated once that day.

I was pushing with my hands to lift myself slightly off the bed and encourage him to slide even deeper into me.  Then, with a last convulsive shudder, I felt yet another load of cum spurt into me.  He slumped over my body, gasping, with his face in my groin once more, but clearly with no energy left to tongue me in the cunt.

His slowly detumescing cock was still in my mouth and my throat was sore from the skull fucking he’d given me.  But I knew he’d recover quickly and next time might give me the orgasm I’d begged for.

He pulled out of my mouth and stayed kneeling over me, his groin still close to my face.

‘You do give good head,’ he commented, then he added, ‘you do rimming?’

‘Don’t know what that is sir,’ I responded.

‘You use your tongue to stimulate my asshole.’

‘No sir, I have never done that.’

‘Well, now you start.  I’ll put my ass over your mouth and you rim me good.  I’ll be kind enough to use my own mouth and tongue to do your cunt and clit, but if you do it bad or wrong, I’ll tell the partners you just failed to provide me with a simple blowjob.  I would guess that would add a few nice strokes to whatever you are getting tonight.’

I didn’t say anything because before I could even begin to think, he shifted his knees and dropped his bottom so his asshole was right over my mouth.  At the same time, he bent over and took my clit between his lips and began sucking and nibbling at it.

I had never kissed ass before, except metaphorically, but I’d had Mr Folby’s cock shoved in my mouth after reaming my arse, so I decided ‘what the hell’ and started tonguing his bum.

He was alternately sucking my clit and licking my cunt so I was hard put to concentrate on his bottom, but I kind of managed ok.  He was a pretty good cunnilingus practitioner and it wasn’t long till I was on the edge.

Then he got his hands in play, one finger manipulating my clit, one or two sneaking into my arsehole, while his tongue delved into my cunt.  I didn’t last long with this attention and started to shiver and buck, then exploded in orgasm.

I didn’t pass out this time, but I closed my eyes and stayed quite still for a few moments, until aroused by a slow circular movement of his arse, which was still over my mouth.

He pushed himself upright, took hold of one of my tits by the nipple and smacked it with his other hand.  I’d asked him to smack my tits if he felt like it, so couldn’t complain, but it felt harsh as I was coming down after an orgasm.

‘Did I tell you to stop tonguing my ass, cunt?’ he demanded.

‘No sir,’ I gasped, and got my mouth working again.  It was the first time he’d called me anything other than my name.  I suppose I’d been hoping for ‘darling’ instead of ‘cunt’, but sometimes life’s a bitch.

After a moment, I realised that he was wanking himself as I licked and kissed his ass.  One hand was kneading my tits while his other was pulling his cock.  It was only a few minutes later that he exploded again!

Cum spurted out over me and he sat on my face as he milked his prick of every last drop.

Then he lifted his weight from me and moved to one side.  I thought he was going to say something affectionate, but instead he looked down at where his cum was pooled on my tummy.

‘Rub all the cum on your face and hair,’ he ordered me.  ‘You’re not allowed to shower after sixty-nine and I’m sure everyone will like to see you looking spunky.’

‘Yes sir,’ I sighed, and scooped up the cum as best I could. I rubbed it over my hair and face, aware that it would mat slightly so everyone would guess what it was.  In any case, I assumed Mr Hobson would brag of it.

I rose to my knees then and asked him if I could make up the bed and clean the room.

‘Or will you want me again?’ I asked, ‘there are still more than twenty minutes.’

He pulled at his cock for a moment.

‘I was hoping to bugger your arse, then pull out and spunk your hair,’ he said, ‘but I don’t think I’ll get it up again in time.  Just clean me, then I’ll have a shower.’

I didn’t know why I should clean his cock with my mouth immediately before he showered, but I did it anyway.  Then he went to shower and I stripped the bed and remade it with clean sheets.

I was still naked, but about to get dressed (no shower permitted) when Mr Hobson called me to come into the bathroom.  He’d had his shower but was still wet.

‘Dry me,’ he ordered brusquely.

I picked out a towel and patted and rubbed him dry, paying particular attention to his cock and ass.

When he was dry, I asked if I should dress him.

‘No, that’s ok, I’ll dress myself,’ he said, ‘you’ll need the time to dry yourself.’

‘That’s ok sir, I’m not allowed a shower after oral sex.’

‘No,’ he replied, ‘but I just had an urge to piss.’

‘Oh, would you like me to hold it while you piss sir?’ I asked.

‘No,’ he said again, ‘put your head in the toilet, I’m going to piss on you.’

‘But sir,’ I began.

He held up a hand.  ‘You know I’m going to do it,’ he said, ‘if we do it now, you’ll just have time to dry a little and get dressed.  Otherwise you’ll get flogged worse in the Friday Room for being late and improperly attired.’

I knew he was right, so I knelt at the toilet and put my head down.  I wasn’t sure if my face would touch the water, but it didn’t quite.

He stood at my side.  I could see him from the corner of my eye, before he pushed me deeper into the bowl.  Then he began pissing over me.  I had never felt or tasted piss before, neither my own nor anyone else’s.  It was going mostly into my hair and neck, but also over my face where it was closest to his dick.

After a few seconds, he told me to turn my head. I twisted it away from him so he was pissing just into my hair.

‘Not that way, cunt,’ he snarled, ‘I want to piss in your mouth.’

I managed to force myself to turn around and even open my mouth a little so he could piss over me and into me.

I had been humiliated when Mr Folby had stuffed my knickers in my mouth, but it was nothing to this.  He had plenty of piss, too, so it must have been a minute or so by the time he’d finished.

Then I felt him stop and move away.

‘Ok, come up,’ he said, and he held out a towel for me.

