
        
            
                
            
        

    
Legal Relations

by

River Hampton


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.

At the law firm Skirdle Partners, the girls know their place.  They are subject to strict discipline in matters of dress and deportment, with any errors punished by spanking.

But now, the senior partner has announced that in future the girls will also be available for the gentlemen of the firm to use for sex.

The girls of the firm are extremely well paid, and the work is interesting and challenging.

But will they agree to getting used as sex slaves as well as being spanked and punished?

If they do, what will it be like for the girls being raffled off every week for one of their randomly selected work colleagues to fuck?

One thing is for sure, if the girls agree, the sex and punishments are consensual and constitute Legal Relations!
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Chapter 1

I had been working at Skirdle Partners, boutique law firm, for more than six months when the bombshell was dropped.  After my three months’ probation, I had been initiated into the rituals and disciplines of the firm.  There were only sixteen staff, including the two partners; eight men and eight girls.  We girls were subject to strict discipline, in terms of dress code, moral rectitude, deportment, behaviour such as respect to the gentlemen and an exacting work ethic.  Any deviation from the standard expected was punished by spanking, caning, strapping or other physical discipline, administered by the male staff after adjudication by the partners.  These punishments were carried out in the ‘Friday Room’, opened at 5.30 pm on Fridays for the express purpose of chastising the female staff and for the degree of socialising which this highly disciplined law firm considered appropriate.

In addition to the punishments delivered on Fridays, all male staff were entitled to spank every girl for no cause.  These spanks were, however, strictly controlled.  Each gentleman could administer a single spank to each girl once a week, and that spank must be delivered over the girl’s panties, not on the bare bottom.

I had become accustomed to the regime surprisingly easily and quickly.  My principal irritation was not so much getting spanked as some of the indignities certain gentlemen on the staff could subject the women to as part of the standards checking.  For example, the dress code required a tailored skirt except in summer (when dresses were permitted), which must be less than two inches above the knee and no more than two inches below the knee.  It was also required to be ‘not of excessive tightness’, so as to facilitate the gentlemen being able to raise the skirt whenever they chose to spank the girls over their knickers.

Some of the male staff rejoiced in being able to make the girls kneel to have their skirts measured, or stand close to the gentleman while he tested the raising of the skirt to determine if it was too tight.

Another requirement was that the girls were required to maintain their pubic hair neatly and with no hairs greater than one inch long.  Most of us simply stayed shaved or waxed, being the easiest way to adhere to this rule.  However, I think every girl would be ordered at least once or twice a week to subject herself to a ‘pube check’.  The gentleman would order the girl to raise her skirt and he would then pull her panties down ostensibly to ensure the regulation was not breached.

These expressions of male dominant behaviour were perhaps to be expected in an environment where the men enjoyed such power to spank and otherwise chastise their female colleagues, but all of us girls found it a bit hard to bear sometimes.  Another reason for their doing it was, we believed, to irritate us and provoke us to some rebellious act, which would then entitle the gentleman to punish the girl in the Friday Room.

But regardless of these petty indignities, I had become accustomed to the discipline and although I often went home on Friday night with a striped bottom from the cane or a blue blistered one from my own personal paddle (each girl was given her own personalised paddle after their probation period, used exclusively on her behind), I loved the work and the money and rather liked the tingly feeling of a spanking.

The bombshell was however caused by what was deemed outrageous behaviour between myself and Lily, the latest recruit.  I had no previous inclination to lesbian behaviour, but was irresistibly attracted to her (and she to me).  We were caught in the act of our naked coupling.  As a major breach of the moral code, besides the fact that we were fucking in the firm’s time, we were subject to a vicious and sustained punishment of flogging and humiliation. 

During the few days which preceded the Friday Room punishment for Lily and me, the whole firm was buzzing with rumours of some new announcement.  At first we thought it was merely that because of our appalling behaviour, meriting a punishment more severe than any carried out in the firm before, every other girl who had been scheduled for a beating that Friday had their sentence remitted.

All other punishments were indeed cancelled, but it was after Lily and me had been thoroughly thrashed that the major announcement was given.

The partners had decided that our behaviour was expressive of the lack of sexual contact between male and female staff, and informed us that henceforth the gentlemen would be granted permission not merely to spank and discipline the girls, but to fuck them as well.

I didn’t think anything could divert my attention from my battered and bruised body, where I had been whipped ragged, but that did!

We were given the weekend to worry and speculate about what the new policy would really mean, and everyone had to attend on Monday morning to find out.

At first, I had decided that I would just resign from the firm.  There was no way that I would put up with being used as a fucktoy for my male colleagues.  But then as I thought about it, my intense life at the law firm meant that I had no opportunity for a relationship outside the firm.  We worked so hard that it was too tiring to think of socialising after work, and in any case, it would have been challenging in the extreme to have to explain my frequently whipped bottom to a boyfriend.

I missed sex, and wasn’t going to get it outside the firm.  Plus, I’d bought an apartment based on the substantial salary I was earning and there was no way I could pay the mortgage with a lesser amount of earnings.  One thing about the firm was the salaries were much higher than comparable firms.

So at least I was going to wait and see what the partners said.  My frame of mind had changed from probably leaving to probably staying.  I knew from a flurry of phone calls over the weekend that most of the girls were also thinking the same.


Chapter 2

On Monday, after repeating the bald fact that in future we girls would be available for the sexual use of the gentlemen, ‘subject to strict rules’, the senior partner, Mr Wilson, started to explain those new rules.

Before he did so, he made everyone move to the Friday Room, which had never been opened as far as I was aware except at 5.30 on Fridays.  The wheel where Lily and I had been punished was still set up.

‘I want to remind you all that it was the requirement for us to thrash these two girls for their licentious behaviour,’ Mr Wilson indicated me and Lily, ‘that has resulted in these changes.  Therefore, I will require them to strip down to how they were punished on Friday before I continue.’

Both Lily and I knew far better than to argue with Mr Wilson, so quickly undressed down to our stockings, suspenders and shoes, displaying our naked bodies still marked with the whips and canes which had savaged us a few days before.

A buzz of conversation accompanied both our stripping down and as we stood virtually naked, with laughter and lewd remarks from the men and shocked gasps from the girls the most prevalent elements.

The two partners, Mr Wilson and Mr Knightley, ran hands exploringly over our bodies with evident satisfaction before continuing. 

‘You can see the effect a sound beating has had on these girls.  While we have every expectation it has achieved a salutary effect on their behaviour, we feel we have a duty to see if we can contrive a legitimate way in which all staff may exercise their understandable proclivities in the future so such extreme punishment will be unnecessary,’ Mr Wilson announced.

We have decided that there will be an amendment to the contract of employment for all staff,’ Mr Wilson told us, ‘Mr Kingsley is distributing these amendments now.  As you can see, the amended agreement provides that staff agree to certain intimacies with their colleagues on a pre-determined basis.  I will give you all a chance to read the amendment before I continue.’

Just then Mr Kingsley, who was the other partner, handed me a paper, and I almost forgot my naked humiliation as I read it.

It was headed ‘Intimate Contact Sessions’ and read as follows:

The undersigned female agrees to the following amendments to her contract of employment and consents to complying with all requirements of this deed of amendment including (without limitation) accepting any punishment deemed appropriate by the Partners for any breach of this deed.

	Regular Discipline Reminders


The permission for male staff to spank female staff to provide regular reminders by means of delivering a maximum of one spank per female per week is hereby revoked.  Instead, each female may be spanked up to five spanks per week by hand from her Designated Partner for that week.  The female may be spanked on the bare bottom or over her panties.  The male may require the female to raise her skirt and take her knickers down or off, or may perform this act himself.  No witness is required, but the female may request a witness, who must be male.  The female may refuse to be spanked if she is menstruating, but on conclusion of the period must present herself to the male for the spanks to be delivered if he so requires.  If the menstruation lasts for the entire week, the female must request the five spanks the following week (even though it would result in her receiving ten spanks that week).  The male may require the female to adopt any reasonable position to receive the spanks, including over the male’s lap.

	Designated Partner


Each Friday Room gathering will see each female select a numbered token from the relevant bowl at random.  Each male will then randomly select a numbered token from the male bowl.  The male with the number corresponding to the female’s number will be that female’s Designated Partner for the following week.

	Intimate Contact Sessions


Each Designated Partner is entitled to a maximum of three intimate contact sessions with his female during that week.  Each session has a maximum duration of 30 minutes and must comply with one of the ten Permitted Activities.  Any breach of this rule by the female (e.g. by failing to participate effectively or being unco-operative) will be punished at the next Friday Room.

	Permitted Activities


The following are the ten Permitted Activities which the Designated Partner may require:

	Missionary Sex


The female will strip naked prior to the arrival of the Designated Partner and at the designated time will be lying on the bed and will accept the Designated Partner’s penis into her vagina and will endeavour by means of manipulation of pelvic muscles and other reasonable means to encourage the Designated Partner to a satisfactory climax.  The Designated Partner may choose to ejaculate into her vagina or may withdraw and ejaculate over her body.

The female is permitted to shower and dress following this activity.

	Striptease and Girl on Top


The female will perform a striptease commencing from a fully clothed state and finishing naked unless the Designated Partner orders her to stop (e.g. to leave her stockings on).  The female will then remove as much of the Designated Partner’s clothing as he instructs and then while he lies on the bed she will bestride him, take his penis into her vagina and by means of manipulation of pelvic muscles and other reasonable means encourage the Designated Partner to a satisfactory climax.  The Designated Partner may choose to ejaculate into her vagina or may withdraw and ejaculate over her body.

The female is permitted to shower and dress following this activity.

