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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.


Boutique law firm Skirdle Partners is unique. 

The two partners ensure that there are always the same number of male and female employees.  This balance of the genders means that each gentleman can be randomly assigned a girl as his sex partner for the week.  The girls are spanked and humiliated as well as opening all their orifices for the pleasure of their male colleagues.

To ensure absolute obedience and deference, the girls are subject to vicious punishment in the famous Friday Room for any defect in their behaviour.

In the Friday Room the girls are beaten with a variety of torture instruments including paddles, canes, whips, straps and riding crops.

But even this may not be enough for the partners to be sure they are extracting the most from their female staff.  They introduce an auction system where the girls are sold as weekly slaves to both staff and clients.

The girls may have accepted being used for sex and spanking by their male colleagues, but is being sold as slaves a step too far?

And if it is, what will they do about it?
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Chapter 1

I was standing in the Friday Room, which was what we called the punishment chamber of the law firm where I worked.  At 5pm each Friday, everyone in the firm gathered in the Friday Room for the girls to be punished.

The eight girls who worked here were spanked by hand virtually every day by our male colleagues, but we were also given harsher beatings in the Friday Room if we were judged to have committed any misdemeanour.  The Friday Room was furnished with torture apparatus such as the spanking horse and a St Andrew’s Cross and amply provided with canes, paddles, whips and other equipment for lashing us girls for our education and our masters’ enjoyment.

I was soaked in urine, having been savagely beaten and fucked by all eight of my male colleagues, plus a client, following which my seven female co-workers and all of the men had been made to piss over me.  The charges against me which had resulted in this punishment had been trumped up, but once the penalty was determined by the partners of the firm, there was no appeal.  The safest course was to accept the penalty, otherwise they would invariably add extra strokes for insubordination.

I was fully dressed.  The girls had peed on me while I was naked, after I had been thrashed, fucked and buggered, but I had then been forced to dress before the men had urinated over me.

My hair, body and clothes were now utterly drenched in piss.  I had thanked my tormentors for their punishments and was now waiting for permission to go home while I thought about how to plot my revenge.

However, I had forgotten that the Friday Room had a last weekly duty to perform.  Each week, a ballot took place whereby the girls were allocated to a male colleague to be their sexual partner in the following week.  Normally this ballot took place after the girls due for punishment had been dealt with, but my protracted punishment, including being fucked in the mouth, cunt and anus by nine men, had disrupted the schedule.

Six of my female co-workers wore no skirt or panties, have been made to strip them off so the men could watch them pissing on me.  The seventh, Doris the firm’s accountant, was completely naked, having been stripped then thrashed for having excessive pubic hair.

Most of the men had their penis dangling out of their trousers, having pissed over me and then turkey-slapped me for additional humiliation.

I think they were ready to tell the girls they could get dressed and to allow everyone to go home, when Mr Kingsley, one of the two partners, realised they had not drawn lots for sex next week.

The men put their pricks back in their trousers, but they made the girls stay exposed while they arranged the lottery.  I was made to lift my sopping wet skirt so they could see my knickers, then pull down the knickers so my cunt was on display.  Then all eight girls were made to line up, all showing our pussies to the assembled men.

‘Nice to see what the merchandise looks like before we have it allocated,’ one of the men remarked, referring to the eight cunts being displayed in a line.

The senior partner, Mr Wilson, passed a numbered ball to each girl.  I got number seven.

At the same time, Mr Kingsley passed another numbered ball to each of the gentlemen.  The girls had to hold their ball up to show the number and the men approached to match their own number to the girl they would be fucking next week.

I got Mr Brand, to my great sorrow.  He was a fellow paralegal, but the least able of any of the professional staff.  As I was the most able, he took every opportunity to beat and humiliate me.

I had never been allocated to him as a weekly sex partner, but that day every one of the staff had fucked me, three in the mouth, three in the cunt and three in the arse, so he had fucked or buggered me already.  I had only been able to identify three or four of the men who had used me, as I had been blindfolded, and I hadn’t picked him out from the others, so I didn’t know which of my orifices he’d penetrated.

He had spanked, caned or paddled me on several occasions so I was accustomed to his viciousness when he was able to exercise it.  He had also frigged my cunt and arse whenever he had the opportunity and had expressed his earnest desire that he get access to me for a week of fucking.

I knew that I would be in for a hard time next week!

The hard time started that very day.

‘You are a filthy cunt,’ he told me.  ‘You stink and you are nothing more than a cumbucket.’

I said nothing.

‘You need to learn humility,’ he continued.  ‘I have observed your arrogance and it has to stop.  I am very pleased that we have subjected you to three elements of punishment today, with the multiple beatings, repeated fucks and drenching in piss.’

I still said nothing and looked him in the eye.

‘You will remain in your clothes for the entire weekend,’ he ordered.  ‘A few days of eating, sleeping and walking in your filthy pissed-on clothes will teach you a lot.  You will present yourself to me at 9 o’clock on Monday.  If there is any evidence that you have changed any of your clothes before then I shall arrange to have you flogged for disobedience.’

This was too much to bear.

‘But sir,’ I began to plead.

‘Shut up, cunt,’ he said.  ‘I didn’t give you permission to speak and I am not interested in what you want to say.  You may wash your hands between now and 9 o’clock Monday but any evidence of washing any other part of your body or changing your clothes will be punished by the severest flogging I can devise.’

This time I said nothing.

He smiled.  ‘That’s better,’ he said, ‘I’m sure we will all find that a few days lying in stinking rags will improve your behaviour remarkably.  I will allow you to shower after I inspect you on Monday morning.  You may now thank me.’

‘Thank you, sir,’ I mumbled.


Chapter 2

I had no idea how he could tell if I took off any clothes or washed myself over the weekend, but I didn’t do it anyway.

It took many hours for the piss-saturated clothes to dry on my body and the smell after a couple of days was appalling.  I bore it, however, and managed to get to work early on Monday morning.  I hadn’t been to bed all weekend as I couldn’t bring myself to foul my lovely bed with the disgusting stench of my body and clothes, so I was dog-tired.

I had piled a few old towels on the floor to try to make a rudimentary sleeping mat, but I felt I’d only slept a few minutes in three whole nights.

Fortunately, my apartment was only twenty minutes’ walk from the office so I hadn’t been obliged to try to get public transport.  Probably any bus driver would have refused to let me board.

When I arrived at the office, Stella, the receptionist, screwed her nose up and asked me what the fuck I thought I was doing, arriving stinking like a bag lady.

‘It’s not my fault,’ I protested, ‘Mr Brand said I had to keep wearing these clothes till this morning and I wasn’t allowed to wash.’

She made me go and sit in a bathroom with the extractor fan going, and promised to do her best to send Mr Brand to see me when he arrived.

I had to wait more than an hour, sitting disconsolate on the edge of the bath, a parody of a professional woman in my crumpled and stained skirt, jacket and blouse, with laddered stockings and wild unwashed hair.

Eventually he came in, grinning broadly.

‘My god,’ he chuckled, ‘you do stink like a bag lady, just as Stella said.  This has been a very valuable lesson.  I hope you have learned some humility.’

‘Yes sir,’ I managed to say.

‘Alright,’ he continued, ‘I don’t want to touch you, obviously, until you are cleaned up, but I want to inspect you.  You had some good strokes of the cane and crop on your arse and tits last Friday.  Strip, so I can see if the marks are still there.’

I started undressing, dropping my clothes where I stood.  I had taken off my jacket, blouse and bra before he stopped me.

‘Just a minute,’ he said, ‘I want to look at your tits.  How many times were they whipped?’

‘Twice by hand and four times with a cane, sir,’ I replied.

He inspected me closely.

‘You have excellent tits,’ he observed, and they are enhanced by a good beating.  I would like to see them caned twice a week so they always show some marks.’

I didn’t think there was anything to say to this.

‘Ok,’ he said, ‘cunt next.  Was your cunt smacked?’

I took off my skirt and knickers.

‘You smacked my cunt with your hand,’ I reminded him.

‘Oh yes,’ he smiled, ‘I remember.  Unfortunately, even though it was a good slap, it can’t be expected to last over a weekend.  The riding crop is a good instrument for flogging a cunt.’

I took off my shoes and stockings and faced him naked.

‘Turn around, let me see your arse,’ he demanded.  ‘How many times was your arse caned or cropped?’

‘Four, I think sir,’ I told him.

‘Reasonable marks,’ he observed, ‘you should really be whipped on the arse twice a week as well.  Hand spanks are fun, but they don’t last.’

He looked at me as he circled me.

‘Alright,’ he concluded, ‘you can have a shower and put your make up on.  When you are ready you may bring your clothes to my office.  I will inspect you and let you know if you are clean enough to get dressed.’

‘Do I have to go naked to your office?’ I asked.

‘Yes,’ he replied.

‘Can I at least put underwear on?’ I pleaded.

‘No,’ he snapped.

I supposed that I’d been stripped naked in the office often enough that once more wouldn’t hurt, so I didn’t protest any more.

