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				Chapter One

				Shara Halewood, Aged Eighteen

				Shara had been committed to Unit 36 after it had been found that she had spent all her previous life travelling the world at her parents’ expense. She had been arrested along with her parents some three months before. Her father died after a few weeks from heart failure but her mother, who was much younger, survived and from time to time would work alongside her daughter scrubbing floors or waiting on table.

				Shara stood before her Overseer as she must - bolt upright with legs together and hands behind her back. She wore a grey cotton dress and black canvas shoes, knickers and bra, these being her only possessions in the world.

				The Overseer took delight in keeping her waiting. She sifted through the papers on her desk, glancing up from time to time to enjoy Shara’s growing nervousness.

				‘Well, Shara,’ she said at last, sitting back in her chair, ‘I have some good news for you. You have been selected to help entertain some very important gentlemen this evening.’ She stood up and walked round the desk. ‘You will have fine clothes to wear, a nice hair-do and make-up. What do you say?’

				Shara knew what she wished to say, but in these last three months she had learnt to say what one was expected to say.

				‘Thank you, M-Miss...’ She bit her lower lip as she wondered what new horrors were to be piled upon all the others she had endured.

				‘Remove your clothes - they will remain here. And be warned - if I receive a bad report I will not only confiscate them for a week, but also thrash that fine bottom of your each day. I hope you understand me, young lady?’ .

				The Overseer loved her job. Not only could she give orders to these upper class bitches, she could also do the same to their men folk. As Shara removed her clothes she walked round, inspecting the naked body, making the girl blush.

				‘Off you go then, girl. Report to Reception - they will make sure you are presentable.’ She was about to give the round bottom a parting slap, but thought better of it. No need to take chances when girls were about to entertain and needed to be unmarked.

				Naked, Shara made her way to Reception, stepping between fellow inmates on hands and knees, scrubbing. She recognised one of the women as an old family friend who had once been noted for the parties she gave - now she scrubbed floors under the supervision of a girl she wouldn’t have accepted as a parlour maid.

				‘Come on you lazy cows, put your backs into it!’ Shara heard the Overseer shouting as she went round the corner and towards the door marked ‘RECEPTION’.

				A woman in her mid thirties stood facing the wall outside the door, her skirt hitched up at the back, her knickers round her ankles, six red stripes across her plump white bottom. Shara glanced at the tearstained face as she knocked on the solid door.

				‘Come in!’ A male voice! Shara opened the door but before she had time to go in the voice called out again: You out there, come back in!’ Shara was pushed aside as the woman standing outside dashed into the room.

				A youth about the same age as Shara sat on the edge of a table. ‘What do you want?’ he asked, ignoring the woman who had just rushed in.

				‘I-I was sent to be pre-prepared to entertain some gentlemen, Sir.’ Shara felt her cheeks flush. She still found it shameful that these people took her nakedness as a matter of course, especially when the person was the same age as her, or even younger.

				‘Mary,’ the young man called out, ‘there’s a girl here for upstairs.’

				‘Be right there,’ a second voice replied from the back room.

				Now he turned his attention to the waiting woman. ‘Arse sore, is it?’ he said, taking a cigarette from a box on the table.

				‘Yes ... Yes S-Sir...’ The woman had a typical upper middle-class accent.

				‘Then I hope it has taught you that when you clean my boots you also polish the soles and instep.’ He blew cigarette smoke into the woman’s face, making her cough.

				‘Yes, Sir, I’m sorry, Sir!’ Although she had her arms folded behind her back, she bobbed up and down and gave little curtsies as she replied.

				‘Take your knickers right off, leave your skirt tucked up at the back and get on with your work, slag. Away, you snivelling cow, before I decide to give you a few more across your fat arse! And stay like that all day, mind!’

				One quick curtsey and she was gone, skirt tucked well up at the back and knickers in hand.

				Shara stood before the youth and his assistant as they checked her make-up and dress.

				She wore a traditional main uniform but in a very abbreviated form. Her breasts, held in a half cup bra, thrust vigorously through the thin black bodice of her dress, the nipples very prominent; the skirt was so short that the white tops of her thighs and the black suspender belt that held her stockings up were fully displayed, perhaps even the scant black lace briefs could be glimpsed; teetering high heels on black patent leather shoes added to the sexiness of the outfit ... Shara was well aware that it was deliberately provocative.

				She was given a pass to leave the main block and told to report to a certain Mr. West. She made her way in that direction, cheeks burning with shame at the comments she received as she tried to master the high heels and forget the shortness of the skirt. The breeze helped to amuse the passers by!

				When at last she arrived at the correct bungalow she gritted her teeth and pulled at the iron bell-pull by the side of the front door.

				Silence.

				She gazed at the solid front door. There was a nameplate on it, ’Elm Grove’, such an ordinary name. As the seconds ticked away hope began to burgeon in Shara’s heart. Perhaps the party had been put off...

				Then the door opened.

				A young woman stood there, dressed like Shara and exceedingly pretty with rich auburn-red hair and green eyes which had been heavily mascara’d. She was breathing fast and her lips were trembling a little.

				‘Is this Mr West’s house?’ asked Shara softly.