‘Put this round your head,’ he told me, ‘so you can clean my dick without getting piss over me.’

I wrapped the towel round my hair and took his cock in my mouth.  I was not surprised to find it starting to swell as soon as I touched it.  I felt a moment’s hesitation, then he pulled out. 

‘It’s tempting to give you one last fuck,’ he said, ‘but I think I’ll hold off.’

He looked at the clock on the wall.  ‘You’ve got ten minutes,’ he said, ‘don’t be late!’

I was so wet with piss I don’t know if I was crying too, but I had no time to waste in tears or feeling sorry for myself.  I rubbed my hair feverishly to try to get it reasonably dry, then threw the towel in the laundry basket and wrapped another round my hair.  Then I checked the soap, scrubbed the toilet, closed the lid, replaced all remaining towels and started to get dressed.

I was glad I’d worn pull-up stockings today instead of a garter belt, that saved a minute.  I got dressed, made sure the room looked ok and dragged my fingers through my hair – no time to comb it – then dashed for the Friday Room.


Chapter 13

I entered just on the dot of five o’clock.  Mr Wilson, the senior partner, Mr Kingsley, the other partner and Mr Folby were all standing close to the door.

Mr Wilson looked at his watch but realised immediately I was on time, not late.  But then he looked at me up and down and I could see what he was thinking.

I was unkempt, hair damp and unbrushed, no make-up, or blotchy make-up at best, and I doubt if my clothes were tidy – I hadn’t been able to check properly in a mirror.

I think he would just have let me pass through, but Mr Folby spoke.

‘Do I smell piss in this young lady’s hair?’ he said, half to Mr Wilson and half just to the air.

Then I realised Mr Hobson’s pissing on me must have been a put-up job, to stir up even more trouble for me.

Mr Wilson frowned.

‘You may be right,’ he said.

‘Is your hair covered in urine?’ he asked me.

‘Yes sir,’ I had no option but to reply.

‘Why?’

‘Mr Hobson pissed on me sir,’ I mumbled.

He looked at me scowling for a moment then called Mr Hobson.

‘Did you urinate on her?’ he demanded.

‘Yes sir, absolutely,’ he replied stoutly.

‘Why?’

‘Because she asked me to sir,’ Mr Hobson lied.  Before I could say anything, he continued.  ‘She said she had never had that experience and we had completed our contact session with plenty of time to spare.  She asked me if I would like to give her a golden shower as she’d read about it and wanted to try it.  I’m sorry sir, I agreed to do it.  I hadn’t realised that after oral sex, which we had engaged in, the rules prohibit the female from showering afterwards.  So I was obliged to tell her she must come to the Friday Room as you see her, wet with my piss.’

I opened my mouth a couple of times intending to protest against this tissue of lies, but stopped myself.  In this firm, the gentlemen were always right.  I would be punished anyway for what was not my fault, so what did another injustice matter?

Mr Wilson turned to Mr Folby.  ‘You have been invited today to witness the punishment of this girl, who embarrassed the firm by her lewd and nude behaviour,’ he said.  ‘Now I find she has created a further embarrassment, for which I apologise.’

‘No problem,’ Mr Folby said blandly, ‘I have been keenly anticipating the punishment you have determined for her, and if you judge a further penalty is due I’m sure that will be fair and equitable, as well as being enjoyable to witness.’

‘Thank you, Mr Folby,’ Mr Wilson said.

‘Just one thing,’ Mr Folby returned, ‘I don’t know if you do intend a punishment for this golden shower incident, but I have never delivered a golden shower myself.  I would be keen to piss on her if you deem that necessary.  But perhaps you think a piss penalty inappropriate for a piss offence.’

‘I would need to consult with Mr Kingsley before deciding any penalty,’ Mr Wilson said, ‘but thank you again for your kind offer.’

‘My other offer stands as well, of course.  As I said, although I have spanked many girls with the slipper and the ruler, I have never caned a girl.  But as a prefect at school I caned boys repeatedly, and I am certain the old skill remains unimpaired.’

I looked at him in some consternation.  I had no idea he was actually an experienced caner, and wondered if he was making it up.  It made no difference of course, the partners would accept the word of a client without question.

‘But then, I have no idea if she is to be caned,’ Mr Folby continued, ‘although you have assured me the punishment will be severe.’

‘I can assure you that will indeed be the case,’ Mr Wilson assured him.

He turned to me.

‘Before you are punished you need to get cleaned up.  Go with Lorna and shower.  Other than shoes and stockings, you do not need to get dressed again after your shower.’

‘Yes sir,’ I said in a small voice and turned to go.

‘But before you do that,’ Mr Wilson continued, ‘you will go to each gentleman and request a slap from him for this initial disgraceful performance.  Tell each gentleman you are sorry.  Ask him to slap you on your face, bottom, breast or vagina, according to his taste.  Start with Mr Folby.’

‘Yes sir,’ I said, and turned to Mr Folby, whose eyes were gleaming.

‘I am sorry, Mr Folby.  Please give me a slap on the face, on my bottom, or on breast or vagina.’

‘Very good,’ Mr Folby answered with a smile, ‘now lift your skirt.  I think I shall smack your pussy.’

I lifted my skirt and parted my legs to allow access to my cunt for him to slap.  I’d never been smacked there before.  I was of course wearing my knickers, but they would provide scant protection.

Mr Folby put his hand over my cunt and measured as if to slap me there.  Then he moved his hand away. 

‘No,’ he said, ‘I think I’ll just smack your face.’

In an instant, he drew his hand away from my pussy, and smacked me hard on the cheek.

I couldn’t help it, I started to cry immediately.  This was another place I’d never been smacked!