I showered in water as hot as I could bear, washing my hair three times and repeatedly soaping my whole body.  My armpits had been lasered and my cunt waxed so I had no fears about body hair.

At last I felt clean and came out of the shower and dried myself.  I found a plastic bag and bundled all my filthy clothes into it.  Just touching them made me feel dirty again and I hopped back in the shower for another quick wash.  After drying my hair and fixing my make-up I picked up the bag of dirty clothes, – securely tied to keep the smell in – and walked to my office down the corridor to collect the spare set of clothes I always kept there.

I took the hanger which held skirt, blouse and jacket and collected bra, panties and stockings from the drawer, together with shoes.  Feeling rather foolish I walked down the corridor, fortunately meeting no-one, and tapped on the door of Brand’s office with the shoes I was clutching.

‘Come in,’ he said.

I entered the room, to be greeted with the sight of Mr Jackson, a client for whom both Mr Brand and I had done considerable work, sitting in the visitor chair.

He didn’t seem surprised to see me.

‘Put your clothes over there,’ Mr Brand instructed me, indicating a side table.

I put the clothes down and stood still.

‘As I told you,’ Mr Brand said to Mr Jackson, ‘she arrived at work imperfectly groomed this morning.  I ordered her to shower and told her I would inspect her before she was permitted to dress.  As you are aware, we have extremely high standards for dress and deportment at this firm.’

‘Yes, so I believe,’ Mr Jackson observed.  ‘She certainly appears in excellent fettle now, however.  May I assist in the inspection?’

‘Be my guest,’ Brand invited. 

Mr Jackson stood up and approached me.

‘She appears to have been beaten across her breasts,’ he said.

‘Yes, also on the buttocks,’ Mr Brand agreed.  ‘You are probably aware that the girls are punished for transgressions and last Friday it was necessary for all of the staff, male and female, to participate in her correction.’

Mr Jackson examined my bottom, tracing the cane lines with his fingers.

‘What had she done to deserve such a thrashing?’ he enquired.

‘I shouldn’t like to say,’ Mr Brand said smoothly.  ‘The advantage of our discipline system is that once the girl has been punished, the offence is wiped away.  We do not maintain records of their faults.’

‘I see,’ Mr Jackson said.  ‘I also heard a rumour that one of your clients participated in the discipline session.’

‘Yes, that is true,’ Mr Brand confirmed.

‘And that his participation included both whipping her and fucking her,’ Mr Brand persisted.

‘I think he spanked, caned and buggered her,’ Mr Brand observed drily, ‘but you are substantially correct.’

Mr Jackson ran his hands over my naked body appraisingly.

‘I have every appreciation of her legal ability,’ he said, ‘but I’d like a piece of her ass as well.’

‘Her ass is not in my gift, I regret to say,’ Mr Brand responded, ‘but she may volunteer it, or you could apply to Mr Wilson for his authority.’

Mr Jackson’s hands descended to my pussy and he took my cunt lips in his fingers.

‘You’ve fucked her yourself?’ he asked Brand.

‘We all used her last Friday,’ Brand replied, ‘but it was a punishment fucking so she was blindfolded.  I don’t wish to comment on which of her holes I penetrated.  She’s my sex partner for this week though, so I shall be servicing her thoroughly over the next five days.’

‘So you can fuck her wherever you wish?’

‘Mouth, cunt and arse,’ Brand confirmed, ‘all open for business.’

‘She certainly has a nice mouth,’ Mr Jackson mused, ‘and this is a very attractive cunt.  What’s her arse like?’

He pushed me forward so I was bent over Mr Brand’s desk.

‘Open your legs,’ he ordered.

Mr Brand joined him and pulled the cheeks of my backside apart.

‘We make all the girls use butt plugs to keep their arses available,’ he advised.  ‘Obviously they are all still tight, but she was butt-fucked at least three times on Friday and you see she still looks fresh and ready for another bout.’

‘Girls are a joy to behold,’ Mr Jackson observed, ‘especially when they have three orifices available to a gentleman’s cock.’

He pushed finger or thumb into my arsehole.

‘I see what you mean,’ he commented, ‘I have no doubt it’d stretch very nicely given a bit of lube.’

He pulled me upright and turned me round to face him.

‘Would you care to fuck me voluntarily?’ he enquired, smiling slightly.

‘I don’t think I could do that,’ I replied calmly, ‘I have been allocated to Mr Brand for sex this week and the partners are quite rigid on the protocol for sexual encounters.’

‘Well, we shall see,’ Mr Jackson responded unruffled.

‘May I get dressed now?’ I asked Brand.

‘Have you inspected her adequately?’ Brand asked Mr Jackson.

He took a final squeeze of my breasts.

‘Splendid tits as well,’ he said.  ‘Yes, as far as I am concerned, she’s good to go.’

‘Ok, you can get dressed,’ Brand told me.  ‘Stockings and shoes first, then bra, blouse and jacket.  Then skirt and knickers last of all.’

I performed this reverse striptease with the accompaniment of lewd comments from both men, but finally was fully dressed and ready to depart.

‘May I ask when you will require me?’ I asked Mr Brand.

‘What for?’

‘To spank me or to have sex,’ I replied.

‘I think I’ll let you guess when I shall want you,’ he said with a broad smile.

‘So you can spank them as well?’ Mr Jackson enquired.  ‘What has she done?  Is this for turning up ungroomed this morning?’

‘No,’ Brand replied, ‘all punishments are delivered in the Friday Room.  Spankings during the week are just for reminders to the girls about their subservient status and for the enjoyment of the gentlemen.  We just smack their bottoms by hand.’

‘Nothing wrong with that,’ Mr Jackson enthused.  ‘Bare bottom?’

‘Yes of course,’ Brand confirmed, ‘or completely nude if you feel like watching her tits bounce.’

The men weren’t really supposed to make us strip naked for spanking during the week, but some of them did and it was never a good idea to argue.

‘So you’ll let me know then,’ I persisted.

‘Yes, ok.  You can go now.’

I left them, wondering when I’d be brought back for spanking and sex and whether Mr Jackson would be there like Mr Folby, another client, had been last week.


Chapter 3

At lunchtime, I received a text from Mr Brand instructing me to book the fuckroom and be ready at 3pm for Cushioned Rear Access.  I did as he said, so at 3pm I was on the bed ready for him.

This position required me to lubricate my anus and lie face down with pillows pushing my arse up to present both cunt and arse for convenient access.

I lubed my cunt as well, knowing that many gentlemen prefer to dip their cock in a soaking pussy before thrusting into a tight arse.

As I expected, I was made to wait several minutes before Mr Brand appeared.  All the men obviously revelled in their power over the girls and some liked to display it in petty ways.  If I was not in position when he arrived I would be due a beating in the Friday Room, so I had to lie there with my arse humiliatingly exposed and soaked with lube until he deigned to appear.

When he entered the room, ten minutes late, he was indecently cheerful.

‘God, you’re a fine piece of ass,’ he said, ‘and always such a wet cunt.’

As he made this remark he slid a finger into my wet pussy.

‘You’re not usually this wet till after a beating,’ he observed, ‘have you been frigging yourself or wanking that clit of yours?’

‘No sir, I was just waiting for you.’

‘So is it all your juice or did you lube it?’

‘I used some lube, sir.’

As I was face down on the bed, I couldn’t see him, but I heard the smile of satisfaction creep into his voice.

‘You should only lube your arse,’ he said gleefully, ‘I like your cunt to be tight.  I’ll see you in the Friday Room and with luck it’ll be more than just a few slaps with the paddle.’

He slipped his fingers deeper in my pussy.

‘I think I’ll give this cunt a few nice slaps just to go on with, as it’s a long time till Friday.  Get those legs apart, let’s see those pussy lips.’

He wasn’t allowed to smack my pussy, and in any case I was pretty sure he wasn’t counting whatever he did to me now as part of his permitted five weekly spanks.  But I obediently opened my legs for him.

He gave me three hard smacks on my gaping cunt, but I managed not to squeal.

Then he pushed his cock into my pussy and I couldn’t help groaning with a mixture of pleasure and pain as he rammed me with his thick prick.  I was sore from the slaps to my cunt and clit but that made me wriggle more which may have added to pleasure.

Before either of us could quite cum. He transferred his cock to my arse.  Unlike some of the men who had buggered me, he seemed able to maintain his erection for a long time inside my arse and reamed me for minutes on end before pulling out just before he came.  He splashed cum over me, including my back and hair, and then used his hands to rub it into my tits.

I was impressed at his staying power until I found out from one of the other girls that he was a Viagra addict.  After he had finished with me he made me shower while he watched, claiming he wanted to help ensure I washed the spunk out of my hair.  I was actually aching to wank myself as his persistent thrusts into my cunt and then my arse had excited me greatly, but I didn’t want to give him a free show, so I held off until after he had gone and I could retire to the Ladies for a pleasurable if rushed wanking session.