	Doggy Style, Choice of Hole


The female will strip naked prior to the arrival of the Designated Partner and at the designated time will be on all fours on the floor having ensured her anus is well lubricated.  The Designated Partner may choose to insert his penis into her vagina or her anus, but if he chooses to penetrate her anus first he cannot then penetrate her vagina.  If he chooses to penetrate her vagina first, he may subsequently penetrate her anus.  The female will endeavour by means of manipulation of pelvic muscles and other reasonable means to encourage the Designated Partner to a satisfactory climax.  The Designated Partner may choose to ejaculate into her vagina or anus or may withdraw and ejaculate over her body.

The female is permitted to shower and dress following this activity.

	Knee-trembler Quickie


The female will remove her knickers on the arrival of the Designated Partner and will raise her skirt to enable him to achieve ready access to her vagina with his penis.  The female will endeavour by means of manipulation of pelvic muscles and other reasonable means to encourage the Designated Partner to a satisfactory climax.  The Designated Partner may choose to ejaculate into her vagina or may withdraw and ejaculate over her body, even though this would result in her clothes becoming marked with semen.

The female will leave the semen on her clothing for the remainder of the day and will wear the semen-marked clothing unless she is required to attend a client interview.  Females are required to retain an additional costume in the office in order to change for a client interview.

Unless required to change clothes for a client interview, the female will not shower after this activity.

	Clothed Rear Penetration


The female will remove her knickers prior to the arrival of the Designated Partner and at the designated time will be bent over the table having ensured her anus is well lubricated.  Other than having no knickers on she will remain fully clothed.  The female will use her hands to pull her buttock cheeks apart so as to render her anus as accessible as possible.  The Designated Partner will insert his penis into her anus and the female will endeavour by means of manipulation of pelvic muscles and other reasonable means to encourage the Designated Partner to a satisfactory climax.  The Designated Partner may choose to ejaculate into her anus or may withdraw and ejaculate over her body, even though this would result in her clothes becoming marked with semen.

The female will leave the semen on her clothing for the remainder of the day and will wear the semen-marked clothing unless she is required to attend a client interview.  Females are required to retain an additional costume in the office in order to change for a client interview.

The female is permitted to shower after this activity but must resume her clothing, even if marked with semen, unless required to attend a client meeting.

	Cushioned Rear Access


The female will strip naked prior to the arrival of the Designated Partner and at the designated time will be on lying face down on the bed with two cushions under her pelvis so as to thrust her buttocks into a position of ready access.  She will ensure her anus is well lubricated.  The Designated Partner may choose to insert his penis into her vagina or her anus, but if he chooses to penetrate her anus first he cannot then penetrate her vagina.  Should he choose to penetrate her vagina first, he may subsequently penetrate her anus.  The female will endeavour by means of manipulation of pelvic muscles and other reasonable means to encourage the Designated Partner to a satisfactory climax.  The Designated Partner may choose to ejaculate into her vagina or anus or may withdraw and ejaculate over her body.

The female is permitted to shower and dress following this activity.

	Oral Relief and Swallow


The female will remain clothed prior to the arrival of the Designated Partner.  On his arrival, she may be required to expose her breasts but will otherwise remain clothed.  He may undress himself, require her to undress him, or remain clothed except for exposing his penis.

She will then be required to adopt any reasonable position commanded by the Designated Partner to enable him to have access to her mouth and throat.  He may choose to hold her head to facilitate his access and thrust into her mouth and throat or may require her to kiss and suck his penis while he does not otherwise touch her, except he may manipulate her breasts. The female will endeavour by means of all reasonable means to encourage the Designated Partner to a satisfactory climax and will accept the semen into her mouth and swallow it unless ordered to spit it out (e.g. if she is commanded to smear it over her breasts).

The Designated Partner may also choose to withdraw from her mouth and ejaculate over her face, hair and/or body, even though this would result in her person and clothes becoming marked with semen.

The female will leave the semen on her person and clothing for the remainder of the day and will wear the semen-marked clothing unless she is required to attend a client interview.  She is not permitted to wash semen out of her hair, face, body or clothes unless she is required to attend a client interview.  Females are required to retain an additional costume in the office in order to change for a client interview.

	Sixty Nine


The female will strip naked prior to the arrival of the Designated Partner.  On his arrival she may be required to undress the Designated Partner or he may choose to undress himself.  She will then be required to adopt any reasonable position commanded by the Designated Partner to enable him to have access to her mouth and throat with his penis and for him to access her vagina with his mouth.  The female will endeavour by means of all reasonable means to encourage the Designated Partner to a satisfactory climax.  The Designated Partner may choose to ejaculate over her face or body or into her mouth, in which case she will swallow it unless ordered to spit it out (e.g. if she is commanded to smear it over her breasts).

The Designated Partner may also choose to withdraw from her mouth and ejaculate over her face, hair and/or body, even though this would result in her person becoming marked with semen.

The female will leave the semen on her person for the remainder of the day unless she is required to attend a client interview.  She is not permitted to wash semen out of her hair, face or body unless she is required to attend a client interview.  She is permitted to put her clothes back on, despite the fact this may inhibit the gentlemen of the firm being able to see her semen-stained body.

	Hand Job


The female will remain clothed prior to the arrival of the Designated Partner.  On his arrival she may be required to expose her breasts but will otherwise remain clothed.  She will then be required to remove any clothes of the Designated Partner as he instructs or simply to expose his penis.  The female will endeavour by means of her hands only to encourage the Designated Partner to a satisfactory climax and will accept the semen as directed by the Designated Partner, e.g. to be squirted over her face, breasts, clothes, or as instructed.  She may then be ordered to scoop it with her fingers into her mouth and swallow it.

The Designated Partner may choose to ejaculate over her face, hair and/or body, even though this would result in her person and clothes becoming marked with semen.

The female will leave the semen on her person and clothing for the remainder of the day and will wear the semen-marked clothing unless she is required to attend a client interview.  She is not permitted to wash semen out of her hair, face, body or clothes unless she is required to attend a client interview.  Females are required to retain an additional costume in the office in order to change for a client interview.

	Self Relief and Display


The female will strip naked prior to the arrival of the Designated Partner.  On his arrival she will be required to adopt any reasonable position commanded by the Designated Partner to enable him to have sight of her body including her vagina.  The female will then use her hands to stimulate her breasts, nipples, vagina, clitoris and (if so instructed by the Designated Partner) her anus, until she achieves a satisfactory climax.  The Designated Partner may choose to assist in the stimulation with his hands, dildo, butt plug or a vibrator or may simply choose to watch.  The female will also use those devices if ordered to by the Designated Partner.  The female will continue to masturbate until commanded to stop by the Designated Partner.

The female is permitted to shower and dress following this activity.

	Instructions and Menstruation


The Designated Partner will advise the female with at least five minutes’ notice as to which Activity he requires and which room to attend.  He may simply say ‘Number three, room two, 11 o’clock’.  The female will then ensure she is ready on time.  In the event the female is menstruating she may decline to be penetrated in her vagina or to masturbate, provided she advises the Designated Partner at the time he gives her the order to be ready.  She must accept any other Activity however, including being penetrated in the anus.

	Spanking During Permitted Activities


The Designated Partner may choose to deliver any or all of the five spanks prior to or following any Permitted Activity. He may also choose any other time during the week to spank her.


Chapter 3

As I read this astonishing document I glanced around and saw smiling men and open-mouthed girls.  Clearly the men knew what was coming and the girls had no idea.

‘You will observe,’ Mr Wilson stated pedantically, ‘that in a number of activities the female is required to display, for the remainder of the day, the evidence of sexual activity, by not removing sperm from her clothes or body.  This is because we feel it will be pleasing to other staff to observe girls in that state.’

This was greeted by stunned silence from the girls and low chuckles from the men.

Then Mr Wilson spoke again.  ‘Lorna,’ he beckoned.  She came over to him.

‘You will notice that this agreement requires females to accept penetration in the anus,’ He said blandly.  ‘Some of you may be unused to this form of intimacy.  Lorna is aware of this requirement as she typed this amendment and pointed this fact out to me and we have been taking steps to ensure the issue is addressed.  Show them, my dear.’

Lorna then turned her back to us, reached under her skirt and pulled down her knickers.  Then she stepped out of her knickers, pulled up her skirt and bent over so her bottom was fully on show. 

‘Legs further apart,’ Mr Wilson ordered.  As she parted her legs we could see a black plug in her arse.  Mr Wilson pulled her arse cheeks part so we could see it better.

‘Lorna has never been penetrated in her anus,’ Mr Wilson announced calmly.  ‘We are therefore gradually helping her to be able to accept a penis there by stretching her anus with this butt plug.  Each two or three days I shall replace it with a slightly larger one until I am confident she can be penetrated without danger of tearing.  Each of you will be provided with a set of graduated butt plugs to assist you in preparing your anuses for penetration.’

He pulled the plug out of her arse to show us.  It was about three inches long and had a bulbous end which would presumably stop it falling out.  He then ordered Lorna to pull her cheeks open and he pushed the plug back into her arse.  He gave her bum a pat and told her to get dressed.

‘Are there any questions?’ he asked.

I couldn’t think straight so had nothing to ask or say.  All the other girls said nothing as well.  Actually it was always a good idea to say nothing at these gatherings.  Only if questions from the girls were specially requested did they tend to be welcome. 

Then one of the men, Mr Stead, put up his hand and asked ‘Can’t we choose which girl we get?’

‘No,’ Mr Wilson replied, ‘the fairest way is to select at random.’

‘Are we allowed to exchange girls with another gentleman?’ Mr Stead persisted.