I knew I had eight more to go though.  Through my tears I made the same speech to Mr Wilson, who whacked my bottom, after making me lift my skirt, then Mr Kingsley, who slapped my other cheek.

Mr Hobson did smack me on the pussy, making me crumple and cry more, and Mr Brand did the same.  Mr Thatcher smacked my bottom, as did Mr Boncord.  I was weeping a lot by this time but it made no difference.  Mr Stead said he’d like to smack my tits.  He had me open my jacket and stand erect.  My tits are quite large for a girl of my petite size, and when I stand straight they are quite prominent.  Certainly they made a great target for Mr Stead, who gave me a solid smack on my left breast.  That stimulated Mr Fellows, who lashed his hand across my right tit.

Nine hard smacks, and my punishment hadn’t started yet!


Chapter 14

Lorna led me away, still crying, as the gentlemen gave each other high-fives and topped up their glasses, or rather ordered the girls to top them up.

In the bathroom I managed to stem my tears, quickly stripped and showered, then dried my hair and put on make-up.  Lorna didn’t say much.

I pulled on my stockings and put my shoes back on, but as instructed remained otherwise naked.

‘What are they going to do to me?’ I asked Lorna as I gave her my folded clothes to carry back into the Friday Room.

‘I truly don’t know,’ she replied, ‘Mr Wilson was talking about how you and Lily got the biggest flogging in the firm’s history, but I can’t believe they think this offence is worthy of that kind of punishment.  They sent me out of the room before they agreed what the penalty would be, so I truly don’t know.’

‘Ok,’ I said, ‘whatever it is, let’s do it.’

With that, I threw my shoulders back and marched back to the Friday Room.  I’d been thrashed before.  I could take it!


Chapter 15

Mr Wilson, the senior partner, and his partner Mr Kingsley were still near the entrance door drinking wine and chatting to Mr Folby.  I entered, followed by Lorna, who was carrying my clothes.

Mr Wilson stopped me, not by word or gesture, but by a hand on my breast.

It was as if I had just entered in time to illustrate in person what they had been talking about.

‘You see what perky nipples she has,’ Mr Wilson said to Mr Folby.

‘Yes indeed,’ he replied, ‘and good firm tits as well.  Do you often flog them?’

‘Only once has she merited such punishment,’ Mr Wilson told him.

‘Until now,’ Mr Folby responded.

‘Well,’ Mr Wilson explained, ‘where possible we seek to make the punishment fit the crime.  A kitchen offence, for example, is generally dealt with by administering the wooden spoon.  In this case, she was guilty of committing an offence while in the throes, or recent completion, of sexual activity.’

‘So she’ll get a punishment fucking?’ interrupted Mr Folby excitedly.

Mr Wilson has still holding me by my right nipple, looking into my face, and I could see that as usual with coarse language he was slightly offended.  However, it was a client speaking and therefore beyond criticism.

‘Effectively, yes,’ he said.  ‘Each gentleman will be invited to deliver one stroke of whatever implement he chooses on her breasts, buttocks or thighs.  That gentleman will then be permitted to utilise one of her orifices, mouth, vagina or anus.  I expect each gentleman to be conscious that his duty is to obtain the maximum pleasure from that use for himself.  The punishment nature of the engagement is that her pleasure should be entirely ignored.’

‘Do I participate?’ Mr Folby demanded.

‘Her contract requires her to consent to punishment and sex only with members of the firm,’ Mr Wilson said, ‘but I’m sure she will consent voluntarily.’

‘Otherwise,’ Mr Knightley interjected, ‘we will appoint you as an employee for tonight, as a trial.’

Mr Wilson pinched my nipple.  ‘I take it you do consent, my dear?’

There was nothing I could do.

‘Yes sir,’ I said.

‘Excellent,’ he said.

He signalled to all the staff to gather round.

‘Each gentleman may choose any implement to deliver their element of the punishment,’ he announced, ‘and may smack her on the breasts, bottom or thighs, as you choose.’

‘Front thighs or back?’ Mr Brand asked.

‘Either,’ Mr Wilson advised.

‘Strapped down?’ Mr Boncord wanted to know.

‘As you please,’ Mr Wilson said.

‘What if she moves?’ Mr Stead enquired, ‘do we take the stroke again.’

‘Yes, if I consider it appropriate,’ Mr Wilson told him.

That seemed to be all the questions.

‘After you have delivered your punishment spank,’ Mr Wilson continued, you have access to her to deliver a punishment sexual contact.  The punishment element of this is to demonstrate to her that her sexual purpose is to provide relief, pleasure and satisfaction to the gentlemen of this firm.  Accordingly, we expect you to take all reasonable precautions to maximise your own enjoyment and avoid giving her pleasure.’

‘Can we fuck her in private or does it need to be in here?’ Mr Boncord asked.  He was widely known to have a small cock so I suppose he didn’t want to display it.

‘It must be in here,’ Mr Wilson said, ‘the humiliation element of multiple fucks in public is important.’

There were a few gasps as the staff realised Mr Wilson had uttered a coarse word.

‘Yes,’ he smiled, ‘a further humiliation element is that coarseness is essential.  Three of us will be required to skull fuck her, three to bugger her up the shitter, and three to fuck her cunt.  We have decided only three to a hole, as of course we wish to demean, punish and humiliate, not injure.’

The male staff were all smiling broadly now.

‘There will be two draws, one for the sequence of who goes first etc., the other will be for the orifice you are assigned.  If you don’t want the orifice you are drawn, you may swap with another gentleman.  If you can’t find a swap, you have to fuck that hole.  Any more questions?’

There were none.

‘Very well, gentlemen, select your weapons.’