Chapter 4

I got a text from Mr Brand at 5pm telling me to be ready for a spanking the next morning at 9 am.  I thought that was a bit early but was outside his office when he arrived for work.  As commonly happened, he was late, arriving at ten past nine.  I had been at work since 8 am and outside his office for 10 minutes since the 9 o’clock appointment, looking like a naughty schoolgirl waiting for the headmaster.

‘Getting an early spanking?’ several people asked me as I stood there.  Normally if it was a business meeting I would have some papers or my computer, so I suppose they guessed that I was just there for a whacking.

I wasn’t surprised to find Mr Jackson with him when he did arrive.  I had actually been mildly surprised that he hadn’t been there for my first sexual encounter with Mr Brand yesterday.

‘Mr Jackson has arrived to review the contracts,’ Mr Brand told me, ‘and as it’s time for your spanking I thought I’d invite him to witness it.  As a matter of form, perhaps you would ask him yourself, as it is your right and privilege to request a witness for all of your punishments.’

Brand was right, all the girls had the right to request a witness, but as the witness had to be another male, I wasn’t aware that any girl had availed herself of that right.

But Mr Jackson was an important client and provided me a lot of work and ultimately bonuses.

‘Mr Jackson,’ I said, ‘would you be good enough to stay as a witness while Mr Brand spanks me?’

He smiled. ‘I should be only too pleased.’

‘OK,’ Mr Brand said, ‘strip.  Everything except stockings and shoes.’

As I did so, the two men conducted a commentary.

‘You saw her yesterday, of course,’ Brand said, ‘but you never get tired of seeing these tits.  She’s not a big girl, so having these firm jugs that are just a little bigger than you expect is excellent.’

Mr Jackson agreed.  ‘Her nipples are hard as well.  I guess that indicates we can expect a juicy cunt?’

By this time I had taken off my jacket, shirt and bra and was undoing my skirt.

‘No, leave that on,’ Brand ordered, ‘Mr Jackson, perhaps you’d like to take her knickers down and inspect her cunt for yourself?’

‘Why, certainly.’

‘I always think it’s nice to leave a cunt’s skirt on when you take its knickers off,’ Brand continued, I think it adds to the humiliation and teaches the cunt its place.’

I noticed that I’d become ‘it’ again, which usually indicated some particular degradation was expected.

Mr Jackson sat down and beckoned me to him.  When I was close enough he took my breasts in his hands.

‘Truly first class tits,’ he said, fondling them and squeezing my nipples.  ‘The cane marks have worn off, be nice to put them back.  A cunt always looks best when it’s well marked on the tits and arse.’

‘Unfortunately we’re not allowed to cane its tits,’ Brand said, ‘and there’s a risk she’ll be stripped in the Friday Room and questions would arise if her tits are marked.’

‘Well, a couple of slaps won’t mark them,’ Mr Jackson said, and holding my left nipple in one hand he slapped my left breast with his right hand.  I squealed involuntarily and twisted away so he let go of my nipple.

‘Hey, cunt, get back here,’ Mr Jackson swore.

I turned back to him and he slapped my face before taking hold of my right breast and slapping the left one for the second time.

‘Get the cunt beaten in the Friday Room for insubordination,’ he told Mr Brand.

‘It will be my pleasure,’ Brand purred, ‘with luck it might be 12 with the cane, but six at least will be enough to teach her to stand still when she’s wanted.’

‘I’ll ask Mr Wilson if I can attend the Friday Room,’ Mr Jackson said, ‘I want to see the cunt get a good whipping.’

‘I am sure that won’t be a problem,’ Mr Brand assured him.  ‘A client of your importance will be welcome, and she’s already due a beating besides this insubordination charge.’

‘Excellent,’ Mr Jackson said, ‘with a bit of luck I’ll be able to participate.’

‘She’s getting three spanks today,’ Brand told him, ‘you can do them if you like.’

‘Let’s do one each and toss for the third.’

‘Ok, you have first go.’

Me Jackson sat down and beckoned to me.  Without being told, I bent over his lap.  He tipped me forward a little so my hands were on the floor and he could get at my breasts.

He spent a while fondling my tits with his left hand while with his right he penetrated me simultaneously in the anus and the cunt, I guessed his thumb up my arse and a finger or two in my pussy.  I squirmed, which amused him and made him drive his fingers further into me.

‘I’d give a lot to have total use of this cunt’s three holes,’ he said musingly, as he continued to frig me.

‘Leave it with me,’ Brand responded, ‘I’ll see what I can do.  Now, we are supposed to be spanking her at the moment.’

Mr Jackson laughed.  ‘Ok, you’re right.’

He pulled his fingers out of me and adjusted my position again, then drew back his hand and whacked me hard across both buttocks.

I had been beaten many times of course, repeatedly and much harder, so I have no idea what triggered my reaction, but I started to cry.

‘Outstanding,’ Mr Brand exclaimed, ‘I’ve seen her take so many thrashings without a tear, and you get her bawling with a single spank.’

Mr Jackson tipped me back on my feet and smiled up at my weeping eyes.

‘I hate to spank a girl without making her cry, but I don’t often achieve it with a single smack.  Just wait till I can get a whip in my hands!’

He got up and Mr Brand took his place on the chair and pulled me down over his knee.  He wasted no time in giving me the second spank, which hurt as much as the first and echoed around the room.

Somehow, I checked my tears as he pushed me back to my feet.

‘One slap from me and she cries her eyes out, one from you and she’s good as gold again,’ Mr Jackson laughed.

‘He who spanks last spanks hardest,’ Mr Brand said, and they both laughed.

Mr Brand pulled a coin from his pocket.

‘Heads or tails?’

‘Heads.’

He spun the coin, caught it and flipped it over.

‘Heads it is,’ he said.

‘Excellent,’ purred Mr Jackson, taking his seat on the spanking chair again, ‘now watch and learn, my friend, watch and learn.’

He pulled me over his lap again and tipped me forward so my feet were off the floor.  His left hand in the small of my back held me down as he drew his right hand back and walloped me with all his strength.

I was determined not to cry, but I did, resulting in the two men high-fiving each other.

‘Nearly hurt my hand with that one,’ Mr Jackson chuckled.

‘It was worth it though,’ Brand said, ‘two slaps for two bursts of tears.  Setting a new standard!’

Mr Jackson eased me to my feet and beamed at me.

‘Let’s have a look at your cunt, see if it’s creamed you up.’

Obediently I spread my legs and opened my pussy lips with my fingers.  He leaned forward and slid his forefinger into my cunt, pushing it deep and bringing it out glistening with my juice.

‘Result!’ he exulted, ‘that is one extra creamy cunt.’

He made as if to lick the juices off his finger but then held it out to me.

‘Suck it clean, cunt,’ he ordered.

I did as I was told.

They let me get dressed and I went back to work.  I had a horrible feeling this could end up like last week when Mr Folby, another client, had contrived to get me comprehensively fucked by nine men and pissed on for good measure.


Chapter 5

Next day Mr Brand rang and instructed me that today’s sex act would be No.10, where I had to masturbate.  I was a bit surprised at this but of course was ready, naked on the bed, at the designated time.  As required, I had a selection of sex toys with me, including dildos, vibrators and butt plugs.  He enjoyed ramming a vibrator into my arse while he watched me masturbating. 

I came quickly and found I was unable to continue to wank myself after coming, although I was required to carry on until he ordered me to stop.  This, he told me, would earn at least me four strokes of the cane on Friday to go with the other penalties I was accumulating.

Two days later our final sex session was preceded by the final two spanks.  He made me lift my skirt and pulled my knickers off himself, then pulled me over his knee for the spanking.  After delivering the two swats, which curiously didn’t seem as hard as the other spankings I had received that week, he kept me in position over his knee for a few minutes, idly fingering my cunt.  Then as if making up his mind he told me he wanted a striptease and cunt fuck.

This position required the girl to go on top, and I presumed it was so the gentlemen, who were supposed to be so industrious in the office, would have an effortless fuck.

Mr Brand was nice and hard by the time I’d stripped so I had no trouble climbing on him and easing his prick inside my pussy.

‘Take it slow,’ he demanded.

I did as he told me and quite enjoyed the strip and also the fuck that came after.  He came inside me and then made me dribble his cum out of my cunt onto his body, then he scooped it up and rubbed it over my tits.

By this time it was Friday afternoon, I’d received all the spanks and fucks I was going to get for the week (until I got what would undoubtably be a savage beating in the Friday Room) and I hadn’t seen Mr Jackson since Tuesday morning when he’d spanked me to tears.

I wondered if something was up, but knew better than to ask.

There were a lot of smirks and secret whispers amongst the men of the firm that day and I guessed they knew or at least suspected that there was another change coming to our firm.


Chapter 6

A few hours later it was the next Friday Room.  This was where the two partners decided what punishments the girls deserved for the crimes and misdemeanours reported by the gentlemen over the past week.

I expected to be caned for my poor masturbating but I wasn’t sure what other punishments I would earn.  Mr Brand reported that I had lubed my pussy when I was supposed to lube only my arse.