‘No,’ Mr Wilson told him, ‘You have to stick to the girl you win in the lottery, or it doesn’t stay random.’

‘But we might end up with the same girl two weeks running! Or we might never win one particular girl.  Out of the eight available the odds must be high that one or two of them elude you for months, while you keep getting the same one time after time.’

Mr Wilson was clearly becoming irritated.  ‘There are ten different activities you can require your partner to perform,’ he said sternly, ‘so even if you got the same girl three weeks in a row you could have sex a different way for each of the nine consecutive encounters.’

Mr Stead subsided.  I guessed that what wanted was to guarantee a way he could get hold of Chloe to fuck.  We all noticed him lusting after her.

I shivered in my nakedness.  Usually in the Friday Room the girls who had been beaten were the centre of attention after their punishment and were given drinks, had their bruises and wheals felt and stroked and generally pampered.  Of course, they had to stay half naked while this happened, but at least they were the focal point.  Now, even though Lily and I had received the most severe thrashing I had known to take place during my time at the firm, it was of course three days ago.

We were still sore, still heavily marked from the beatings, but we were being ignored as everyone talked and debated the new proposals.

I pulled myself to my feet and tottered towards Mr Wilson.  I felt cold and my nipples were hard.  As I approached him I moved the contract for sex which I had been using to cover my pubes to instead cover my erect nipples, in case he thought I was excited sexually by the proposed changes.  Of course, nothing escaped Mr Wilson.  Before I could ask if Lily and I could put some clothes on, he ordered me to lower the paper and show my whipped breasts.  He put his hand over my right breast and rubbed my firm nipple between his fingers and thumb.

‘I love to punish you,’ he said, squeezing my nipple, ‘I am sure you will be one of the stars of our Activities.  You are always wet here,’ and he slid his hand into my cunt, ‘hard here,’ digging his nails into my nipple, ‘and I expect your bottom hole is perfect as well.’

I was a little surprised he didn’t try to finger my arse.  Of course, I would have let him as I would have let anyone do anything that day.

I asked him if we could get dressed.

‘Yes my dear,’ he said, and when some of the men protested that girls who had been beaten were required to stay nude for the whole of the Friday Room, he told them they would have chance enough to get what he jocularly called ‘up close and personal’ with the girls very soon, and that in any case this was not a regular Friday Room, being Monday morning.

Lily and I got our clothes back on and sat down gingerly to hear the rest of what Mr Wilson had to say.

‘This week will be the last week of the existing contracts,’ he announced.  ‘By Friday all girls must have returned their signed amended contracts which I have given you tonight and next Friday Room we will have the first draws to assign Designated Partners.’

I saw Mr Kingsley crossing the room carrying a pile of little cases.  He put them on the table next to Mr Wilson.

Mr Wilson picked up one of the small leather-bound cases and opened it to display its contents.  ‘Each girl will get one of these,’ he told us.

Then he took out each individual item, holding it up to show us.  There were six different size butt plugs, all shaped like the one he had pulled from Lorna’s arse, but varying diameters.

‘I recommend you start with the narrower ones and work up towards being able to accept the wide plugs,’ Mr Kingsley interjected.

Then Mr Wilson showed us three different sized vibrators and dildos, a large tube of KY jelly, and six leather straps.  He told us that the straps were to fit around the ankles, wrists and neck.  The sixth strap was to join the two wrist straps in the event it was judged expedient to fasten the girl’s hands behind her back.

Bronte put up her hand and asked what the straps were for.

‘You didn’t say we had to be tied up,’ she said, ‘and there’s nothing about being strapped down or tied in the document.’

‘That’s another special feature,’ Mr Kingsley told us. ‘Some weeks, as well as the ten standard Permitted Activities, there will be a ‘special’.  Some of those specials will permit the Designated Partner to restrain the girl, so the straps are provided for use in those circumstances.’

‘Does that mean we may be beaten for no reason?’ Bronte wanted to know.

‘I can’t say with complete certainty that specials will never contain physical punishment,’ Mr Wilson said, ‘But generally we believe that gentlemen will be limited to applying the standard five spanks a week.  Of course, these may in future be on the bare, and if the girl is strapped for another purpose they may be delivered while she is restrained in that position.’

I thought about being tied down naked while alone with a man and having him spank me or maybe beat me with a cane or crop.  Despite my painful condition I could feel the familiar excitement and was happy I was dressed again so no-one would see my cunt getting wet.

No-one had much to say after this and we all left the Friday Room and went back to work. 


Chapter 4

Over the next few days my resolve wavered.  I loved my job, I loved the money I made and the apartment I was able to enjoy because of the money.  I had to admit I found the spankings exciting and I knew that even though not all the men were to my taste I had frequent sexual fantasies about some of them and relished the feel of their erect cocks under my body if I was over a man’s knee for a spanking.

On Wednesday I rang Lily.  She said she was feeling ok and had justified her obviously frail condition to her mother by saying she had taken too much exercise at work.  Her mum obviously thought that meant she’d been for too long a run at lunchtime, but that was what she was supposed to think.  Lily had been careful to be a very dutiful girl over the weekend as she couldn’t contemplate what would happen if she gave her stepfather an opportunity for punishing her.  The sight of her bruised and whip-striped body would probably cause him to inflict even worse punishment.

I asked her if she was going to sign the new contract.  She seemed surprised I had any qualms. 

‘Surely you’ve always wanted to fuck these guys,’ she said.

‘Not all of them,’ I replied, ‘Can you say you honestly want to see Mr Wilson naked?’

‘I think he’d be pretty good,’ she reposted, ‘He’s the man with the power and that probably comes out of his prick too.’

I thought about that.  ‘And what about having that bastard Thatcher fucking your arse?’ I demanded.

‘He is a bastard, you’re right, but he’s hot too.  I bet he’s got a big thick cock.  I’d love to suck him.’

‘Well if it’s that thick, you wouldn’t want it up your bum.’

‘That’s what the butt plugs are for,’ she said, ‘I’m already wearing the third biggest.  I’m going to get myself stretched well enough to take the thickest cock up there.  I told you I like arse fucking, even from my bastard of a stepdad.’

It was clear she was going to accept the new conditions.  I rang Lorna as well and she was all in favour.

‘It’s been months since I had a good fuck,’ she told me, ‘I think it was me who gave Mr Wilson the whole idea for this.  I’m really looking forward to it, even the arse fucking.’

She told me she too was up to the third thickest butt plug and was sure she’d be able to take a prick up there.

I rang Bronte too, and was amazed to find she was also thrilled at the whole concept.  ‘I like to be spanked,’ she said, ‘But getting fucked as well will be dreamy.’

Finally I rang Doris, thinking at least here I’d find a voice of reason.

‘I can’t get this butt plug in,’ she wailed, ‘I’m really worried I’m not going to be able to get a prick up there.’

She hadn’t contemplated for a moment not accepting the new terms.  All she was worried about was being able to take a prick up her arse.  Before I knew what I was saying I agreed to go over to her flat and help her insert a butt plug.   ‘I’ll put one in you too,’ she reassured me.

I rang all the other girls as well and they all had the same reaction.  No-one was thinking of leaving work, but they were all concerned about anal sex.  It was just the ability to take a prick in the arse that worried everyone.  Lily I phoned last, but she was more worried about whether the whip marks would have faded before she started having sex at work.

I supposed I would have to join the others and agree to the new conditions.  In the meantime, I went round to Doris’s flat to help her push a butt plug in.  She stripped off her shorts and knickers and bent over a table while I examined her arsehole.  It sure was tight.  I used my finger and the tube of jelly to ease it a little and chose the thinnest of the butt plugs to push into her.  By pulling her bum cheeks apart and applying more jelly I managed to slide it into her and I must admit I rather enjoyed doing it.  She gasped and wriggled very prettily and had a lovely bum.  I’d seen it before of course, but only when it was being beaten, so it was a new pleasure to have access to it and also to examine her cunt.  I told her that her pubes were getting dangerously long and she asked if I’d trim her.

I found an electric shaver in her bathroom and carefully trimmed her pubes as close as I could, which exposed her cunt lips very nicely.  I was actually tempted to suggest I kissed her there but thought that so soon after my thrashing it would not be a good idea to invite another one.  Doris might tell someone and then someone else and before I knew it I’d be trussed to the wheel being whipped again.

Next day was Sunday and I wasn’t surprised to find Doris rang me again.  She’d taken the plug out to have a shit and couldn’t get it back in again.  Of course I went round and inserted it for her.  Actually I was surprised to find that even after less than 24 hours it was easier to get it in her than it had been before.  Clearly these things worked.  When I got back to my own flat I selected a mid range plug from the collection provided in the box Mr Wilson had given us and carefully inserted it in my own arsehole.  It didn’t hurt and was actually quite a pleasant sensation.  I tried to think the last time I’d had a cock up there and decided it was nearly a year, well before I’d started this job.


Chapter 5

On Thursday my first job at work was in the Ladies toilets, pushing the second-smallest butt plug into Doris.  She’d taken the other out again at home that morning and decided to move up to a slightly bigger one.  I was wearing one too and betted that nearly all the girls were doing the same. 

I handed my signed contract in to Mr Wilson and by Thursday night all the girls had done the same.  We were all on best behaviour for the rest of the week and hoping to avoid punishment on Friday, even more so than usual.  I don’t really know why, it wasn’t as though it would make any difference to the following week.  On Friday, Mr Boncord summoned me to his office and made me take my knickers off for a spank.  I had a medium sized butt plug inserted and he told me that he’d spanked all eight of us girls that day and we all had plugs in. 