With that the gentlemen drifted off to the implements cupboards to choose canes, straps and paddles.

Mr Wilson put his glass down and now held both my breasts in his hands.

‘I think I’ll cane these,’ he remarked, ‘a solitary lash of the cane will do no damage.’

‘No, provided all nine of us don’t elect to whip her there,’ Mr Kingsley observed.

‘Good point, but I’m sure many gentlemen will prefer to strap her to the horse, wallop her buttocks and then bugger or fuck her.’

‘Will you be participating in the raffle for orifices?’ Mr Kingsley asked Mr Wilson.

‘Yes of course, why not?’

‘Well, you don’t fuck the girls in the cunt, so I was wondering what you’ll do if you get the cunt card.’

‘Good point,’ Mr Wilson mused, although it can hardly have escaped his memory that he’d fucked my cunt the previous week.  He maintained the fiction that oral and anal sex did not constitute unfaithfulness to his wife, and accordingly he supposedly practiced only those forms of sex with the office girls.  However, the very first time he’d used me, he had said he was just lubricating his penis in my vagina prior to penetrating my anus (that was the way he normally spoke), but in fact had fucked my cunt until he came inside me.  He’d actually done it pretty well too, and I’d nearly cum myself.

‘If I am accorded vaginal sex in the ballot, I’m sure I’ll be able to swap with some gentleman,’ he decided.

He let go of my tits and Mr Kingsley and he drifted towards the cupboards to select their implements. As they moved away, Mr Wilson told Lorna to get the ballot cards ready.

Lorna took a pack of ordinary playing cards, sorted some out into two small packs and shuffled them.

‘These are for the sequence,’ she told me, as she dealt nine cards face down on a table.  ‘The men will take a card, one to nine, and that’s the order in which they will use you.’

On another table, she dealt nine more cards, also face down.  ‘These are for which hole they get to use,’ she told me.  Lily and Bronte were standing close to me as well, but the other girls were hanging around near the bar, although not drinking.  They weren’t allowed a drink under the Friday Room rules, until after all punishments had been administered.

‘Are there any other punishments this week?’ I asked.

‘Just Stella, for lateness as usual,’ Lorna said.  ‘Bit of a contrast from last week, isn’t it?’ The previous week all eight of us girls had been reported and all of us had been savagely caned.  Lorna herself had received ten strokes, including a penalty of four extras for having moved during her beating.

The gentlemen drifted back towards me, having collected their implements.  Each was holding the weapon behind his back, so I couldn’t see what it was.  The cupboards contained canes, riding crops, straps, whips and paddles, including my individual paddle inscribed with my name.

Mr Boncord reminded Mr Wilson that Stella required punishment for lateness.  ‘An habitual offender,’ he reminded the senior partner.  He was probably hoping to have a severe sentence decreed.  As Stella’s designated partner for the week, he would normally be the one to deliver the punishment, and Mr Boncord was a very keen spanker, even by the standards of this firm.

Mr Wilson and Mr Kingsley conferred, as they habitually did before each punishment order.

‘Six of the paddle on her bare bottom,’ Mr Wilson decreed, ‘Mr Boncord to administer.  Mia, put her to the horse.’

Mia, one of the secretaries, made Stella remover her knickers, then strapped her to the spanking horse.  Her skirt was then lifted to expose her naked buttocks.  The straps securing her wrists and ankles to the punishment frame meant that her arse and cunt were exposed humiliatingly.  To add to Stella’s shame, Mr Boncord slid his hands between her legs once she was fastened and arranged the lips of her cunt.

‘I like to determine the effect of a beating on a pussy,’ he announced to no-one in particular, as he dipped his finger between her cunt lips and examined it.

Mr Wilson suddenly said that I should be blindfolded.  He ordered Lorna to fetch a blindfold, of which the cupboards were well stocked, and made her place it over my eyes.

I realised why immediately.  ‘Now, gentlemen,’ he announced, ‘you may put your implements down.  We don’t want to spoil the surprise element.’

A slight buzz of conversation followed, with a little clatter of wood and leather as instruments of punishment were presumably put down on a table.

‘Very well, Mr Boncord,’ Mr Wilson said, ‘lay on with a will.’

Mr Boncord appeared to take the injunction with enthusiasm.  Perhaps my hearing was enhanced by my temporary blindness, but every thump of the paddle into Stella’s behind sounded like the collapse of a building.  Each strike was marked with murmurs of appreciation from the male staff and the occasional comment such as ‘Nice hit!’ followed by a mewling squeak from poor Stella as she endured the beating.

Mr Boncord was keen on the policy of allowing 20 or 30 seconds between each stroke, to maximise the pain before the next was delivered, so it was more than two minutes before the last swing of the paddle crashed into Stella’s arse.

Just before the last stroke was delivered, I jumped in surprise when a hand slid between my legs from the rear and edged my cunt.

‘I’ll be beating you and fucking you,’ I heard Mr Folby whisper in my ear, ‘and you won’t know which one I am.’

He was right, but I consoled myself that the girls would be able to tell me afterwards what order the men had used me.  Then I’d know, if any of them were particularly cruel, who was responsible.  And maybe I’d find a way to get revenge!


Chapter 16

My hopes were dashed, however.  I heard several gentlemen congratulate Mr Boncord on a well-delivered paddling, then Mr Wilson told Mia to unstrap Stella from the spanking horse and pin up her skirt so her bruised buttocks would be visible and accessible.

As this was happening, Mr Hobson spoke.  He took hold of my arms as he spoke.

‘Mr Wilson,’ he said, and as the senior partner asked him what he wanted, continued, ‘as she is to be punished by spanking and hard fucking, I think it is important that she not be aware of which gentlemen are responsible for which indignity to which she is subjected.’