A very minor offense, awarded two strokes of the paddle.

Then he reported me for insubordination to a client, a bit of a harsh interpretation of my twisting my nipple out of his grasp when he slapped my other breast.  The men are always right however, and I was awarded four strokes of the cane.

‘Over her breasts,’ Mr Wilson added.

My poor masturbating earned me another four strokes, this time with the strap on my bottom.

Strangely, there were no other girls getting punished that week.  Often the men fabricated transgressions against the girls so they could enjoy taking the whip to them in the Friday Room, even if there had been no real misbehaviour.

Perhaps the men of the firm had been distracted by the knowledge of the new announcement to be made, which would change the firm for ever.  As the partners were spelling out the punishments I would shortly receive, I glanced round the room, noticing there were at least four or five clients as well as all the staff of the firm.

I didn’t have long to wait to find out what was going on.  The senior partner, Mr Wilson, made a speech.

‘Gentlemen,’ he announced, ignoring the eight ladies as usual, ‘I am delighted to welcome you all to our inaugural slave auction.  As you are all aware, the female staff of the firm have been used for the sexual pleasure of the gentlemen of the firm for many weeks, allocated on a random basis.

‘This has been a very satisfactory arrangement.  I am aware from formal and informal feedback that all of the gentlemen have enjoyed using the girls, as indeed I have myself.

‘However, any situation is capable of improvement, and we have for some weeks felt that the random allocation of females is sub-optimal.  There are times when gentlemen require a particular girl for some special reason.

‘Further, the limitation of just five spanks a week is often unsatisfactory. 

‘Accordingly, beginning this week, the girls will no longer be allocated randomly to the gentlemen of the firm.  Instead, they will be auctioned as slaves for the week.

He said that any man could bid for the girls and they would be the property of the winning bidder for the week.  Instead of the usual five spanks and three sex sessions, the girls would be able to spanked as often as the man wished, but still only by hand.  No canes or implements were permitted. 

The man could also use the girl for sex as often as he wanted and there were no restrictions on what he could do to her.  In particular, Mr Wilson specifically mentioned that girls were available for penetration in both the vagina and anus, to give blow jobs and receive cunnilingus and to endure any implements such as vibrators or dildos.

He said that girls bought by members of the firm would come to work as usual, but must be available for sexual use or abuse by the men whenever they wanted. 

‘And, of course,’ he added, ‘used for as much spanking as the gentleman may feel appropriate.’

One of the men asked if the girls would still wear normal clothes.

‘Good point,’ Mr Wilson said.  He consulted Mr Knightley, the other partner.

‘The girls must wear correct clothing for arriving and departing work,’ he announced, ‘but during the day it will be the slave-owner’s decision what they wear.  Correct office attire, underwear only, or completely nude.  Absolutely the slave-owner’s choice.’

‘Is it also acceptable, for example, to have them topless or bottomless?’ Mr Stead enquired.

‘Yes of course.’

‘I presume the slave-owner can lend the girl to another gentleman if he so chooses?’

Again, the partners consulted.

‘Yes, it is perfectly acceptable for the girl to be lent to another gentleman, either for fucking or spanking or both.  However, the girls are only available that way at the discretion of the slave-owner.  Even if a girl is naked in the office she is not to be used for any purpose unless specifically lent by her owner.  Owners have paid for the slave and are entitled to unqualified enjoyment of their property.’

I saw the men smiling and nodding, no doubt thinking of how they would be able to lend us to each other.

‘Although the girls cannot be caned, paddled or whipped during the week,’ he announced, ‘of course they are still subject to obeying the rules.  Any infractions may be reported to next Friday Room and if necessary punishments will be handed out.  The slave-owner will normally be entitled to punish his slave if she is awarded a punishment.’

Mr Jackson, the client who I knew particularly well, was responsible for my breasts being caned. I did a lot of contract and conveyancing work for him.  He came over to speak to me.

‘This is something very different from conveyancing,’ he remarked.

I had no time to reply as Mr Wilson then announced I was to be caned, paddled and strapped and ordered Lily and Lily to prepare me.

There were actually six or seven clients, all of whom stared at me in delight as I was prepared for my punishment.

I took off my skirt and knickers and handed them to Lily.  Mr Wilson held up a hand though as Lily was about to strap me over the horse. 

‘I think we’ll have her stripped naked today,’ he said, and waited while I removed my blouse and bra.  I left my stockings, suspenders and shoes on, knowing the men found this sexy.  Lily then strapped me to the horse and I felt her tweak my buttocks apart.

‘Just making you look nice,’ she whispered.  Later she said that by tweaking my buttocks open she exposed my cunt lips slightly and enabled them to be open a crack, showing the glistening juices which always flowed when I was to be punished.

‘Two with the paddle first,’ Mr Wilson said, ‘Mr Brand, your duty please.

‘And my pleasure sir,’ Brand said, taking my personalised paddle and lashing my arse twice with it.

Mr Brand then strapped me four times, slowly and carefully, remarking to the others as to the effect of each cutting slash before taking position for the next one. 

I still had my tit caning to endure.

‘Leave her feet strapped to the horse,’ Mr Wilson commanded.

He made two of the girls undo my hands and raise me to a semi-standing position, so my breasts were hanging slightly down.

‘An excellent position for caning breasts,’ he observed, and instructed Mr Brand to carry out the punishment.

The girls held my arms as Mr Brand slashed the cane four times into my tits, causing me to squeal and then weep.

I was the only girl to be punished that day and so Mr Wilson announced the slave auction would commence immediately.  As Lily bent to untie me, he stopped her.

‘No, just leave her there,’ he ordered, ‘We’ll auction her first and she is presented to her greatest advantage as she is now.’

With that he started the auction.

‘What am I bid for the exclusive use of this fine young woman for five consecutive days?’ he asked, ‘You can see her charms as displayed, gentlemen, including an arse which I venture to suggest all the gentlemen of this room have had the pleasure of penetrating, a cunt which is beautifully presented and shining with anticipation, breasts which would be a delight to use as cock holders for wanking, and a mouth which I can strongly recommend as the receptacle for any gentleman’s seed.  Do I hear $100?’

Bidding was a little slow at first but before long he had his $100 and thereafter a bidding war gradually took place between Mr Brand and Mr Fellows and the price was up to $500 when I heard a new voice.

‘Two thousand dollars,’ he said.  It was my client, Mr Jackson.

‘I have two thousand dollars,’ said Mr Wilson, ‘any advance on two thousand dollars?’

Of course, there wasn’t, so he knocked me down to Mr Jackson and ordered that I be released.  I was still bound by Friday Room rules so couldn’t object when Mr Brand ran his hands over my whipped buttocks and slipped a finger into my cunt as he told me how disappointed he was not to have got me. 

‘There’s always next time though,’ he said, swirling a finger in me, ‘and I will really thrash you if you disobey me when you are my slave.’

I believed him and thought it probably was a good thing to have been sold to Mr Jackson, even though he was an unknown quantity.  He came over to me and looked me in the eye. 

‘Just checking on the merchandise,’ he said, cupping a hand over each of my breasts.  I felt my nipples stiffen under his grip and knew he would be feeling them too.

‘Very nice,’ he remarked, and his hands slowly traced a path down my body front and back.  I felt his fingers simultaneously thrust into my cunt and my anus and let out an involuntary gasp.

‘So you take it up the arse?’ he demanded brutally.

I nodded but didn’t speak.

‘And you give good head?’

I nodded again.

‘I understand you’re not the best masturbator,’ he observed, touching the fresh cane marks on my bottom, ‘and as I like to see girls pleasuring themselves, you’ll better work to improve that.  Otherwise you’ll end up with a lot worse than four cane marks.’

‘You can’t cane me,’ I protested.

‘I know I can’t,’ he said, ‘but who’s going to stop me?  You’re my slave.’  He laughed quietly.

The rest of the Friday Room passed in a blur.

The other girls were auctioned, each being required to expose first their breasts, then to pull their knickers down and lift their skirt front and rear so their cunts and arses were displayed.  I took almost no notice as to who was bought by whom.  Certainly no-one paid as much as $2,000.  In fact, the highest price was for Lily, ‘Freshest meat,’ as described by Mr Wilson, but it was only $750.

As often happened, several of the men and girls wanted to touch my cane stripes and had me bend over a chair to admire them, but I was so worried about Mr Jackson I hardly took any notice.  At the end of the night I received my instructions from him.

‘My office, nine o’clock, Monday morning.’


Chapter 7

I worried all weekend, but was there on time on Monday.  Mr Jackson’s firm was located in a high-rise tower just a block from Skirdle Partners, our law firm.

There was no-one in the office reception area.  Mr Jackson himself came in.  ‘I thought we’d be alone for a while,’ he said.

He opened the door to his office, entered, and beckoned me to follow.  He sat behind his desk.

‘I can see you have a bra on,’ he said without any warning, ‘are you also wearing panties?’