				The girl nodded. ‘Are you Shara?’

				‘Yes.’

				‘I’m Tina,’ said the redhead, giving Shara’s hand a sudden squeeze. ‘Come along ... it’s your first time, isn’t it - you must try to be brave - it won’t last forever - I’m to make sure you please them as much as I do so please try hard...’

				Tina knocked on a door and opened it. Shara was at once aware of a babble of conversation ... of smoke-filled air ... and six pairs of male eyes upon her. Following Tina’s example she curtsied, wishing her breasts would not bounce quite so much,

				‘Ah...’ A figure detached itself from the group, obviously Mr West. ‘This must be the stuck up young thing I’ve heard so much about.’

				‘Good evening, Sir,’ whispered Shara, conscious of the ageing blue eyes devouring her.

				‘You’ll help Tina,’ he said. ‘Pour drinks, serve food and so on.’

				‘Yes, Sir.’

				‘And look pretty, of course!’ Desmond West gave Shara’s bottom a proprietary slap. He remembered the girl from her photos in the gossip columns. She had been a right little madam, letting fly with her fists at photographers outside the best night spots, causing near riots in restaurants if her meal was not just so, treating sales staff in the top department stores as if they were the world’s greatest morons. He was well pleased with her in this outfit and so, it seemed, were his friends, for conversation had died and all attention was upon the new arrival. It was almost as if Shara were in some delicious hors d’oeuvre ready to be consumed.

				‘What a little cracker!’ commented a Pickwickian looking man. ‘Well done, Des.’

				‘My pleasure,’ smiled the host. He patted Shara’s bottom again. ‘Go round and find out which of my friends need another drink.’

				Nervously, cheeks flushed, Shara teetered towards the group.

				‘Anything for you, Sir?’ she asked the first man she came to.

				‘Just a squeeze of these,’ he said, with a lecherous leer. When a podgy hand came up and wandered over her right breast, Shara recoiled. ‘Please ... no!’

				His other hand lifted her short skirt and caressed her bottom, scarcely hindered at all by the small black lace briefs. ‘Go and get me a large Scotch,’ he said, ‘and be quick about it!’

				Shara turned and stumbled away in confusion. Tina guided her to the drinks table. ‘Just do as they say,’ she said as Shara poured the drink with a shaking hand. ‘Don’t resist or it will be worse, much worse.’

				‘But...’

				‘Don’t be stupid, for God’s sake! Do you want to get us both a thrashing?’

				Sick to the pit of her stomach, Shara made her way back to the group with the whisky. Her worst suspicions had been confirmed by Tina’s panic. She was here to be degraded and, most likely, ravaged by this set of middle aged pigs. She blinked back her tears and bit her lower lip as she handed over the drink.

				The man at once raised the glass to his fleshy lips.

				‘How old are you, Shara?’ he enquired in a fatherly way.

				‘Eighteen, Sir.’

				The man grinned. ‘With those big tits you look older,’ he said, in a far less fatherly fashion.

				Shara flushed and at that moment a hand glided up the back of one of her thighs. ‘Get me the same, gorgeous,’ said another male voice. For a brief moment the hand rose as far as it could and then Shara stumbled away, gasping. My God, she thought, if they’re like this now, what will they do by the end of the evening!

				As she went to the drinks table she saw Tina pressed back against the wail as one of the men kissed her with animal lust.

				Oh dear God, give me strength!

				Give me strength to endure...

				To survive...

				To submit...

				For the next half hour or so Shara was pinched, mauled and fondled by seemingly countless male hands. It was hard to believe there were only six men in the room. Sometimes she instinctively protested or pleaded, often recoiled only to be slapped and told not to be a ‘silly girl.’ The pleas made no difference, there was nothing for her to do but accept the groping that was going on.

				Shara and Tina served the meal along with a great quantity of wine and spirits.

				After coffee and brandy the girls cleared the table and then stood side by side in the background as bawdy songs were sung, dreading what might happen next.

				Soon there was a lull in the singing and Shara’s mouth went dry as Mr West turned to look at them.

				‘Right, girls. How about a little cabaret?’ he shouted. ‘Up on the table with you!’

				Sick with despair, Shara climbed up on the table after Tina. There were cheers and guffaws. Smoke stung her eyes and her head seemed to swim as, from all angles, piggy eyes gazed up.

				‘Let’s see your tits, girls!’ someone called out.

				Shara saw Tina unbutton her bodice - her head hung and her cheeks were red as she too exposed the lushness of her bosom. There were instant murmurs of approval all round. Whereas Tina’s breasts were like large apples, Shara’s could be compared to half melons.

				‘Dance around, girls, let’s see those boobs jiggle!’

				Tina began to jog up and down. Reluctantly, Shara followed suit. All around she could see the hot flushed faces and staring eyes.

				‘Bounce them, girls!’

				‘Oh, what lovely swingers!’

				‘Hey, watch them go!’

				For something like a minute Tina and Shara endured the humiliation, exposed to an incessant barrage of obscene ribaldry.

				‘Take ‘em off, take ‘em off!’ One man started it, but soon it became a chant. ‘Take ‘em off! Take ‘em off!’ Then the host joined in, his voice slurred with drink. ‘Clothes off, girls! Let’s see some stripping!’