‘Yes,’ agreed Mr Wilson, ‘that’s why I have had her blindfolded.’

‘But the other girls can see, and they will tell her after.’

‘I can’t send them away,’ Mr Wilson objected, ‘they need to witness the punishment to reinforce the message of compliance to appropriate behaviour.’

‘Yes indeed sir,’ Mr Hobson concurred, ‘but why not blindfold the other girls too? They will hear the sound of the lash as it rips into her skin and the screams as she is fucked and buggered hard.  The imagination will work as well or better than the sight of the punishment.’

There was a pause, as presumably Mr Wilson considered the proposition.

Then Mr Hobson continued: ‘May I also suggest sir, that after blindfolding, each girl is chaperoned by her partner of the week?’

‘Chaperoned?’ Mr Wilson enquired.

‘Well sir, remove their panties and have the male partner examine their cunts and arses while the beatings and fuckings are going on.  That will enable us to determine whether the message is getting through to all the girls.’

A note of enthusiasm came into Mr Wilson’s voice.

‘Gentlemen,’ he announced, ‘this is the first time it has been necessary in this firm to institute a punishment involving sexual intercourse.’

Not true, I thought, the partners had once made Lily and me lick each other’s cunt while they whipped us.  However, obviously I said nothing.

‘Naturally,’ he continued, ‘she will be aware that each gentleman is required to whip her with his preferred implement, then fuck her.  However, we do not wish her to be aware of which particular gentleman is to carry out any particular punishment.  Accordingly, she is blindfolded.  You will now blindfold your sexual partner for the week so she also cannot be a sight witness of the actual punishment fuckings.  You will remove your partner’s knickers as well, and feel free to use her during this session.’

‘Can we fuck them?’ Mr Stead asked.

‘Yes, but only if you have the energy after your punishment fucking of the prisoner,’ Mr Wilson advised.  ‘You can’t fuck your weekly partner until after you fuck the prisoner.’

I presumed I was the prisoner, still being held by Mr Hobson.

There was a scurry as (presumably) the men rushed to get blindfolds from the cupboards and strip the panties from their sex partners.  I was already blindfolded and virtually naked and of course my partner was Mr Hobson.  He was still holding me, but his hands had moved from my arms.  One hand was now massaging my right breast, while his other was frigging my cunt, wet as ever.

Then it was time to draw the cards.

‘Take a card from this table,’ Mr Wilson told the men, ‘one to nine, that’s the order you will deal with her.  Do not say out loud what number you have.’

Another pause while this happened.

‘Now take a card from this table,’ he said, ‘if it’s a queen, you fuck her mouth, a king you fuck her cunt, and if it’s a jack you bugger her backside.  Again, don’t say out loud what card you have drawn.’

‘Jack must be short for jacksie,’ Mr Brand giggled.

Another pause, then some whispering.

Then I was grabbed by the arms and my back was pressed against somebody’s chest.

‘That will work,’ someone said, and a moment later a whooshing noise was accompanied by a lashing agony as a cane tore into my tits.

Cheers and laughs came, then someone said: ‘put her on her knees.’

I was forced down and in a second a cock was shoved into my mouth.  Hands gripped my hair and ears and the cock was rammed repeatedly into my throat.

‘So this is a skull-fuck,’ I thought feebly as I tried not to gag.  He was pushing my head down to thrust as deeply into my throat as he could manage.

It was over in probably a minute, spurting cum into my mouth.

As he pulled his prick from my mouth, someone said: ‘Use another cunt to wipe it clean.’

I heard after that Mia was forced to her knees and made to suck the cock until it was clean and free of cum.

I was pulled back to my feet and led to the spanking horse, where I was pushed over but not strapped down.  I received a massive blow from what I guessed was my paddle, then pulled up and lifted in the air.

I was placed face up on what I guessed was a desk, with my head hanging over the end.  A second later, the next prick forced itself into my mouth.  The position on the desk made it quite easy for the man to ram his cock deep into me, which he did while kneading my tits and squeezing my nipples.  My arse had only had one lash with the paddle but it was still sore from some of the other punishment I had received and I squirmed about as my mouth got reamed.

This man also spunked into me quite quickly.  I had no idea who it was.  When he pulled out he lashed me across the face a few times with his cock, provoking a few laughs.

This time, I found out later, Bronte was made to clean his prick with her mouth.

I was raised up and swung around so I was sitting on the edge of the desk.  I didn’t have to wonder why for very long, as a whistling rush through the air accompanied a ripping cut into my thighs as I sat.

‘Nice use of the crop,’ someone remarked.  So that had been a riding crop which had lashed me.  I was lifted up and then pushed down to my knees again, and a third cock was rammed into my mouth.

‘Push her head down,’ I heard someone say, I think it was Mr Brand.  ‘You thrust further in if you do that.’

Whoever was fucking my face did as he was told and shoved his prick deep inside me.

I guessed that the men must have been wanking as they waited for their turn to fuck me, because this one came as fast as the previous two.  Maybe they were overexcited, or maybe just determined to give me no pleasure by prolonging the experience.

He held my head as he pulsed cum into my throat then he too turkey slapped me as he pulled out, provoking cheers from some of the men.

So that was three face fucks in a row.  I wondered what would be next.

Someone lifted me up, held my hands together behind my back and pulled my back against his body, so my hands were actually over his groin and I could feel his throbbing cock through his pants.

I wondered what he was going to do, but realised he was only holding me so I could be beaten again when I felt the light tap of what I guessed was a cane against my nipples.