‘Yes of course,’ I responded.

‘I want free and immediate access to all parts of you this week.  No underwear, wide skirts which can be easily raised and which must be cut above the knee, tops which allow easy access to your breasts.  Take your knickers off now.’

I did as I was told.  He put his hand out for my panties and looked at them closely before dropping them on the desk.

‘Now take your bra off.’

I undid my shirt and unclipped my bra.  It was hard to remove while my shirt was still on, so I slipped out of my shirt, pulled my bra off and started putting the shirt back on.

‘No, leave it off,’ he ordered, ‘That shirt is too tight for me to lift it and get at your breasts.  You’ll have to go topless today.’

‘But I can’t’ I protested.

‘Don’t worry, there’s only you and me here today.  I gave the others a day off.  I thought we might want some privacy for our first day together.’

He got up and came around the desk, taking my breasts in his hands.  With one hand he tweaked at one nipple while the other kneaded my other breast.

‘I was going to use your mouth first,’ he remarked, squeezing my nipples even harder, ‘but now I’m tempted to wank myself into your tits.’

I said nothing.  He let go of my breasts and unzipped his trousers.  They dropped to the floor and he pulled his prick from his underpants and let them fall to the ground too.  He pushed me down to my knees and grabbed my hair, stuffing his cock into my mouth.

‘First thoughts are the best though,’ he remarked as his erect prick was thrust down my throat.

Although I like to suck cock, I do find it humiliating to do it like Mr Jackson did it to me.  He held my ears and effectively wanked himself into my mouth and throat.  I tried to pull away and he thrust himself deeper in me.  Then he stopped before he had ejaculated and pulled his prick from my mouth.

‘Get up,’ he told me, and actually helped me to rise.

‘Come and sit down,’ he went on, and with his hand on my arm guided me towards the client reception are, where he had me sit in one of the armchairs while took a seat opposite me, and leaned towards me.  I wondered what was coming.

‘While you were sucking me just then, I had a strange thought.  I paid $2,000 for you, and to be honest I was going to get the money back by renting you out to a few other blokes – I’ll easily get $500 for you if I let them spank you and fuck your arse, maybe even $1,000.’

I opened my mouth to protest, but he held up his hand.

‘Don’t give me any crap about what’s allowed by the rules,’ he went on, ‘I already told you, while you’re here you’ll do what I say or I’ll thrash you and worry about the consequences later.  But the thing is, I suppose you’re billing all your time to me this week while you’re here.’

‘Well, yes,’ I said, and was going to explain that I had no choice if I was on client premises, no matter what duties I was performing.  He held up a hand again.

‘Yes, so I’m getting fucked over by lawyers again.  I thought I’d bought you for two grand, but actually you’ll cost me – what?’

‘I guess 40 hours at $250, say $10,000,’ I replied.

‘Exactly,’ he said, ‘So I’m actually paying twelve grand to fuck you, of which you get the two grand auction fee…’

‘Less twenty percent,’ I interrupted.

‘And you get your weekly salary which is what?’

‘About two thousand gross.’

‘So I pay $12,000, you get less than $4,000, and your firm takes $8,000.  I can sell you for maybe five or six grand during the week but I’ll still be miles out of pocket and you won’t be doing so well either.’

I couldn’t disagree with his analysis, although I didn’t really like the talk about him using me as his whore.

He leaned across the coffee table and took my breasts in his hands.

‘You’ve got all your life to be a lawyer,’ he said, ‘But you’ve only got a few years to be a really classy whore.  What say we do the economics for a whoring partnership, and fuck the lawyers.’

‘What do you mean?’  I was interested despite my reservations.

‘Well you know the new development I just finished?’

This was a beautiful block of just nine units, three per floor on two floors plus three whole-floor penthouses, in the best part of town.  If I could have afforded them I’d have loved to live there.

‘Sure,’ I said.

He fiddled absently with my nipples as he went on.

‘All three of the penthouses are still unsold.  I sell one to you and the other two to a couple of the others from your firm.  They’ve all been trained as whores now and I bet we can make them rich and me as well.’

‘I couldn’t afford one of them,’ I protested.

‘Not on a lousy two grand a week you couldn’t.  But on five or six grand a week, no problem.’

‘How could I earn that?’

He pointed at my skirt.

‘You get paid now to get spanked and fucked.  In future it’s just you’ll get paid three times as much.  I can charge $500 for cunt fucks, nearly as much for oral and I reckon I can get a grand a go for arse fucking, in a beautiful location like those apartments and with a chick as hot as you.  And then we can get all the extras for letting them spank you too.’

‘But how many people would I have to have sex with?’

‘Two or three a day, that’s all.  They’ll mostly be regular.  Can’t have too many spankers or you’ll be damaged, so probably only one or two spankers a week.  We’ll charge five grand for caners as you won’t get another fuck for a week while the marks fade.’

I did some rapid mental arithmetic.

‘So I would need to average twelve clients a week…’

He interrupted me.

‘I’ll look after the business side.  You just give them a good time.  I’ll only take 15% off the top, but of course you have to pay the mortgage on the apartment.’

‘Yes but…’

‘Look, it’ll be like any other cash business.  Half the clients will want to put it through the books, so we’ll invoice them for something.  I’ll employ you for the same amount as 85% of whatever goes through the books.  You pay tax on that and pay the mortgage.  Easy as pie.  Then the cash jobs I’ll just scoop 15% off as well and pass the rest to you – and that lets you live in luxury, hiding a bit away overseas every time you take a vacation.’

We had both completely forgotten about fucking.  He sat at his computer and jiggled figures through a spreadsheet until after about ten minutes he produced a printed sheet.

‘Look,’ he said, ‘six cunt fucks a week at $500, four arse fucks at $750, two orals at $400 and two spankings at $300 each.  $7,400 a week, less my 15% is $6,290.  Mortgage on the apartment is a touch under two grand, leaves you rich and me too!’

It all looked so good I kissed him, he kissed me back, and within two minutes we were thrashing about on the floor with him inside me and both of us randy as rabbits.

We both came in a matter of minutes and rolled apart.

He started talking even as he casually wiped his prick over my dress.

‘And don’t forget, every now and again, we’ll have you caned for a lazy five grand.  Then you can take a week’s holiday, go to the Bahamas or New York or something.  I might even come with you – doesn’t bother me if the arse I’m fucking is a bit marked.’

Then he turned his attention back to business.  I reckon you’re the hottest there, but that young girl is pretty fair too. Trouble is, she’s not educated like you.  What’s her name?’

‘Lily.’

‘Lily.’  He repeated.  ‘We’ll have her, but she’ll have to work less than you.  She needs to go to college and get an education before she can earn the big bucks.  I reckon I’ll only get half for her what I’ll get for you.  Luckily she can buy the small apartment on this floor, thousand a week will cover that.  And I believe you do some good girl on girl together, we can do a show sometimes which will be a good earner.’

He tapped out some more figures on the computer, limiting Lily to eight clients a week, mostly evening and weekends.  Then he turned to me again.

‘We need a third girl,’ he said, ‘Which one should it be?’

I thought about it.

I discounted the three secretaries, Lorna, Samantha and Chloe.  Although Chloe in particular was a stunner, I didn’t think they’d fit the mould he was trying to establish.

I discarded the receptionist, Jackie, and the accountant, Doris as I couldn’t see either of them making conversation the way he wanted to attract the high flying money.

That left my fellow paralegal, Bronte.  Like me, she was almost qualified as a lawyer, she always had a quick response to any remark and of course had an amazing body and flashing green eyes.  I made my mind up immediately.

‘Bronte,’ I said.  ‘She’s like me, practically a lawyer, but she’s dark and handsome and lithe, where I am soft and blond and cute.’

He thought for a moment.

‘I think you’re right,’ he finally said.  ‘But the other thing is, I want you and Bronte to fully qualify as lawyers.  That’ll be worth an extra hundred bucks a time just for the punters to be able to think that for once they’re actually fucking a lawyer instead of being fucked themselves.’

We spent the rest of the week working out the details.  Mr Jackson fucked me every day, but almost absent-mindedly, and despite his previous threats, didn’t even spank me, let alone get the cane out.

By the end of the week we had it all fixed.  I’d spoken to Lily, who was sore and marked after Mr Brand had spanked, caned and paddled her and fucked her mouth, cunt and arse every day, as if determined to get his money’s worth.  She was 100% for the proposal, especially when she saw the apartment and realised that she’d be away from her stepdad as well as moving into luxury. Her stepdad had been beating her regularly for years and now had taken to fucking her as well.

Even the thought of going back to school didn’t seem as bad as she first thought.  Strangely, Mr Jackson was quite serious about that – in fact said that not only was it non-negotiable, but also if she failed to get distinctions she’d be flogged and thrown out.  He didn’t seem to be kidding.