‘Actually,’ he confided, ‘I’ve never done it in there with a girl.’

‘Only with boys so far, you mean,’ I replied, thinking I was joking.

He blushed and I realised that of course he’d been at a boys’ boarding school so he probably had done it with boys in their arses, or their cocks in his own.

That Friday Room none of us were beaten.  It seemed quite a solemn occasion as Mr Wilson made a little speech about this being a new chapter for our firm, before asking us to draw a number from the girls’ jar of numbers, to select our Designated Partner for the week.

I got number six, and wondered which of the men would draw the same number from the men’s jar.  I didn’t have long to wait.  Mr Stead was the first man to draw and he got number six.  I decided it could have been worse.  Mr Stead was a very careful, precise and legalistic man, a stickler for rules but unlikely to abuse me or take unfair advantage.

Lorna got Mr Fellows, Mia drew Mr Hobson, Chloe got Mr Wilson, Jackie was selected by Mr Kingsley, little Doris got Mr Thatcher, Bronte drew Mr Brand and Lily was the last to find her partner, who was Mr Boncord.  Strangely, for the rest of the evening, the partners for the next week seemed to pair off.  One or two couples even held hands like lovers.  Mr Stead didn’t go to that extent, but he did bring me a drink and ask pleasantly about my plans for the weekend, chatted about a recent film he’d seen and joked about the awful wine that was served in the Friday Room.  He told me the men took it in turns to be responsible for the drinks and when it was his turn he’d make sure the wines were drinkable.

‘And I’ll buy three times more than we need as well,’ he said, ‘That way we’ll still have some decent stuff to drink even after someone else takes over from me.’

It was a strange Friday Room.  It was the first time not a single girl had been punished and we just stood around or sat on couches, drinking, talking and laughing just like any crowd after work, except of course that dotted around the room were instruments of torture which no doubt would be back in service within the next week.


Chapter 6

On Monday morning I wasn’t surprised to get a call from Mr Stead shortly after 9 am.  He told me to be in Room 1 at 11 am and that we would be engaging in Permitted Activity 1.  I wondered whether he was so much a stickler for procedure that he’d go through the card on activities in order, but I didn’t say anything.

I checked the card and found that Activity 1 was straight sex in the missionary position, which didn’t seem difficult to manage so at 11 am I was in Room 1 waiting for Mr Stead.  It was a pleasant room, newly set up for this activity, with a double bed, a desk and chair, an ensuite bathroom and a wardrobe for hanging clothes and with a generous provision of clean sheets, towels, pillows and things.

I was poking around in the wardrobe when Mr Stead arrived.  He looked aghast when he saw me.

‘What on earth are you doing?’ He demanded.

I wondered what was the problem.  Surely no-one cared if I looked in the wardrobe.  In any case it was the girls’ job after using the room that they had to change the sheets for the next user, clean the bathroom and replace the towels, so I had to be able to go in the wardrobe.

Of course, that wasn’t what he meant.

‘You’re supposed to be ready for me,’ He complained.

My hand flew to my mouth as I remembered that position number 1 required the girl to be naked on the bed when the man arrived.  I started tearing off my clothes and thrusting them into the open wardrobe.  Mr Stead stopped me with a gesture.

‘No point in rushing,’ he observed, ‘I’ll have to report you to the Friday Room for this and you’ll get punished.  You wouldn’t want to ladder your stockings as well by ripping everything off.  Take your time.’

I slowed down and undressed sadly, thinking what a lousy start this was.  Before I’d had even the first encounter I had racked up a punishment.  I finished undressing and lay naked on the bed, watching Mr Stead taking his own clothes off.  He carefully hung up each garment as he removed it.  The last item he removed was his underpants and I watched his semi-hard cock with interest as he moved to join me on the bed.

He wasted no time.  His hand went straight to my cunt and his fingers slid into my secret wetness, while his other hand took one of mine and placed it on his prick, which hardened and expanded under my caress.  Then he lay between my legs and told me to push his cock into me.  I did as he ordered and felt the familiar pleasure of a hard prick thrusting into my cunt.  It was no hardship at all to enjoy his thrusts and to push back and flex my pelvic muscles as he penetrated deep into me.

Perhaps I was too effective, as it was only half a dozen thrusts later that Mr Stead went into a spasm, let out a deep moan and spilled his seed into me, long before I was ready to come.

He had the grace to apologise.

‘It’s been so long since I had sex, I’m afraid,’ he said, ‘I just couldn’t hold on.  I very much enjoyed it though,’ he added in his precise way.

‘I did too,’ I told him, and it was true really.  Sure it would have been nice to have had a longer session, but it had been a great feeling to have a cock in me again, and maybe next time he’d be able to hold back a bit more.

He pulled his shrivelled prick out and wiped it with his hand.  He looked around for somewhere to wipe his hand.  Seeing nothing handy, he wiped it over my tits, commenting that they were very attractive and wondering aloud whether he was entitled to caress them.  Such a strange man.  He had just fucked me and used my tits as a cloth to wipe his spermy hands, but was worried that a loving caress of my breasts and nipples might breach some rule.

‘I’ll ask Mr Wilson what I am entitled to do with your breasts,’ he informed me gravely.  ‘The Permitted Activities don’t mention breasts at all except that in some circumstances semen may be smeared on them.’

‘I don’t think it would really matter if you touched them,’ I told him.

‘You don’t know,’ he responded.  ‘Mr Wilson may have something particular in mind.  Don’t forget there are to be weekly specials.  One of them may be some activity involving the breasts and perhaps we aren’t supposed to touch them except when that’s on.’

He got up and went to the bathroom.  As he took a shower I stripped the sheets and replaced them, having thrust a tissue into me to stop sperm dripping over the room.  I was still naked when he finished his shower and started dressing.  I was bending over the bed tucking in sheets and of course this exposed my body and especially my stretched arsehole I suppose.  I had graduated to using the largest butt plug which I kept in my arse when I slept, and when I bent over with my legs apart my arsehole opened very invitingly.  I had admired the effect in the mirror.

I heard Mr Stead clear his throat.  I turned and saw that although he had dressed, he had removed his prick from his trousers and was wanking himself.

He gasped at me to turn back around and bend over.  I did as I was told and within seconds felt the splash of semen on my back as he spurted over me.

He apologised again. 

‘You looked so sexy I couldn’t help myself,’ he said.  ‘I hope you don’t mind.’

I wasn’t really keen, especially when he then had the cheek to again wipe his prick on his hand and smear his wet hand over my tits again.  However, I just shrugged and said no.  He then undressed again and had another shower.  Luckily it was a quick one as I needed to shower myself, clean the bathroom and get back to work in time for the next person to use the room.  The sexual activity was supposed to be completed within half an hour, allowing then twenty minutes for showering, cleaning and so on, so that the next girl could take over a few minutes before the hour and get ready for whatever activity her partner had ordered.

I just managed to get myself cleaned and dressed and the bathroom in order before ten to twelve.  I wasn’t sure if Mr Stead would carry out his threat to report me for punishment now that we’d had what I presumed was an illegal wank over me, but I was sure that I’d be punished if the room wasn’t ready.


Chapter 7

There seemed to be more smiles than worry lines on the girls’ faces that day, but I had a lot of work to do and didn’t really have the time to chat, even though I’d have liked to know what the other men had done and what they were like in the sack.

Tuesday came and went without any demands from Mr Stead.  I think he was a bit embarrassed at what had happened.  However, on Wednesday morning I got the order for Room 1, 11 am and Position number 2.  This time I checked carefully to ensure I knew what to do.  At 11 am I was ready to do the required striptease as soon as Mr Stead arrived.

I’d done a strip for fun when I was at college, just in front of a dozen or so girls, but I’d never done one for a man, not even a boyfriend.  I did my best to make it sexy, even rubbing my panties between my legs to get them sticky with my juices and throwing them for Mr Stead to catch and sniff.

Then I undressed him, stripping him quite naked and pushing him on the bed.  When I’d finished his cock was hard and erect and it was easy for me to lower myself onto it and start fucking him.  I really enjoyed that fuck.  I moved his hands onto my tits and he squeezed them and rubbed my nipples while I slowly ground down over his cock and used my internal muscles to feel him and grip him as I strove for mutual climax.

This time he had no trouble holding on until I was ready and we managed to achieve an almost perfect mutual climax, with me finishing just a second or two after him and slumping onto his chest with sighs of ecstasy.

‘That was great,’ he told me and when I agreed I really meant it this time.  We took a shower together and enjoyed cleaning each other, then he actually helped me change the sheets and clean up the bathroom.  When we left the room he kissed me and I kissed him back.  It really had been a most satisfying fuck.  I stayed cheerful all the rest of the day.

I expected he’d want me again on Thursday but he rang and said he was too busy with work.  He booked the same Room 1 for 11 am Friday and as I expected told me we’d move on to Position 3 in the list.  He really was a most methodical man.

Position 3 was me naked on all fours, doggy style to present either my cunt or arse for his use.  I made sure I was naked and ready at 11 am when he came into the room.  Unfortunately, I forgot to lubricate my arse with the jelly and after he’d stripped off his clothes and was kneeling behind me it was the first thing he noticed.

‘You haven’t put the jelly on,’ he said as he ran his hands over my bottom. 

‘I’ll do it now,’ I said, and started to get up.

‘Too late,’ he said.  ‘I’ll do it, but I’m afraid that’s another offence I’ll have to report.’

I could hardly believe that this guy I’d enjoyed wild sex, a giggling shower and a tender kiss just 48 hours before was back to his meticulous and legalistic self.  In a few hours he’d no doubt be watching me getting thrashed for these tiny offences, or even beating me himself if he was lucky enough to draw the right number.