I heard him shuffling his feet as he tapped my breasts, moving himself into the right position to strike, then a blazing pain as he tore the cane into me, the second time that day my tits had been lashed.

I was moaning with pain as I was lifted off my feet again and placed on the desk, laid flat and then dragged so my crotch was at the edge of the table.  My legs were lifted in the air and someone pushed his prick into my cunt.

‘I can’t believe how fucking wet she always is,’ someone remarked.  I thought it was Mr Thatcher, but I didn’t think it was he who was fucking me.

I was crying and moaning as he penetrated me, which obviously irritated some of the men.

‘We’ve finished with her mouth,’ someone said, ‘gag the cunt.  She’s fucking annoying me with all this moaning.’

‘Good idea,’ someone said, and a moment later I felt something pushed into my mouth, which I later discovered was Lily’s knickers.  I continued to groan and someone said ‘those fucking thongs are not enough to shut the cunt up,’ and I felt another pair of knickers pushed into my mouth, which turned out to be Doris’s sensible cotton panties.

All the time I was being fucked in the cunt.  Whoever it was, he was trying to drill me as deeply and rapidly as he could, presumably to bring himself to orgasm as fast as possible.

He succeeded, pumping his seed into me and gasping with pleasure, although I had no clue who it was.

He pulled out of me, and used another of the girls to clean his cock with her mouth.

I was picked up again from the table by multiple hands and this time placed over the spanking horse, to which I was tied at the wrists and ankles.  I felt several taps of the cane over my backside as my new punisher lined himself up to whack me, then he drew back his hand and lanced the cane with all his strength into my buttocks.

I moaned as best I could though my gag, and a moment later felt a cock thrust into my cunt, soaked now not just with my own love juices but also with the load of cum deposited by the last prick.

‘Ugh, I hate sloppy seconds,’ I heard someone say, and realised that it was Mr Boncord fucking me.  That meant it had been he who had ripped that cane into my arse as well.  This was the first of the five men to have fucked me so far that I had been able to identify.  He always preferred spanking to sex, so that was probably why he’d applied the cane with such vicious force.

‘Your problem is that you can’t fuck anything properly with that pencil dick of yours,’ Mr Brand mocked, ‘you should stick to virgins and little boys.’

‘Fuck off,’ Mr Boncord said, and finished immediately, groaning as if he had cum, although I’m sure he hadn’t.

A few moments later my bottom was tapped again as another of the men took his position to beat me.  It felt a bit different from the cane, and when he crashed it against the globes of my arse I believe it was the riding crop.  It hurt, of course, but not as bad as the cane.

Once more there was barely a moment’s pause before yet another prick was forced inside my cunt.  Again the man spoke, and I realised it was Mr Thatcher.

‘Unlike ‘Bonkers’ (that was Mr Boncord), I need a couple of pricks to warm a cunt up for me and stretch it enough so I can get my sword of flesh inside,’ he boasted.

I’d never been fucked by Mr Thatcher, but was reputed to have a thick cock, and certainly he seemed to be filling me to capacity now.  He thrust as he held my hips, then moved his hands under to grab my flogged breasts and squeeze them painfully as he drove into me.  I guessed that he too must have been wanking before he started fucking me as he came within a very short time.

So that was six fucks – three to go, and all the last three up my arse!


Chapter 17

I was still tied to the spanking horse, so my anus was as available as my cunt.  I expected that I would be left in position to be flogged and buggered.

Sure enough, there was the tap of the cane on my backside and I was bracing for the lash when a voice spoke.

‘No, this is not the one, pass me that one,’ and I realised that it was Mr Wilson.  He must have picked up the wrong cane.

A few more taps, then he muttered ‘That’s better,’ and whipped the cane into my bottom.  He’d told me he was going to flog my tits, but maybe he changed his mind after seeing a couple of men beat them already.

He’d buggered me before of course, and I was accustomed to his prick in me.  I didn’t suffer as he slid his cock into me.  I was slick with sweat and juice, so he entered with relative ease.  Once inside he was clearly anxious to reach orgasm as fast as possible and reamed my arse hard.

He came quickly and spurted cum in my backside.  I suppose he didn’t care that we knew it was he who had buggered me, as he didn’t stay silent.  He ordered a girl, Lorna in fact, to clean his cock.  When she demurred on the grounds it had been up my anus, there was a loud slapping noise, and I later found he had smacked her hard on the face.  She then got on her knees and sucked his prick clean.

I was unable to identify the eighth man to fuck me.  He lashed my thighs with what I think was the strap, then buggered me quickly.

Now it was the last man!

I suspected it must be Mr Folby, as I hadn’t felt that fat cock in me.  I might have thought the second man to fuck my cunt was Mr Folby, as that was also a massive member, but of course that had proven to be Mr Thatcher.

Mr Folby had boasted to me that I’d never know which of the men fucking and beating me was him, but he seemed to have forgotten about that now.

‘Undo the straps on her wrists,’ he ordered, ‘and lift her up so I can flog those tits of hers.’

I was unstrapped and raised up so I was standing virtually upright, supported by a couple of men gripping my arms. 

‘Try to pull her back a bit,’ Mr Folby demanded, ‘get those tits sticking out.’

The men holding me pulled me straighter and then forced my back a little, so I was leaning against them.  One of them pinched my whipped arse, which made me squeak as far as I could through the gag, and made him laugh.

Then a blazing pain ripped through my breasts as Mr Folby flogged me with the cane.  I slumped forward a little.

‘Mr Wilson,’ Mr Folby complained, ‘she moved.  I need to take that again.’

I was being held by two men! How could I have moved!

‘Very well,’ Mr Wilson consented.  The men pulled me upright again and Mr Folby tore the cane into my tits for a second time.  This time I didn’t move an inch.