Bronte was equally keen.  She was also rather battered after a few days of Mr Hobson, who as usual was a persistent arse fucker.  Three or more times a day he forced himself into her anus and although like all of us girls she was quite well adapted to receiving a prick in there she was very sore from such repeated buggery.  She had also been repeatedly spanked, although Mr Hobson had only used his hand.  It was remarkable in fact how much damage consistent hand spanking could achieve, as her bottom was quite seriously bruised.

Mr Jackson fucked both Bronte and Lily in the cunt and also had them each suck his cock.  He also examined their anuses but didn’t fuck them as he felt they had received enough attention already that week.  To amuse himself he also had Lily and I strip and do a little girl on girl act, which after the initial embarrassment we actually rather enjoyed.  He wanked himself as he watched us and shot his sperm into our entwined bodies.

I had checked on the university courses, booked Bronte and me in for the one semester which would obtain our degrees and applied for a degree course for Lily as well.

Mr Jackson had me draw up conveyances for the three apartments and in just a few short weeks they were fully furnished and transferred to our names.  Sure, we all had massive mortgages, in fact equal to 100% of the purchase price, but we’d done a business plan and we were confident of success.  We’d also furnished the apartments and they were looking fabulous.  In each apartment the largest bedroom was the working room.  Mine had a big circular bed in the centre of the room with mirrors on the ceiling and around the walls.  There were frames for tying girls for spanking, a huge cabinet full of whips, canes, paddles, crops, vibrators, masks, dildos, gags, blindfolds, harnesses, straps and almost any other sex toy you could imagine.  There was a huge flat screen TV and a cabinet full of DVDs of every possible sex act and perversion.  On the ceiling were hooks where girls could be fastened if they were to be whipped and a cage where they could be imprisoned.  The final touch was a fucking machine which could be used to fasten a girl securely and drive a vibrating penis into her cunt or arse, or both simultaneously.

All these fittings were installed by an attractive couple of young men, who were paid by being given Lily to fuck for two hours.  I was there too, and although I didn’t fuck either of them I amused myself by using a whip to encourage both the young men and Lily to greater efforts.  It was the first time I had watched a girl being simultaneously fucked in the cunt and the arse and I enjoyed it as I lashed them into orgasm.

The main bedrooms of Lily’s and Bronte’s flats were similarly furnished, and all three were additionally equipped with twenty fixed and invisible movement activated video cameras.  Each of these was triggered by movement and recorded until there had been no movement for a minute.  It meant that in a back room there was a record of all activity transferred to a huge computer, which we could use for amusement or blackmail.  The quality was surprisingly good and the cameras designed to capture every angle including some close ups of the bed, fucking machine and spanking frame, which by necessity were fixed to the floor so as to make filming easier.

We had of course resigned from the legal firm, and each of us had also refused to accept any further spankings or beatings in the month of our notice period.  Mr Wilson had tried half-heartedly to enforce what he claimed was a valid contract which compelled us to accept punishment, but I merely asked him what he thought a court would make of such a claim. 

It wasn’t so much the avoidance of beatings that we sought, as we were anticipating many such thrashings in the future.  We were rather confident that at least some of the staff of the firm would be clients, and we wanted to tease them with the knowledge that there were no more free access opportunities to our bodies.  We therefore disregarded the dress rules in our final weeks and wore clothes of almost obscene display.  Tight micro skirts and plunging necklines meant the men were almost able to see our tits, panties and cunts, but just never quite.

We wore thongs or no underwear, so the tightness of the skirts emphasised there was very little underneath, and ensured all the other girls in the office knew.  We expected they would be spanked enthusiastically by all the men and would be bound to tell them we were probably naked under our skirts.

By the time we left, symbolically attending a Friday room at which Bronte and I agreed to strap poor Doris to the horse for a caning (she had been late with the accounts again), the men were salivating for us.  We both wore no knickers that day and bending and kneeling to fasten Doris made sure we gave little glimpses of our nakedly waxed cunts to as many men as we could manage. 

Even though the men enjoyed, as always, the sight of Doris getting a sound caning, I think their attention was probably more focussed on us and the fact that in future sex with us would be expensive and yet desperately craved.  When we left the Friday room for the last time, with naked Doris still strapped to the horse and her cane-striped bottom obscenely drawn open by the straps, we made sure we kissed each of the men and felt their cocks through their trousers, letting them know we would be available on call within a few days.

The three of us burst out laughing as we left the building and headed for our new and luxurious apartments.


Chapter 8

The first thing I did was to engage a maid for each of us.  The maids would all live in and were chosen for their submissiveness as well as their ability to clean.  Mine was Filipino, Bronte’s was Chinese and Lily’s was Thai.  They all could speak reasonable English and we gathered them together on their first day of work to explain their duties.  We had recruited them via Mr Jackson from brothels so they were already expecting sex based employment.

I started by explaining their cleaning duties, which required them to clean the apartments completely every day, and have the job completed by 11am daily.  I explained that we would inspect the apartments before midday and that any imperfection was to be punishable.  In particular, I told them they would be beaten with a paddle for any failure in cleaning, as well as being spanked and caned by our clients.

‘You will obey us at all times,’ I continued, ‘Which means that whatever you are told to do, you just do immediately and without question.  Your duties are to keep the apartments clean, but also to service whatever other requirements you are given. We are whores and so are you.  We will allow clients to fuck you and you will suck them and give them your cunts and arses whenever we say.  You will be beaten for discipline and also for the pleasure of our clients.’

I gave them a list of services.  Straight sex was $300, blow job $200, anal sex $500, spanking $300 and caning $500.  I told them they would receive half of all fees paid by clients for their services.  Bronte and Lily were more expensive of course and I was dearest of all.  Mr Jackson had set a price of $5,000 for me to be caned.  Other prices for sex with the three principals were at our discretion, with no set price list.

I then showed the maids their uniforms.  A white low cut top with a loose elasticised bust allowed the top to expose the breasts or cover them.  The maids were instructed that after midday their breasts were always to be exposed.  A short black skirt with white underslip, together with black stay-ups, completed their costume. No underwear was allowed and the girls were told to get their pussies shaved immediately and kept that way by daily shaving or frequent waxing.  The skirts were short enough so that bending over would readily reveal the stocking tops and naked arse.  We told them that clients may well wish to finger them, which they were allowed to do without charge, but that any other acts were chargeable.

Then I showed them the punishment and discipline implements.  As we used to do at the firm, there was a paddle with the name of each maid on it.  We had the maids strip and get dressed in their maid uniforms and I was happy I had chosen the best looking and sexiest as my own.  It was part of my strategy to use the maid for at least half the sex we sold and therefore I needed a sexy and submissive girl as well as a hard worker.

I decided we would each give our own maid a hard beating with their paddle to show them we were serious.  I went first, bending my maid, who I called Thea, over a chair.  Then I lifted her skirt and spread her legs for the paddle.  She was in uniform so of course wore no underwear.

Before I spanked her I put my hand between her legs and tugged at her pubic hair.

‘If this is not all gone tomorrow, you’ll get the cane,’ I told her, and Bronte fetched the cane to show the new maids.  ‘Today though, it’s 20 questions, with one stroke of the paddle for each one you get wrong.’

I mixed some easy ones ‘Are you allowed pubic hair?’ with some hard ones ‘How much will you be paid if a client canes you?’ so that Thea ended up with eight whacks of the paddle.  Before each stroke I adjusted Thea’s legs and tweaked at the lips of her cunt to see if it was moist.  She was wet before the first strike and I was pleased to see that she got wetter with each carefully aimed slap of the paddle.  She had a firm, small bottom which marked nicely with each stroke, showing a slight redness increasing in intensity as each whack was administered.  I decided she would make an excellent whipping girl and one who would make us a lot of money.

We asked the others if they would like 20 questions too or just to get the eight strokes that Thea had received.  They both chose the eight so I had Bronte and Lily deliver their beatings while I sat and watched.  They all took the punishment well and we all enjoyed delivering it.  I got Bronte and Lily to pull open the maids’ cunts between each spank and both of them also were wet with the excitement.

We pulled down the maids’ tops and rolled up their skirts at the back so their breasts and newly-spanked bottoms were on show.  We then sat with a drink while they paraded in front of us and we debated what other services they should be given.  Bronte was keen for them to learn all ten of the duties we had performed at the law firm, while Lily, impressed at the way the open bodice exposed their pert, firm breasts and erect nipples, suggested we include an option for clients to cane or whip their bare tits.

‘We could buy suede floggers,’ she said, ‘so they wouldn’t get really hurt, but I bet we could sell a tit-flogging for heaps.’

‘Have you ever been whipped on the tits?’ I wanted to know.  I had been caned on the tits several times and knew how painful it was.

She said she hadn’t, but was happy to try it before we forced the maids to get it.  We agreed to buy a flogger and give it a try.

We also agreed to making the maids (and ourselves) available for each of the ten options from the law firm’s sex menu, as well as spankings and canings.  Like the spa menu in a 5 star hotel, I had the sex menu made into a beautiful little brochure, with soft focus pictures highlighting each of the choices.