Not only that, he also reminded me that he hadn’t spanked me all week.  He sat naked on the chair and made me bend over his knee.  Then he separated my legs so he could enjoy his usual sport of single buttock spanking.  He gave me my week’s ration of five hard slaps, three on one cheek and two on the other, carefully adjusting my naked body on his before each spank to achieve maximum impact.  When he’d finished he kept me pressed down on his lap and he rubbed the jelly into my arsehole.

Then he made me go back to the floor and prepare to be fucked.  The spanking had left his cock hard and my cunt wet and he slid into it as easy as a hot knife through butter.  I wriggled and tried to grip his prick with my pelvic muscles, hoping to get him to come in me rather than withdraw and fuck my arse.  However, after just a minute or so in my cunt he pulled out and guided it slowly into my arsehole.

I was glad I’d been using the butt plugs.  It was still slightly painful as he inserted himself, but once he was deep inside me he was able to thrust in and out without difficulty and I began to enjoy the sensation and even to push back with my body to encourage him deeper.  I guess being so tight into me made him overexcited and he came quite quickly, moaning and clutching at me as he spent his sperm in my arse.

This time there was no loving intimacy.  He pulled his cock out and headed straight for the shower, leaving me on all fours with spunk leaking from my stretched anus.

‘Better make sure that sperm doesn’t mess up the carpet,’ he remarked as he went into the bathroom.  ‘You’ve got enough punishments coming your way already.’

At least this activity allowed the girl to shower afterwards, unlike some which required us to stay spattered with cum all day.  Once Mr Stead finished in the shower I took as long as I dared washing and rinsing before quickly cleaning the room and changing the sheets for the next user.


Chapter 8

Mr Stead kept his promises about the punishment.  In the Friday Room that evening he advised the partners of my two misdemeanours and I was sentenced to four strokes of the paddle followed by six of the cane.  The only other girls to be punished were Lily – wooden spoon for a kitchen infringement – and Lorna, awarded six strokes of the crop for supposedly being disrespectful to a client.  I must say I found this hard to believe.  In fact, all the time I had been at the firm I had never seen Lorna beaten except the first time I saw her get a spank from Mr Wilson.  Certainly she had always been Miss Perfect in every way as far as I could see and I wondered if Mr Wilson was getting back at her for something.  Maybe she had enjoyed sex with Mr Fellows too much.

Anyway, I was made to strip and bend naked over the spanking horse to be tied down and then paddled.  As I was being secured Mr Wilson announced that the new system was that all punishments would be delivered by that week’s designated partner, so Mr Stead would paddle and cane me.

He then went on to say that I should be paddled and then left tied to the horse while the other girls were punished over the other horse.  Then Mr Stead would come back and finish me off with the cane.  It occurred to me that this system would encourage the men to invent any reason for reporting the girls if they fancied the opportunity of beating them.  The old system meant that they only had a one in eight chance of actually being the one to wield the instrument.  I had a feeling that punishments might come more frequently now.

Mr Stead delivered two stinging swats to each buttock and I yelped with pain.  I writhed as much as my bound limbs would allow and the watching men remarked that I wriggled very nicely.  One asked Mr Stead if he’d used my arse, saying that it looked splendidly available.  He said that he had and confirmed that he had no trouble in piercing me with his cock.

Mr Thatcher mentioned that he’d tried fucking Doris in the arse but she was too tight and he’d told her to use thicker butt plugs to prepare herself.  He actually said that if she wasn’t ready for arse fucking next time he got her then he’d report her to the Friday Room and hope she got her backside whipped into acceptance.

I had to listen to this while several male hands slid over my beaten arse cheeks and between my legs.  Lily was having her knickers removed and being strapped down for the wooden spoon.  This was soon delivered and then it was Lorna’s turn.  Mr Wilson ordered Samantha and Chloe to strip her naked and tie her to the horse.  As they did this he remarked to Mr Fellows that it was the first time in more than a year that it had been necessary to beat her.

The two men moved to the cabinet holding the crops and began an animated discussion as to which of the six or eight different instruments they would select to thrash Lorna.  Mr Wilson recommended a thin tapered one, while Mr Fellows preferred a thicker one with the flap at the end. 

‘You’ll find you lash her just with the flap if you choose that one,’ Mr Wilson advised.  ‘If you use this thin one you’ll be able to cut her across both buttocks and mark her better than even a cane.’

‘I bow to your superior knowledge,’ Mr Fellows said gravely, and took the thin crop.  He whipped it through the air six or more times to get the feel of it, before starting on Lorna’s bottom.

She screamed after the first stroke and after all six had been delivered was moaning and shrieking alternately. 

‘That’s enough noise,’ Mr Wilson ordered brusquely.  ‘Shut up or you’ll get another one.’

She couldn’t stop and he did make Mr Fellows deliver another slash across her whipped arse.  She was next to me and I saw her face and not her backside as she was being cropped.  It was contorted into such agony I wondered what her arse looked like, as it must have been a fearful thrashing to have caused such pain.

Mia and Chloe untied her and led her away.  Then Mr Stead was instructed to apply the cane to my naked posterior.  There was an animated discussion between Mr Stead and Mr Thatcher about which cane to select.  I felt hands on my arse cheeks as Mr Stead pointed out that the paddle had reddened my arse so much that the cane would be in danger of breaking the skin and causing it to bleed if he wasn’t careful. 

‘Of course I want her well-marked,’ Mr Stead observed, ‘but I don’t want her bleeding.’

‘You’re right,’ laughed Mr Thatcher, ‘We wouldn’t want blood all over this lovely cane.’

I couldn’t see what cane they finally selected, but Lily told me after it was a medium weight instrument about 2’ 6’ long.  She had been beaten with the cane so often by her step father she was expert in judging canes.

Mr Stead took his time in caning me.  Like some of the others he loved to wait between each stroke so the pain developed to its fullest before delivering the next slash.  I didn’t cry, but I whimpered and moaned, trying to keep the noise low enough not to encourage Mr Wilson to order extra strokes.

When I was released I was immediately made to bend over a sofa so Mr Stead could point out the evenness of his caning. 

‘My Trademark,’ he said proudly, showing the audience what in a mirror later I saw were five horizontal tram line wheals, crossed by a single final stroke to complete the six.

I felt so many hands touching my bottom that I think almost every man and girl must have taken the opportunity to examine Mr Stead’s perfect cane marks.  It was some time before I was able to stand up again and Bronte brought me a glass of wine.

Then it was time for the draw for next week’s partners.  I wasn’t sure who I hoped for, but I certainly didn’t want to draw Mr Stead again.  I picked a number from the jar and waited for the men to draw to see who I’d get.

I was relieved to find it was Mr Wilson.  After the traumatic events of the last week, culminating in my being doubly punished this night, I expected Mr Wilson would be a relatively placid choice for a sexual partner.


Chapter 9

Mr Wilson proved to be an unusual Designated Partner.  He told me that as he was married and did not want to be unfaithful to Jill, his wife, he didn’t have sex with any of the girls.  However, this was a Clintonesque interpretation of the activity, as he actually considered that neither oral or anal sex constituted sexual intercourse.  For our three sessions he told me he was going to choose ‘Clothed Rear Penetration’, where he fucked my arse while I was fully clothed except my knickers, ‘Cushioned rear access’, where I was naked and had my bottom pushed up by pillows so he could again fuck my arse before withdrawing to splash his cum over my naked body, and ‘Oral Relief and Swallow’, where I sucked his cock while he fondled my tits.  I suppose if he wanted to fool himself that these things didn’t count as ‘having sex’ it was ok with me.

Our first session was prefaced by a spanking.  Mr Wilson always had a ponderous manner of speaking and a deliberate use of archaic language and sentence structure.  I was always on the edge of imitating him which I had occasionally done just to Lily or Lorna.  This would of course have resulted in my arse getting shredded if Mr Wilson found out, as he had never displayed any evidence of a sense of humour.  So far I had managed to avoid impersonating his speech in front of anyone likely to cause trouble, but I knew it would happen one day.

He had called me on the internal phone and summonsed me to his office.  He was sitting behind his desk and I was standing in front of it, wondering if he was going to send me to one of the ‘Intimate Contact Rooms’ or ‘Fuckhouses’ as they were generally known already.

‘I have amended the weekly maintenance regime, as you are aware,’ Mr Wilson began.

It took me a moment to realise that ‘maintenance’ was his euphemism for the weekly hand spankings we received.

‘Yes sir,’ I replied demurely.

‘Some gentlemen will, I have no doubt, choose to administer a single smack on each day of their weekly partnership.  Indeed, that is why I chose five as the appropriate number of spanks.’

‘Yes sir,’ I said again.

‘I may indeed choose that form of correction and discipline myself in future,’ he continued.  ‘However, today I should like to deliver all five of your maintenance smacks before we commence intimate relations.’

‘Yes sir,’ I said once more, feeling obscurely as if I was in the army being lectured by my commanding officer and drawing myself into almost a posture of attention.

‘I consider discipline to be an element independent to the intimacy to be enjoyed in the Contact Room.  Accordingly, I shall spank you here, before we adjourn to that Room.  You will oblige me by removing your knickers.  I shall be spanking your bare buttocks.’

‘Yes sir,’ I repeated.  I put my knickers on a chair and returned to the position of almost-attention.

Mr Wilson rose from his chair and approached me.

‘Kindly lift your skirt.’

I raised my skirt so he had an uninterrupted view of my waxed and hairless pussy.  He put out a hand and stroked my cunt area reflectively.