‘Ok,’ Mr Folby said, ‘now fetch a couple of other cunts.  Put them under her chest so she’s half upright.  I want to fuck that arse good.’

I later found that Mia and Lily had been pressed under me, so I was semi-upright, but with my legs strapped wide apart from the ankle bindings.

Then Folby rammed his huge cock into my arse.  It was fortunate it was lubricated from the two previous buggerings as he made no attempt to introduce it gently or slowly, just rammed it hard into me.

I screamed to the extent my gag allowed, which wasn’t much, but once he’d forced his way in it was a very effective buggering.  My whole being was consumed with the feeling of his cock filling my whole space and I felt myself almost passing out again.

I was painfully revived as he grabbed my flayed tits and started pumping harder as he came inside me.  Jesus, that man had some spunk in him!  He thrust repeatedly, spurting his cum into my anus time after time, until eventually he slackened and pulled his cock out.  I felt him move to my front and afterwards found he’d made Mia suck his dirty prick clean.

‘Well, that was a very enjoyable fuck,’ Mr Folby said, and he tore my blindfold off.

I blinked in the sudden light, but couldn’t really move of course, as my ankles remained strapped to the spanking horse.

I looked around the room.  Some of the men still had their cocks hanging out.  Some of the girls had their skirts raised and tucked into the waistband, presumably to allow their sex partner ready access to feeling their cunt and arse.  None was wearing knickers of course as these had been removed before I was first spanked and fucked.  Some also had their jackets and shirts gaping open and their tits dragged free of their bra.  All the girls except me were still blindfolded.

Mr Folby saw me looking around at the girls, dishevelled and undignified and of course most if not all of them had been forced to lick a cock clean after it had fucked me.

‘Yes,’ he remarked happily, ‘you may have had the harshest punishment but they’ve suffered as well because of what you did.  I wonder if Mr Wilson will give the girls permission to beat you in revenge?’

My mouth was still gagged with underwear so I couldn’t speak even if I wanted to.

‘Gentlemen,’ Mr Wilson announced, ‘you may remove the girls’ blindfolds.’

‘Leave their knickers off, though,’ put in Mr Folby, ‘Mr Fellows told me the girls juice up well when witnessing a good beating and I’d like to check out their cunts.’

‘Very well,’ Mr Wilson concurred, ‘pin the girls’ skirts up so we can check them out.  Did any of you gentlemen have the opportunity to fuck his partner after you delivered the punishment fuck to the prisoner?’

Mr Brand raised his hand.  ‘I was intending to get Lily just to clean my cock with her mouth,’ he said, ‘but she got it hard again so I thought I may as well fuck her.  I hope that was ok sir?’

‘Absolutely,’ Mr Wilson said approvingly.


Chapter 18

He made all of us girls stand in a line with our hands on our heads.  I was naked except for stockings, and all the other girls were exposed by having their skirts pinned up to expose their naked cunts.

The men walked around us, remarking on the appearance and wetness of each cunt and most of them taking the opportunity to dip a finger or two in every pussy.  Of course, I was literally dripping, with cum seeping out of my cunt and anus.  Several times after a man dipped a finger into me I was made to lick it.

Then Mr Folby stopped in front of Doris, our accountant, who was Chinese by ancestry.

‘I like an oriental cunt,’ he remarked, ‘but this one has been allowed to get away with pubes which are frankly disordered.  Mr Hobson told me they have to keep pubes less than an inch long.  Look at this one’s cunt!’

We all looked.  I had been worried before that Doris didn’t keep her pubic hair trimmed well enough.  Most of us stayed shave or waxed to make things easier and safer from a punishment perspective.

Her black pubic hair certainly did seem rather long and unkempt.  Doris told me later that she had to keep it looking natural as far as possible because her father would otherwise investigate and beat her.  Although in her twenties, she was still regularly caned by her father and one of his business partners and for some reason they liked her pubic hair.

Mr Wilson and Mr Kingsley examined Doris.

‘Definitely too long,’ Mr Wilson said, ‘who was fucking Doris this week?’

Mr Stead raised his hand.

‘Why didn’t you do proper pube checks?’ Mr Wilson demanded.

‘Sorry sir,’ Mr Stead responded, ‘Doris was caned last week for being too tight in the arse to get buggered, so I was concentrating all week on fucking her backside.  Didn’t pay any attention to her cunt.’

‘Well, please ensure in future that you do proper pube checks.’

‘Yes sir,’ said Mr Stead.  ‘At least the good news is that she is now open for anal use.  I fucked her all three times in the arse and she took it well.’

‘What about the punishment?’ Mr Folby interrupted impatiently, ‘I can barely get to the girl’s cunt through this forest.  Shouldn’t she be flogged half to death?’

‘Fetch your paddle,’ Mr Knightley ordered Doris, ‘six with the paddle is the usual for unruly pubic hair.’

‘Doesn’t seem like much,’ grumbled Mr Folby.

Doris brought the paddle and handed it to Mr Knightley.  ‘Normally the gentleman partnering the girl for the week delivers her Friday Room punishment,’ he said, ‘but Mr Stead failed his duty so I feel he should not enjoy the pleasure of beating her.  Perhaps you may accept the challenge?’ And he handed the paddle to Mr Folby.

‘With pleasure,’ Mr Folby beamed.  He looked Doris up and down.  ‘Naked, I think,’ he concluded, ‘she’s only got small tits, but I’d like to see if I can make them bounce.’

‘Very well,’ Mr Knightley agreed, and ordered Doris to strip.  She undressed quickly and stood back in line, nude.

‘Bend over and touch your toes,’ Mr Folby told her and she obeyed promptly.