Of course, we changed the words from legalistic to seductive, so now it read like this:

Absolute Indulgence

	The Traditional 


Your partner will be completely undressed and lying on the bed waiting for you.  She will undress you and after adjusting her position with pillows to provide the maximum enjoyment for you, will guide you into her.  She will then use her skills and experience to encourage you to an earth-moving climax. Feel free to stay inside to climax or to withdraw just in time if you love to see your climax spurting over your partner’s body.

	Sexy Striptease 


Sit comfortably with a drink while your partner performs a sexy striptease just for you.  Let her know in advance if you’d like her to leave any clothes on – maybe you’d like her to keep her stockings on.  When she’s naked she’ll undress you too and as you lie on the bed she’ll ease you into her and bring you slowly to a spectacular climax. 

	Choose your Pleasure 


Your beautiful partner will undress completely and prepare herself for your pleasure by arranging herself on hands and knees with her bottom well lubricated.  You may choose to access her bottom or her vagina.  Feel free to use her vagina first and then the narrower passage if that is your preference.  Climax in any hole you like!

	Old Fashioned Quickie 


Remember when you had sex with a girl in the alley behind the pub?  Recreate those halcyon days!  Your partner will be fully dressed waiting for you except she will have no knickers on.  Lift her onto your rampant cock or push her against the wall and fuck her! Climax into her cunt or spurt over her clothes – it’s your choice!

	The Forbidden Hole 


Relive the ecstasy of your first ever entry into a girl’s darkest passage! Your partner will be fully dressed when you arrive except for her knickers but already bent over the table, skirt raised and anus fully lubricated.  You don’t need to say a word – just take out your cock and slide it into her tight but accessible orifice.  Ram her as long as you like, remembering the first time you penetrated that forbidden treasure! Climax in her arse or shoot over her clothes, whatever you like!

	Arranged for Your Pleasure 


Your beautiful partner will be naked on your arrival and lying on the bed with cushions under her body to thrust her vagina and anus provocatively to your notice.  She will be so lubricated that you will be able to slide into whichever hole you wish, or one after another.  You’ll be able to thrust from above or behind her, whichever grants you the most satisfaction! Then climax in her cunt, up her arse or over her throbbing body!

	The Ultimate Blow Job 


When you arrive, your gorgeous partner will be fully dressed.  You may leave her like that, rip her shirt open to expose her breasts, strip her naked or just tear open enough clothes to give you eye candy while she does her job.  And that job is the Ultimate Blow Job!  She will take your cock into her mouth, and if you wish she will take it from there, kissing, sucking and deep-throating until you spurt uncontrollably into her stunning mouth.  Or take control if you like – hold her head and ram her throat as she kneels before you, or maybe lay her on the floor so you can fuck her mouth while frigging her cunt or squeezing her tits.  It’s the Ultimate, so do what you want!

	Sixty Nine 


Like to kiss pussy? Here’s one for you! Your lovely partner will be naked when you arrive and she will undress you too unless you prefer to stay clothed.  She will lie on the bed and take your cock in her mouth as she thrusts her cunt up to your own mouth.  She will be fully shaved and waxed so all you will taste is the marvellous flavour of girl.  Make her suck you for hours, or have her bring you to climax in an instant – it’s all about you! Pleasure her if you choose, but just to the extent that pleasuring rocks for you!

	Taken in Hand 


Another walk down memory lane!  Your delicious partner will be clothed when you arrive.  Pull her tits out if you like, or rip her panties off, or both!  But we suggest you leave her mostly clothed, to recreate the good old days when sometimes a hand job was all you could arrange!  She will undress you if you like or just take out your cock, which she will bring to a chattering climax using just her hands and maybe an occasional little kiss!

	Watching the Show 


Maybe you feel like just spectating? The stunning girl will be dressed when you arrive and you can order her to strip, or just remove key items of clothing.  Then let her pleasure herself to climax by using her hands and sex toys on her breasts, vagina, clitoris and anus, as she chooses.  Or, direct her yourself what to use and where to stimulate herself.  Or even, if you feel like taking a more active part, use your hands or manipulate the sex toys yourself.  Just don’t stop and don’t let her stop till she’s a jelly of climax! And feel free to climax yourself with judicious use of your hands on your cock.  For extra spice why not order an extra girl and have them pleasure each other while you watch!

	Spicing it Up with a Spanking 


Want more?  Why not try some discipline?  All our girls are available for punishment, whether spanking over your knee, old fashioned paddling or slippering that you’ll remember from schooldays, or for sterner punishment why not take the whip or the cane to your favourite girl’s backside?  Or for something different, you can flog a girl on her naked tits, or slap her face!  Sometimes you just have to deliver a good thrashing before you give her a good fucking!  Ask the girl of your choice to bring you her personalised paddle to lash her bottom with.  Or for regular clients we can get paddles, whips, canes and straps made to your specification so you can use your ideal implement on your favourite target!

	How about a Golden Shower? 


Everyone loves the feeling of spurting their seed into or onto a beautiful girl.  But why not add to that by giving her a taste of your other valuable fluid? You can piss over our girls, make them drink it or just enjoy spraying it over them.  Clothed or naked, it’s your choice!  And they will piss on you as well if you fancy that.  For an extra treat, consider pushing her head into the toilet, pissing on it and flushing it after.  Or don’t flush, leave her with your piss in her hair.  Or maybe flush it first, then piss over her!  Watersports are great fun and you can use the girls for whatever you want to - enjoy the feeling of releasing your urine into the face of a gorgeous lady.

	Kiss my Ass 


Do you like the feeling of a beautiful girl rimming you? Maybe you’ve never tried it!  Our girls are dedicated proponents of the fine art of rimming, where they will kiss your ass and tongue your secret hole until your cock is bursting for relief.

We were proud of the brochure and expected very good business to arrive.

The last thing I decided that we would not charge for services but purely on a time basis.  That had two or three advantages.  Firstly, it made us just like lawyers, paid by the hour regardless of what they did in the time.

Secondly, it avoided any issue about paid prostitution.  We made ourselves available for the time agreed, with a list of things we could play at, but everything we did in the paid time was just voluntary and consensual, not sex services.

Finally, it made for a more attractive selling proposition.  Clients could do anything they like to us, just constrained by the time.  I didn’t mind getting fucked repeatedly if a bloke had the stamina.  Far more of them would imagine they had the stamina than actually could demonstrate it however!

I priced Bronte and myself at $1,000 minimum (2 hours), and decided that excluded all spanking.  Every extra hour would be $300.  Only clients booking for 24 hours could spank ($3,000 for 24 hours).  They would have to book 48 hours ($5,000) if they wanted to use the cane.  Lily was priced at 20% discount and the maids at 50% discount.

The girls wanted to know how we could refuse certain services.

‘Easy,’ I explained, ‘everything we do is consensual.  All you have to do is explain that less than 24 hours you won’t agree to spanking and less than 48 hours you won’t agree to caning.’

I thought for a moment.  ‘Make sure you agree to nearly everything else though! We want a reputation as the girls that say yes, not no!’

I considered for another minute. 

‘We know there’s a lot of clients will want to spank,’ I mused aloud, ‘so I think we’ll let them spank the maids in a two hour session and cane them in a three hour.  Doesn’t matter if they get marked a bit, in fact it may make them more appealing to some clients.  But they need a 24 hour booking to spank the three of us.’

We all smiled at each other.

Business was going to be great and we would all get rich!


Chapter 9

I was not surprised that my first client was Mr Wilson, senior partner of my old firm.  He made an appointment by text and arrived on time at 3pm on Monday, the first day we were open for business.

‘Good afternoon, sir,’ I greeted him.

‘Good afternoon, my dear,’ he responded, ‘What an extraordinary apartment.’

He was looking around at the elegant and beautifully decorated room which bore no resemblance to a brothel, as all the equipment was in the main bedroom.

‘Yes indeed,’ I concurred, ‘would you like to see the working room?’

He agreed enthusiastically and I led him into the bedroom where facility for exercising any perversion was provided, as well as the big circular bed for straight sex.  Many of the instruments were copies of what the Friday Room held – canes, whips, spanking frames, etc.  But we’d added some sophisticated toys including stocks, pillories, candles for wax torture and a stunning array of vibrators and dildoes.

And, of course, the mechanical fucking machine, which I hadn’t tried yet.

I gave Mr Wilson the brochure which he studied with interest.

‘I am $500 per hour,’ I told him, ‘minimum of two hours.  For that you can do anything you want to me off the brochure, except spanking is only for 24 hour bookings, which costs $3,000 and caning me is only for 48 hour bookings which cost $5,000.’

He looked taken aback.

‘But I have caned you repeatedly,’ he protested.

‘Yes sir, so you should know it’s worth $5,000.’

‘But I can’t book you for 24 hours or 48 hours! I have to work, and go home to my wife.’

‘Yes sir,’ I fluttered, ‘but by booking me for 24 hours you can come and use me any time you want in that time.  I wouldn’t book another client so you could call in, spank or fuck me, then go back to your meeting.’