‘I have observed before what an exceedingly attractive vagina you have,’ he commented, ‘I do regret that it is inappropriate for me to indulge its use.’

This time I didn’t say ‘Yes sir,’ I said nothing at all.

He walked behind me.

‘You do of course also have a bottom of lissom proportions and assuming you have employed the tools to facilitate entrance to your anus it will be a pleasure to employ you in that regard.’

Again I said nothing.

‘Please bend over slightly and part your legs.’

I did as he asked.  His left hand was still skirting around my cunt lips and now he pushed back slightly with that hand as his right hand grasped my bottom and I felt his finger or thumb pop into my arsehole.

I gasped involuntarily.  He chuckled.

‘You are indeed “open for business”, as we say,’ he observed happily.  ‘I shall take considerable pleasure in indulging myself in this passage.  I believe you had Mr Stead as your partner last week.  Did he utilise this orifice?’

He was sliding what I was sure was his thumb in and out of my anus as he spoke.

‘Yes sir,’ I said for seemed like the fiftieth time since I had entered the room.

He appeared slightly disappointed.  ‘And had you previously indulged in anal sex?’ he enquired.

‘Yes sir.’

This seemed to cheer him up a little.  Perhaps he hadn’t liked to think that Mr Stead had been the first user of my virgin arse. 

He withdrew his thumb and patted my bottom.

‘Time is marching on,’ he announced.  ‘Please take your skirt off and I will deliver your spanking.’

I wasn’t really sure that was in the rules, but he was senior partner so I supposed he could make what rules he wanted.  I removed my skirt and folded it neatly on the chair where my panties were.

He looked around to where I had put my clothes.  ‘That is the spanking chair,’ he told me, ‘kindly place your skirt and panties on my desk.  I did as I was told and he sat down on the chair, patting his lap.

I took that as an invitation to drape myself over his knee, which is what I did.  Strangely, although of course he’d spanked me many times before and flogged me unmercifully in the Friday Room, this was the first time I’d actually bent over his lap to be smacked, except once when he’d given me a spank as a demonstration to Lily, before she passed her probation.

Last week I’d been over Mr Stead’s knee when we were both naked and it was exciting having his swelling cock pressed against my bare body, especially as he jiggled me around to get in the best position for smacking me.

This time I was bare from the waist down, except for stockings, suspender belt and shoes, while Mr Wilson was fully dressed.  As I went over his lap I was wondering if I’d feel his prick hardening under me as my nakedness excited him.

Sure enough, as he smacked and I squirmed, I could feel his cock swelling under me.  He gave me five hard slaps and then helped me rise.  I looked at his trousers as I got up and smiled as I saw the level of his excitement.

I picked up my skirt and knickers and was going to put them on, but he stopped me.

‘Your nudity will be no novelty to any of the staff,’ he told me, ‘and I do not feel inclined to wait.’

With those few words he took hold of my arm and led me into the corridor and down to the Fuckhouse.  Of course, we met Mr Brand on the way, who stood still and looked me up and down, gloating over my obscenely naked waxed cunt as well as my reddened buttocks.  He managed to restrain himself from speech as otherwise I expect he would have asked Mr Wilson which hole of mine he was going to ravage.

When we got in the room Mr Wilson started to undress.  I interrupted him as he had told me that we were doing ‘Clothed Rear Penetration’, which really meant I should put my skirt back on and lubricate my arse.  I asked him if he’d like me to do that and reminded him that the rules required me to bend over a desk holding my arse cheeks open to assist penetration.

As a stickler for rules he almost agreed but then said with unaccustomed brevity, ‘No need for that, just leave the skirt and panties on the floor.  Bend over the table, I’ll grease my prick in your cunt.’

I almost laughed.  He’d taken the time and effort to tell me that he wouldn’t fuck me in the cunt and his very first action was to do exactly that, on the thin justification of lubricating for anal sex.

As always, I was well soaking after a spanking so as I bent over I heard him sigh with pleasure as he tore his prick out and rammed it into my cunt.  His declared intention was to prepare his cock for my back passage, but I gripped his reaming prick with my internal muscles and felt him shudder as he slid in and out of me.  It was no surprise that after just a minute or two of thrusting into me as I squirmed my hips and squeezed his prick, that he couldn’t hold on and pulsed his semen into me as I moaned a little myself.  I was actually not far from cumming myself, and if he’d gone for another minute I’d probably have got there.

He pulled out of me and wiped his prick on my legs.  I recalled that in this sex act I was required to wear his semen on my clothes and person if that was where he chose to deposit it, so he was clearly entitled to clean his cock on my thighs if he felt like it.

I got up slowly and turned to face him.

‘I didn’t think you intended to penetrate my vagina, sir,’ I said with his own style of language.

‘I’m sure you are fully aware of your irresistible charms,’ he replied, ‘although I do regret not using your most enticing rear orifice.  I will remedy that tomorrow.’


Chapter 10

Mr Wilson kept his promise to use me the very next day.  Lorna gave me the message that I was to be ready at 2pm for ‘Cushioned rear access’, where I was naked and had my bottom supported by pillows so he could fuck my cunt and/or arse before withdrawing to splash his cum over my naked body, unless he chose to spurt inside me.

I made sure I was naked and ready, including with my butthole well lubricated, for his arrival.  I was probably most intrigued to know if he could resist my cunt again, as it would be most alluringly presented as I lay propped on the bed.

I was certainly not going to allow him to fuck my arse first and then my cunt, as that was absolutely against the rules, but I was fully prepared to take his cock back in my pussy first and then knew that I had greased my butt very well and could get him in with no difficulty.  In fact I hoped I’d get an arse fuck as I had enjoyed it last week.

Mr Wilson fingered my bottom for a few moments as he prepared himself.  ‘The thrashing you received last week from Mr Stead appears to have achieved a salutary effect,’ he remarked, ‘you have lubricated your anal passage to a nicety.  Yesterday, as you are aware, I was obliged to utilise your vagina merely for the purpose of lubrication.  Today I shall have no difficulty in penetrating your backside.’

As he spoke he began to insert his cock into my bum and I first shivered, then writhed as he began to thrust.  He slid into me with little difficulty and I felt him grab my tits as he bore into me.  Perhaps that answered Mr Stead’s question from last week, as Mr Wilson certainly had no qualms about squeezing my breasts and pinching my nipples.

I wished I could use my hands to manipulate my clit and finger my cunt, but I suspected that would be forbidden and in any case I was holding the sides of the bed to try to keep in position over the pillows to make access to my arse easiest.

Mr Wilson only lasted a few minutes and then I felt him jerk and ejaculate into my arsehole.  I pushed back against his cock as well as I could to keep it inside me for as long as possible.  He slumped against my back and I felt his cock shrivel as he detumesced, then with a sigh he pulled out of me.

‘That was an excellent experience,’ he told me.

‘Thank you sir,’ I replied.

He had not troubled to undress, having merely pulled his cock out to penetrate me.  Now he did undress to take a shower.  I asked him if he would like me to shower with him, as I was permitted to shower after this activity.  He declined my offer, so I stripped and remade the bed while he washed himself.  I was still naked of course, and after he quickly showered I saw him staring at me lasciviously.  I finished making the bed as he dressed and then I entered the shower.

He was still there as I came out.

‘I thought I would stay and watch you dress,’ he told me.

I thought I may as well put on a little show so I carefully dressed from the top down, donning first my bra, then shirt, then jacket, before putting on my garter belt, stockings and shoes.  I turned frequently so he could enjoy my naked cunt and backside, and bent further over than I needed to pick up clothes and shoes.

Last of all I put my panties and skirt on.  I smiled at Mr Wilson. 

‘You haven’t chosen a striptease, sir,’ I said demurely, ‘so I thought you might like a reverse one.’

‘Thank you, my dear,’ he responded.  ‘I think I will give you a day off tomorrow while I think about which experience I wish to enjoy in our final session of the week.  I had chosen oral relief, but I shall most carefully review the options before I let you know.’

‘Yes sir,’ I said, and went back to work.


Chapter 11

Wednesday passed quickly as I caught up on work, then Lorna called me on Thursday morning with my instructions.

He had decided to stay with ‘Oral Relief and Swallow’.  ‘I can say that it will be a great pleasure to utilise each of your three principal orifices, my dear,’ he told me as he joined me in the Fuckhouse.

‘It will be a pleasure to me too sir,’ I told him, and there was probably an element of truth to that.  He hadn’t made me cum, but had treated me with courtesy, not found any fault which would earn me a beating and had so clearly been delighted with my body and performance that it was very satisfying.

‘Would you like me to get my breasts out sir,’ I asked.  Oral Relief meant I stayed fully dressed except he could get my tits out if he wanted.

‘Certainly, my dear,’ he replied.  

I took my bra off after removing my jacket and shirt, but then replaced the jacket and shirt but left them unbuttoned.  My nipples were already erect and I could see from the look in his eye that he enjoyed the sights of undressing, dressing and bare boobs.

‘Would you like me to undress you sir,’ I enquired, ‘or do you wish to stay clothed?’

‘I think I shall sit on the chair, staying full dressed.  You may undo my trousers and expose my penis.  Then take it in your mouth, making sure I can access your breasts.’

He sat down and I did as he told me.  His cock was already starting to get hard and it swelled most satisfactorily as I curled my tongue around it and peeled back the foreskin.  I decided to try to bring him off using just my mouth so kept my hands by my sides as he squeezed my tits.

I like giving head and the feeling of power as I make a man squirm and try to edge him until he’s desperate to cum.  It worked well with Mr Wilson as I used my tongue to lap at his cock as well as my throat to take him deeper.  He was grasping my tits so hard it hurt but it wasn’t a really bad pain and I knew I was driving him to it by what I was doing with my mouth.