‘If you move, I’ll start over,’ Folby warned, as he tapped her bottom with the paddle while he moved into position to strike her.

Doris was well accustomed to being beaten, having been caned at home since she was a teenager, so managed to accept the six strokes without moving, though not without crying.  Mr Folby had boasted of his prowess with the slipper when he was a teacher at a girls’ school and he seemed to greatly enjoy lashing the paddle into Doris’s small, firm buttocks.

He certainly made her tits jiggle about as well, and her perky nipples hardened after the first stroke of the paddle.

He seemed a bit disappointed that he’d been unable to get her to move out of position and earn extra strokes, and I remembered his boast that he’d always been able to achieve that with the schoolgirls.

He told her to get back in line and when she had done so he continued his inspection of the girls’ cunts.

Mr Folby seemed to have taken over the management of the Friday Room.  He stood in front of me and ran his hands over my whipped breasts.

‘Now it only remains for the punishment relating to this one for arriving at the Friday Room covered in piss,’ he observed.

‘Ah yes,’ Mr Wilson said, ‘what do you suggest?’

‘You said the punishment should fit the crime,’ Mr Folby said.  ‘She asked Mr Hobson for a golden shower and embarrassed the firm by entering the Friday Room without cleaning it off.  All the other girls have been shamed by her as well.  My vote is we make all the girls piss on her, while she is naked like this.’

‘It is true that would fit the crime,’ mused Mr Wilson.

‘And then,’ continued Mr Folby, you make her get dressed, while she is still covered in the piss from the girls.  And then we gentlemen piss all over her while she is dressed.  Then she must go home, travelling in clothes covered in piss.  Her humiliation would be complete.’

I was horrified!

Mr Knightley nodded.

‘Seems an excellent suggestion to me,’ he observed.

‘Very well,’ Mr Wilson agreed.

He ordered all the girls to remove their skirts.  ‘We want to enjoy watching you piss,’ he told them.  ‘Anyone who fails to piss on her will be caned and will join her for when the men do the pissing.’

The threat was enough to make all the girls obey immediately.  Doris was already naked, but the others quickly removed their skirts.  I was forced onto the floor and one after another the girls crouched over me and spurted their urine over my face and body.

I was crying with shame and anger as the colleagues I had thought of as friends inflicted the ultimate humiliation on me.  At the same time, I knew they had no choice.  Failure to do it would be to earn a vicious caning and join me in being pissed on.  No choice!

Lily asked if she could piss into my cunt, trying to make a bit of a joke of it.  I obligingly raised my hips and opened my legs to try to make a target for her by gaping my cunt open.  She succeeded to a degree which made us both laugh – can’t imagine why! – but most of the girls just peed over my face, which seemed to excite the men most.

Doris had trouble getting any piss to come out, but after Mr Stead had fetched the cane preparatory to whipping her, she eventually managed to dribble some pee over my tits.

When all seven girls had urinated over me I was drenched in piss and choked with tears.

Mr Wilson then ordered me to get dressed, a truly disgusting experience when you’re soaked with smelly piss.  I managed somehow and stood a parody of a legal professional, bedraggled and stinking.  I was wearing the office uniform of skirt, blouse and jacket, with bra and panties underneath.  My clothes were half-ruined already but would be destroyed after eight men had urinated over me!

‘Kneel down,’ he instructed, and I knelt in the pool of the girls’ piss.

‘Gentlemen,’ he announced, ‘we will stand in a circle around her and all piss together if we can.’

‘Should we make her turn around slowly so we each get the opportunity to piss into her face and mouth?’ Mr Hobson enquired.

‘Good idea,’ Mr Wilson agreed, and told me to keep my mouth open and shuffle slowly around on my knees as the men urinated on me.  The girls were ordered to stand behind the men in a loose circle.

‘We want you to watch,’ Mr Wilson told them, ‘also you need to clean our penises after we finish.’

‘With your mouths,’ added Mr Knightley.

‘Of course,’ Mr Wilson agreed, ‘now gentlemen, piss when you are ready.’

Each of the men unzipped and pulled out their prick.  One after another they began directing a stream of piss into my hair, face, mouth and body.

Fearful of yet another beating, I tried to keep my mouth open so those with good aim could pee into it.  I shuffled in a slow circle, so each man could have a go pissing into my face and chest.

I think Mr Folby must have swallowed a gallon of water before he stepped up to the pissing contest, as he seemed to have an infinite supply, but really all the men seemed to have plenty of piss in them.

I was crying of course, but it was impossible to detect any tears through the streams of urine covering me like nine separate fountains. 

‘Keep your head up, cunt,’ Mr Brand demanded.

‘Keep your fucking mouth open, cunt,’ added Mr Fellows.

I did my best to comply and swallowed plenty of piss, even though I was trying to let it dribble down my chin from my open mouth.

At last it was over, the final indignity to come.  One after another, the men turkey-slapped their cocks across my face before turning to one of the girls to make them kneel and suck their prick clean.

I was drenched in stinking piss and my clothes were utterly soaked as well.  My blouse was transparent, so I buttoned my jacket.  I pushed myself to my feet, shaking with misery and sobs.

‘Now you know what a real golden shower is,’ Mr Hobson told me gleefully, ‘you can thank me and the others for this new insight.’

‘Thank you, Mr Wilson, Mr Folby and everybody,’ I said humbly, ‘for beating me, fucking me and pissing on me.’

‘Correction is for your own good,’ Mr Wilson intoned.

‘Yes sir, I know.’

But what I knew with even greater certainty is that however badly they’d fucked me, I would get my revenge!  I didn’t yet know how or when, but I would!
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