He looked excited at that prospect, but then sighed.  ‘Maybe I’ll just have oral.’

‘That’s fine sir, but still minimum charge of $1,000.’

He grumbled and complained, but in the end had no choice.  I wasn’t going to back down and had already decided I’d be charging by the hour even if he just begged for a quick fuck.  I’d been a lawyer (or a paralegal at least) long enough to know that hourly rates, regardless of whether you did anything useful in the time, were the lifeblood of a successful firm.

After he agreed, I told him it was cash now or I could invoice him for two hours of service (but then would have to add tax).  Of course, getting an invoice would mean he could treat it as a tax-deductible expense, so I guessed that was what he’d do.

He asked me to send an invoice, but I explained we didn’t work that way.  Until they qualified for a credit account, everything was cash upfront.  I emailed the invoice to his firm and Doris, their accountant, was instructed to pay it immediately.  Only when I saw the confirmation of payment did I smile at my former senior partner and tell him I was now entirely at his disposal.

I was dressed how I would have been at my old firm – black skirt, white shirt, black jacket, stockings and elegant lacy underwear.

He made me strip to my underwear, which I did with a lot of sexy wriggling.  I was always happy to put on a show and when I was wearing just my lacy white low-cut bra, displaying just a hint of aureole around the erect nipples, and open crotch lace knickers, with black stockings, I was confident I could make a corpse get a hard-on.

‘Ask me anything,’ I crooned, ‘I hope I can agree to your heart’s desire, sir.’

Our first client, who had sworn not to betray his wife by fucking the girls’ cunts.  He had somehow convinced himself that oral sex and anal sex did not qualify as infidelity.  I presumed he didn’t get blow jobs from his wife and I would be even more astonished if she let him plunder her arse.

What would he choose? I knew that the other girls were watching on the TV screens, probably making bets on what he’d choose.  At last he made his mind up.

‘Suck me,’ he commanded.

I knelt before him and unzipped his trousers.  I was in two minds what to do, whether to bring him off quickly or give him a long and tantalising session. I genuinely wanted to give him the best time, as we were starting out in business, so I decided the best plan would be to make him spurt quickly and then ease him into a second go in an hour or so.  That way he’d cum at least twice in the two hours and the second one would be the slow and memorable one.

I pulled his cock free and took him into my mouth, feeling his prick swell as I licked and sucked.  I stroked the shaft with one hand while with the other I pulled his pants down and started edging his arsehole.

I had never known a man who could resist blowing his load in under two minutes with my tongue and lips caressing his cock helmet while his shaft, balls and arse were being tickled and stroked all together.

Mr Wilson was no exception.  It was barely a minute before he stuttered and moaned and spurted his cum into my mouth.  I clutched his buttocks to urge his prick deeper into my mouth as he spunked and even edged inside his arsehole with a finger.  This made his cock flick up a little harder and was a trick I’d used many times before as a man was spunking his load.

When he had pulsed all his semen into my mouth I pulled away from him and smiled up at him, opening my mouth to show his seed on my tongue.

Then I flicked it back into my mouth and swallowed, murmuring an appreciative ‘mmmm’.

I took his prick back into my mouth to clean it off and suck the last drop of semen.

‘You are so clever to use me so quickly,’ I said, still kneeling before him, ‘now you’ve got so much time left to fuck me again.’

I was determined to convince him that $1,000 was a bargain for unlimited fucks, rather than a scandalous expense for a quick blowjob.

‘After you have a little rest,’ I continued, still on my knees and gently stroking his cock, ‘you can think if you’d like to do my mouth again, or maybe fuck my cunt or my arse.’

His prick twitched in my hand as it responded to his mind processing what his body could do to me.  I gave it a little kiss and tucked it back in his underpants.

Then I rose to my feet and stood with my legs apart, so he couldn’t help looking at my cunt lips poking through my tiny open crotch panties.

‘Would you like to watch me do something sir?’ I asked as I thrust my nearly-bare tits towards him.

He licked his dry lips.  ‘Such as?’

‘I could masturbate, or use a sex toy, or get my maid to come in and put me to the fucking machine?’

‘You have a maid?’

‘Oh yes sir, and she’s available for your use at a big discount compared to Bronte and me.’

He licked his lips again and I could see he was intrigued.

‘She’s Filipino,’ I said, ‘would you like to have a look at her?’

‘That would be interesting,’ he replied.


Chapter 10

I pressed the bell and a minute later Thea came in.  She was wearing her black skirt and white top, with stockings and heels.  As it was after midday, her top was pulled down to expose her bare breasts.

She was looking gorgeous with luxuriant black hair, black eyes, pale olive skin and perfect features.  Her tits were firm and her nipples large and erect.

‘This is Thea, my maid,’ I said to Thea.  Thea curtsied, as she had been instructed.

‘Thea, this is Mr Wilson, a most important client,’ I told her.  ‘He may wish to use you from time to time.  If you fail to give him absolute satisfaction at any time, I will thrash you.  Is that clear?’

‘Yes miss,’ she replied submissively.

Mr Wilson smiled appreciatively.

‘So there are exceptions to needing a 24 hour booking for spanking,’ he remarked.

‘Yes sir,’ I agreed.  ‘The maids can be spanked by hand during a two hour session and with implements for three or more hours.  I of course will also punish them for any transgression, rather like you used to beat me in the Friday Room.’

‘I disciplined you, rather than beat you,’ he reproved me.

‘It often felt more like a beating than a discipline session,’ I laughed, ‘but I’m sure you are right sir.’

I turned my attention back to Thea. 

‘Mr Wilson often likes to use girls’ arses for both spanking and buggery,’ I told Thea.  ‘Bend over so he can see what he would be getting.’

As she bent over, her short skirt rode up to show her cunt and arse to excellent advantage, framed by the skirt and the contrasting white slip and highlighted by the black stay-up stockings.

‘We keep the girls’ arses open with plugs, sir, so you can be assured of a tight but comfortable fit if you choose to bugger her,’ I told Mr Wilson, encouraging him to finger her anus.

‘I think this arse should take a cock rather well,’ he observed, pushing a finger into her brown hole. Looks like she’s had a little attention, too.’ He was noticing the red marks on her bottom from when I had smacked her yesterday.

‘Just a paddling,’ I confirmed, ‘so she is aware of what to expect.  She takes a beating well and the olive skin marks just nicely, as you can see.  I haven’t had occasion to cane her yet, but I expect it won’t be long.  Or of course a client may choose to cane her just for pleasure.’

‘So if I book you I can use the maid as well?’ he asked me.

‘No sir, unless you pay her rate as well,’ I replied, ‘but if there are activities you wish to carry out that require assistance, one of the maids will attend.  You may finger them as you have just done with no extra charge, but otherwise they are not available for your use.’

He continued to finger Thea’s bottom and now used his other hand to feel her bare tits.

‘I brought her here in case you wished to use the fucking machine on me sir,’ I reminded him.  ‘A maid is needed to operate it safely.’ 

‘What if I want to use the machine on her?’

‘She is available for half my price, sir,’ I told him, ‘so another $500 and you can do nearly anything you want to her for two hours.’

He smiled happily.

‘Excellent,’ he said, ‘put her to the fucking machine.’

I knew better than to give away services for free, so I quickly got him to sign a contract for $500 for Thea’s services, then made her bend over the whipping bench.  This positioned her with wrists and ankles strapped to the bench legs and made her cunt and arse gape wide for human or mechanical fucking.

As I moved the machine into position I thought of another idea.

‘Perhaps you’d like to fuck her in the arse, while the machine does her in the cunt, sir?’ I asked.

He smiled more broadly.

‘An excellent idea, but is it practical?’

‘Oh yes sir, the machine will just have a shaft ramming the dildo into her cunt.  You can easily stand over it and be in perfect position to fuck her arse.  As you can see, strapped to the bench she is well presented.’

He surveyed her critically.  ‘She’s a little low,’ he complained.

‘Easily adjusted, sir,’ I responded smoothly and cranked up the back legs of the spanking horse.  They had about six inches of height adjustment and I lifted it so she was in perfect setting for his cock to ram into her.

The fucking machine was highly adjustable and I got that ready as well.  There was a wide selection of dildoes, from small and vibratory to huge and brutal.  I showed several to Mr Wilson, advising him to choose a smallish one so as not to detract Thea’s attention completely from the reaming of her arse that he would be enjoying.

I was of course still dressed only in crotchless knickers, a half-bra and stockings, normally gear which gets men drooling.  I was half amused and half irritated that he basically was ignoring me as he contemplated the double penetration of my little maid.

Then I smiled to myself.  Here I was, getting ready to help my former boss bugger a girl, and getting well paid for it!  I had nothing to endure, no punishment to dread.  I had already put $1,500 in the bank today.

This had to be the best way to earn a living ever contemplated.  And tomorrow, I already knew, all three of us had bookings and I was sure we’d get some use from the maids as well.

I was a whore, but a happy one!
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