At last I went into a prolonged regular motion of my mouth which brought him to a shattering climax.  I don’t know if he had planned to pull out of my mouth so he could splatter his cum over me, but there was no way he could have pulled out as he spasmed.  His cock pulsated cum into my mouth and I managed to hold it there until he had pumped all his spunk into me and his cock had softened to the point where he withdrew from my mouth.

Silently I opened my mouth to show the globules of spunk which I was holding there.  I couldn’t speak but I pointed at my throat as sign language for if I should swallow.

He nodded. ‘Yes, swallow,’ he managed to gasp.

I gobbed down the salty cum and opened wide so he could see I had swallowed it all.  I knew I had done a great blow job and couldn’t avoid smiling like a Cheshire cat with a bowl of cream.

He was still holding my tits but now let go and smiled back.

‘Most enjoyable, my dear,’ he complimented me.

‘Thank you sir,’ I replied contentedly.

After oral relief females are forbidden to shower, although in this instance there was no semen on my body or clothing to display.  I made the bed while Mr Wilson showered, although that took only a moment since we had not used it except crumpling the sheets a little with sitting momentarily there.

When Mr Wilson came out from the shower I asked him if he would like me to dress him.  I thought that may please him and there was something I wanted to ask.  He said he would be very pleased for me to dress him and I finished drying him before helping him into his shirt, buttoning it slowly before tying his tie and fastening the top button.  I knew what would happen, as my exposed tits were rubbing against him, and sure enough his cock rose again like a lighthouse. 

‘Oh, Mr Wilson,’ I exclaimed, ‘do you think a return bout is required?’

He didn’t appear capable of answering so I took the initiative and sank to my knees.  I took his cock in my mouth while also taking his scrotum and the base of his cock in my fingers.  This time I wanted him to cum as fast as I could make him, and the delicate touch of my fingers matched with my probing lips and gulping throat meant that he had no resistance. 

He was about to spurt when he gasped ‘Face!’ and pulled his cock from my mouth just in time to spunk it into my face, hair, blouse and jacket.  That wasn’t part of my plan as now I would have to spend the rest of the day splattered with jizz, but it couldn’t be helped.

Since it was so short a time since the previous blow job, I was amazed how much spunk he ejaculated, as he grasped his cock with his own hand to pump sperm over me.

As the last drops spattered over me, he took hold of my jacket and wiped his prick with it.  I was glad the firm had a laundry and dry cleaning account so I didn’t have to pay for all this mess to be cleaned.

‘Symbol of some excellent work, my dear,’ he announced, ‘I’m sure your colleagues will be pleased to see the evidence that you have performed so well.’

‘Thank you sir,’ I said demurely.  ‘Would you like me to undress you for another shower, sir?’

‘No my dear, if you would kindly clean my penis with your mouth I shall simply resume dressing.’

I took his flaccid cock in my mouth as requested and licked and sucked it.  Even after two spunkings I felt a little tremor in it as I manipulated my mouth.  However, I took it out, carefully adjusted his foreskin and while still on my knees pulled his underpants and trousers on.

After I had put his shoes on and tied them I asked:

‘Do you wish to do anything else with my breasts sir, or shall I get dressed?’

He put a hand out and took hold of my left tit, massaging it gently as he helped me rise with his other hand.

‘Your breasts are certainly exceedingly attractive.  Tell me, have you ever been punished there?’

I was slightly taken aback.

‘Well, yes sir,’ I replied, ‘You flogged my breasts and so did Mr Knightly, after…’

‘Oh yes, of course,’ he interrupted, ‘that incident with Lily.  He continued to knead my tits, now using both hands.  ‘I shall certainly consider a punishment which can more frequently be used to lash you on the breasts.  And on the other girls of course,’ he added, as if I should feel they were being omitted from this forthcoming pleasure.

‘But sir,’ I remonstrated, ‘breasts and nipples are so sensitive, don’t you think you could gain more pleasure from sucking and nibbling them instead of beating them?’

He regarded me quite crossly.  ‘No doubt that could provide more pleasure to you,’ he snapped, ‘Perhaps I need to remind you that the object of these intimate sessions is to provide pleasure and relief to the gentlemen of the firm.  Females of this firm are here to work and serve.’

‘Yes sir,’ I apologised. 

‘Well,’ he resumed, ‘you don’t have to shower so you may resume your clothing.  Remember you must not remove sperm from your hair, body or clothes.’

‘Yes sir,’ I said, and took off my jacket and blouse.  I spent longer than I needed putting my bra back on and dressing again in my spermy shirt and jacket.  He enjoyed watching me, I knew, and I thought the time was right.

‘Sir,’ I said.

‘Yes my dear?’

‘Sir, I wanted to say that I think it is unfair that our designated partners are also the ones who beat us in the Friday Room for any transgressions.’

I could see him staring at me but I had to make the point while I had his attention.

‘They have an extra incentive to find fault sir, as they know they will be the one who will be delivering the punishment.  Some of the men, sir…’

‘Stop now,’ he commanded, ‘This is too much.  I will tell you just once.  Every single Friday Room punishment is determined solely by myself and Mr Knightley.  Your accusation that gentlemen of this firm invent spurious reasons for you girls to be punished directly reflects on the integrity of myself and my Partner.’

‘But sir, I didn’t mean…’

‘Silence,’ he thundered, ‘you will be punished tomorrow for this.’

Sometimes I thought I would never learn.  Looks like I’d be getting my arse striped again very soon.


Chapter 12

Sure enough, at 5.30pm the next day, Mr Wilson advised that I had been disrespectful, without advising the details.  He said he had consulted Mr Knightley and they were awarding me six of the cane.  Mr Wilson enjoyed using the cane and had caned me before for a clothing violation.

That had also been six strokes and all of the men had examined me before and after to see the extent to which the caning made my cunt wet.  The answer of course had been that it made it very wet and I knew Mr Wilson loved the power of creating such excitement in a girl by a merciless flogging.

My theory that the men were more keen to find and report any fault in a girl that could earn her a thrashing, because in the current rules it was the Designated Partner’s duty and pleasure to deliver that beating, seemed to be vindicated.  All eight girls had a report.

I was to be caned for ‘disrespect’.  All the other girls would also be punished;

Lorna, for the second time in two weeks, for breach of clean desk policy;

Mia, for kitchen violation;

Chloe, for failing to lubricate her anus adequately;

Stella, for lateness;

Doris, for being too tight in the anus to accept a penis without the risk of tearing;

Lily, for insubordination;

Bronte, for clothing violation, having exposed a bra strap.

Some of these offences were frankly absurd, but Mr Wilson and Mr Knightley listened with apparent gravity to each report and awarded various punishments, the lightest being two smacks with the wooden spoon to Mia for leaving a dirty cup in the kitchen, and the most vicious being six of the cane awarded to both me and Stella.

However, after concluding the hearings Mr Knightley murmured something to Mr Wilson and they had a quick conference between themselves.

Then Mr Wilson announced: ‘Mr Knightley has advised me that this is the first time in the history of our firm that every female on out staff has behaved in such a way as to earn a Friday Room punishment.  Clearly the standard of your behaviour is poor and getting worse.  We have decided that instead of the modest punishments awarded to most of you, every girl will receive six strokes of the cane from her Designated Partner.’

The room buzzed, with delighted chuckles from the men and hollow groans from the girls.  We had all been punished enough in the past to know not to argue however – it always led to extra strokes.

Mr Wilson ordered us to remove our skirts and knickers, and we bustled to obey quickly.  In circumstances like this the last one to be ready could easily be awarded additional punishment.

However, we all were quite rapid and in moments we were effectively naked below the waist, although wearing our jackets and blouses we were not completely exposed.  We left our suspenders, stockings and shoes on.

Then Mr Boncord put up his hand.

‘Mr Wilson, sir,’ he said, attempting to import a note of gravitas to his speech, ‘as there is only one spanking horse, it will take a significant amount of time to cane each female in the normal way, strapped to the horse.  May I suggest you have the girls strip completely and simply bend over in a line? 

‘Then each gentleman could administer the cane to his spankee and she could move off to allow the next gentleman to deal with his victim.  I suggest they should undress completely as firstly, of course, there are no unoccupied females to strap up their garments so as to display their whipped buttocks as required.

‘In addition, it will be an attractive sight to see the breasts of each girl jiggle in response to the impact of the cane on her buttocks.

‘Finally, sir, it will be a test of obedience and discipline for the female staff.  You may award them extra strokes if they move or disobey.  When they are tied to the horse they are of course unable to fight the verdict and the punishment.’

Mr Wilson looked at Mr Boncord with some respect.

‘An excellent suggestion,’ he said.

He ordered us girls to strip off our jackets, blouses and bras.  Again, we bustled to obey.

Then he told us to stand in a line in the middle of the room with our hands on our heads.  I presumed this was to ensure the men had the best uninterrupted view of our naked bodies.

Stella, our receptionist, had had Mr Stead as her partner for the week.  He drew the attention of the partners to the fact that Stella was putting on some weight, with the beginnings of a tummy.  She had always been a buxom girl but her nakedness now did seem to indicate that she was a little tubby in the buttocks and belly.

‘I’m not sure if there is a rule about keeping to a reasonable weight, sir,’ Mr Stead addressed the partners.  ‘I think there should be, as I doubt if any of us have an inclination to have relations with a fat girl.’

Mr Wilson and Mr Knightley agreed.  Stella was ordered to fetch the scales from the female washrooms and her weight was recorded.

‘You are just at the level of tolerance,’ Mr Wilson told her, ‘But if you are ever in excess of this weight in future weeks, you will be punished severely.’

‘Yes sir,” Stella replied gloomily, knowing she would have to cut out all the pleasurable snacks she kept in her desk.

‘I will add two strokes to the six you are receiving today,’ Mr Wilson added, ‘just to remind you to take care in your diet in future.’

Stella opened her mouth to protest, but caught herself in time and said nothing.  Mr Stead purred with satisfaction, especially as he would be the one to deliver Stella’s beating.

The gentlemen went to the cupboard to select their canes.  There were probably two or three dozen canes there, of varying length and thickness, some straight and some with a crook handle.

Different gentlemen had favourites.  Some preferred the thicker diameter which thudded bruisingly into the girl’s buttocks, others enjoyed the whippy effect of the thinner canes which had more of a wrap-around effect and cut into the flesh of the arse cheeks to produce ridges rather than black bruises.

Last time Mr Wilson had caned me he had used a medium diameter cane, so it was no surprise that he chose the same one again.  I could see that Mr Stead had selected the thickest implement available, almost the diameter of a broom handle.  Stella’s backside would certainly be a big black bruise after eight strokes of that monster.

‘You will all part your legs and bend over,’ Mr Wilson ordered.  ‘You may touch your toes, place your hands on the floor or grasp your legs above the ankles.  You may not move while you are being caned.  If you fall out of position, I shall ask your discipline provider to start over from the first stroke.’

I think we all gasped.  That would mean that if a girl moved on the last stroke she would get another six.

‘After you have been punished, you may stand up and you will fetch your discipline provider a drink from the bar.  You may then watch the remainder of the beatings.  Is that all clear?’  Mr Wilson looked around at us but no-one spoke.

‘Very well,’ he continued, ‘bend over.’

I realised that as I was last in line I would have to stay bent over for ages.  It took up to three minutes to cane a girl six times, if the ‘discipline provider’ waited thirty seconds between strokes to maximise the pain.  That could mean twenty minutes for me, bent over and waiting for a thrashing.  Still, there was no alternative so I spread my legs and bent over with the others.

I heard lots of clicks behind me.  I deduced that all the men, seduced by the sight of eight naked girls, bent over with their legs spread, were using their phones to take pictures of us all, in the group and individually, I had no doubt.

‘Almost seems a shame to spoil such a magnificent collection of arses,’ I heard Mr Boncord say.

‘A good solid thrashing will improve them, not spoil them,’ Mr Stead replied.  ‘I actually like to flog a girl so hard she can’t bear for her arse to touch anything.  Then when you fuck her she keeps it up in the air and writhes around like a frog in a sock.’

‘Not a bad idea,’ Mr Boncord replied.  ‘I knew someone who like to put a hot iron under the girl’s arse.  That kept her up in the air as well.  Similar effect.’

‘Yes, but this way we get the pleasuring of flogging the cunts as well,’ Mr Stead said crudely.

Mr Wilson called the gentlemen to order.

‘Mia is first in line,’ he observed, ‘who is attending to her?’

Mr Knightley said he was taking that duty, and moved into position.  Mia was only supposed to have received two smacks of the wooden spoon for leaving a dirty cup in the kitchen, so six ripping slashes of the cane was a massive penalty to have been awarded.

I couldn’t really see the caning from my position at the end of the row, but I heard it well enough.  Mr Knightley did not wait between strokes and lashed all six strokes in what I estimated was only about thirty seconds.  I had seen Mia caned before so I knew she could take it and the fact that she didn’t slip, move or fall showed she was prepared and determined.

‘Who has Doris?’ Mr Wilson enquired.

Mr Boncord said it was him and he stepped up to beat her.  I had never seen Doris caned before, but I knew her father and his friend had been accustomed to caning her when she was a teenager so I presumed that she could bear the cane.

Sure enough, I heard six cuts delivered and Doris was free to rise and fetch her punisher a drink.

Then it was Bronte’s turn, and she was flogged by Mr Hobson without moving.

Mr Stead then lashed Stella’s arse including the two extras.  He did take time between each stroke, and Doris told me afterwards that he worked his way down Stella’s backside trying to ensure it was a mass of welted black bruises.  She managed to stay in position though.

Lily was next, another who had been regularly caned, in her case mostly by her stepfather.  Mr Thatcher ripped into her, as I saw later, using a thin cane which almost drew blood and certainly created infinitely painful ridges.

Lorna was caned by Mr Fellows, and I could see the anguish on her face as he flogged into her.  She was gripping her ankles, but after four strokes she somehow lost her grip and tumbled forward.  Cries of alarm came from the girls who had already been punished, and Lorna scrambled to her feet in a moment.

Mr Fellows just stood there as Lorna resumed her position.

‘I presume I start over, sir?’ he asked Mr Wilson.

Lorna was Mr Wilson’s secretary, and I really didn’t think he liked seeing anyone but him thrash her.  However, he obviously felt he had no choice.

‘Very well,’ he muttered.

I couldn’t see Mr Fellows, but I could imagine the grin on his face as he lashed Lorna again and again.  She managed to stay upright this time and hardly even cried out, although tears flooded down her cheeks as he tore the cane into her naked posterior.

Chloe was last before me, spanked by Mr Brand.  Chloe was the first girl I had ever seen get the cane and she bore it well again this time, even though Mr Brand, as usual, smashed into her arse with full force, hoping to push her over and earn himself additional pleasurable cane cuts at her arse.  He had obviously watched his crony Mr Fellows manage to upset Lorna and make her get a full ten lashes, but he didn’t manage to do the same with Chloe.

Then it was my turn.  I had been caned before of course but only when I was strapped to the spanking horse, unable to move.  Unlike many of the other girls, I hadn’t been spanked, paddled or caned when I was growing up, so I had no experience of getting thrashed without being tied down.  Even when my colleagues at work spanked me I was usually over their knee or bent over a desk.

I wasn’t really sure if I could hold my position.  I spread my legs a little wider, hoping that would give me more stability, and held tight to my ankles.

I heard Mr Brand behind me: ‘God, she’s got a nice cunt.  Look at how the lips open when she’s spread like that.  I hope I get her next week.’

Mr Fellows added his voice: ‘It is definitely a lovely cunt, but I reckon that arsehole of hers might even be better.  She must have been opening herself up with the dildoes, see how it’s gaping?’  

‘We’ll be drawing lots for next week soon, gentlemen,’ Mr Wilson told them, ‘so you won’t have long to wait.  Now please move aside so I can attend to this punishment.’

‘I enjoy watching you wield the cane almost as much as using it myself, sir,’ Mr Brand told Mr Wilson with his usual obsequiousness, as he moved aside.

Mr Wilson tapped my bottom with the cane as he adjusted his position to strike.

‘If you move out of position, I shall be obliged to start again,’ Mr Wilson reminded me as he raised the cane to strike.

I tightened my grip on my legs but made no reply.

Mr Wilson was proud of his caning prowess and he achieved his usual high standard that day.

Six times he ripped the rod into my poor arse and each time I squealed involuntarily.  He paused for at least twenty seconds after each lashing stroke, tapping my bottom once or twice as he measured where the next cut would be aimed.

Somehow I managed to keep in position, desperately wanting to wipe the tears away which were flooding down my face but unable to relax my grip on my legs.

At last it was over and I managed to push myself upright and wipe the tears from my eyes.  I turned to face Mr Wilson, although I didn’t look him in the eye.

‘Thank you for beating me, sir,’ I said, though I didn’t know why I said it.  I had some vague idea that when boys were caned at school they had to thank their punisher.

‘It was my pleasure, my dear,’ Mr Wilson replied, and I’m sure he meant it.

Mr Boncord had another idea.

‘May we line them all up, sir?’ he asked Mr Wilson, ‘We have never seen all eight girls with caned bottoms at the same time before.  I would very much like to look at them together, as well as take a few pictures.’

Mr Wilson gave his permission and the eight of us girls shuffled into a line where the men could ogle our whipped arses and compare the cane marks.

We were made to stand close together and bend over and once more the phones clicked as many photos were taken.  Then most if not all of the gentlemen ran their hands over our welted bottoms and between our legs.

‘I have checked every cunt, and they are all wet as an eel,’ Mr Brand announced delightedly, having dug his fingers into every pussy.  ‘These girls may cry and scream, but they must enjoy these thrashings.’

‘Shame we can’t fuck them all now, lined up as they are,’ Mr Thatcher commented.

‘For a moment I was on tenterhooks that Mr Wilson would allow them to do just that, but the moment passed, thank goodness.

I needed some cold cream on my battered bottom, not a thrusting prick inside it.

I wondered which gentleman would get me next week, and whether my cane marks would have faded by Monday.

I recalled hearing Mr Stead exulting in a girl’s bottom being lashed so hard she couldn’t bear for it to touch the floor, so she kept it thrust up while she was being fucked.  Mr Stead had been my partner for the previous week and actually hadn’t been too bad, but certainly the way he had just flogged Stella suggested he was developing a sadistic streak.

I hoped I didn’t get him again.  The problem with random selection of partners was there was nothing you could do except hope!

Another week, another fucking, more spankings and maybe another thrashing – let’s see what happens!


More books by River Hampton

We hope you have enjoyed this book.  Please review it if you did.

Look out for other books by River Hampton, all of them sexy and with lots of girls being soundly spanked.

Other titles include:

Six of the Best

The Friday Room

Legal Action

Bronte’s Spanking Schooldays

cover.jpeg
Legal
Relations

Thglfhlﬁ gdc II g
male staff to IIIII

RIVER HAM PTON