				Tina started to wriggle out of hers briefs, so Shara knew that she must do the same. As Tina had done, she tossed them to one of the men. To her disgust, she saw him nuzzle the tiny warm scented garment eagerly. Then, still copying Tina she slowly removed her blouse and skirt, suspender belt, stockings and shoes.

				To wild applause the two naked girls paraded up and down the tabletop like models on a ‘cat-walk’, except that eager hands reached out to fondle them as they came by.

				‘That one’s a genuine red-head all right - look at her glowing bush!’

				‘Look at the bottom on that one! Oh what a lovely little arse!’

				‘Not all that little!’

				Then Shara heard something more sinister begin to develop.

				‘What a beautiful fuck!’

				‘Don’t boast, Charlie, you couldn’t make it, not in your state!’

				‘Wanna bet?’

				‘Yeah, bet you a case of brandy.’

				‘Right then - you’re on!’

				The words reached her through the noise and smoke, and she felt prickly shivers of horror. The lust of the men had obviously redoubled by the sight of such ripe young nudity, now the party was getting out of hand. There was only one direction it could take and Shara’s mind and soul shrivelled at the thought.

				Was the bet about her or Tina?

				She soon found out.

				‘Down you come, girlie!’ Charlie grabbed her arm, her not Tina’s, his eyes gleaming with fuddled lust, his fleshy lips wet.

				‘Oh please, no!’ She turned to the head of the table, where Desmond West sat grinning. ‘Oh please, no!’

				The man Charlie took no notice of her distress. He pulled her off the table and mauled the luscious flesh avariciously.

				‘OK, Desmond?’

				‘Eric says I’m too drunk to fuck this kiddiwink here,” said Charlie, slapping Shara’s bottom as she tried to wriggle away from him.

				‘So you are!’ leered Desmond. ‘But don’t let me stop you trying!’

				‘Right, you’re going to get it my girl, right up you!’

				‘No no, oh for God’s sake no, you mustn’t...’

				A bellow of mirth from all round the room greeted this announcement.

				‘I mustn’t, mustn’t I ... help me put her over the end of the table ... then you can all see.’

				Panic made Shara fight her intended ravisher and her terror gave her added strength. Charlie found his face scratched and received a thump in his fat stomach.

				‘Hey, you little bitch! You saw that, Des? Is this what your parties are like?’

				Tina, still on the table, looked aghast. Shara, now released, staggered back, hand to mouth. Oh God, what had she done? How would she be punished for this?

				Desmond West crooked a finger at her, suddenly sobered.

				“Come here!” He was leering in sadistic glee.

				Legs like rubber, Shara walked to the head of the table. Why did the floor not open to swallow her forever?

				Desmond swivelled himself around as the shapely figure of Shara reached him. He pulled her down over his knees. Then his hard palm began to slap the rounded, upturned bottom so delightfully presented. Left and right ... left and right ... he set each cheek bouncing and quivering in turn, making Shara gasp, not so much with pain as with the shock and shame of it as the men gathered round to get a closer view and he rained down the slaps faster and faster.

				‘That’s it, Desmond, give it to her!’

				‘Harder, man, harder!’

				‘Make the little bitch yell!’

				‘Harder ... harder ... harder...’

				‘Oh look at her squirm!’

				Desmond tired quickly. ‘Here, Charlie, you take over,’ he panted. ‘It was you she upset!’

				‘Upset!’ said Charlie. ‘Look where she scratched me! Yes, yes, hand her over and let me at her!’

				He grabbed Shara from his host and hauled her across his knees. He took off his belt and began to beat the reddening bottom with far more enthusiasm, and in a few minutes Shara’s gasps became outright cries and her wriggling reached a crescendo.

				Slap ... slap ... slap.

				‘How dare you cheek me!’

				SLAP ... SLAP ... SLAP

				‘I’ll teach you!’

				Shara kicked and squired and squealed as the beating continued and continued, on and on, until the audience started to clap in time with the belt. The sight of Shara’s frantic struggles and madly threshing legs and the sharp crack of leather on flesh and the mewing sounds it drew from the girl was rousing them to new peaks of cruel desire.

				Up on the table, Tina stood watching nervously. It could well be her turn next, though she had done nothing.

				At long last Charlie too ran out of steam and stopped, panting and gasping.

				The man who had made the bet saw his opportunity. ‘Hey Charlie, your belt’s off, now’s your chance. Let’s see what you’re made of.’

				‘G-give us a break!’

				‘No, now!’

				‘Yes, now,’ came a chorus. ‘Now, now, now!’

				Charlie shrugged, fondling Shara’s glowing bottom. She was sobbing, her nates wriggling and twitching under his touch. Surely I can fuck this little beauty, he said to himself, it had been exciting to smack a young bottom from the Old Order, how much better to fuck the creature. He staggered to his feet and forced Shara to bend over the edge of the table and unzipped his flies.

				There she was, naked, crying and helpless.

				‘Come on, Charlie, let’s have you!’

				Something like panic gripped Charlie as he took out his penis. It was not stiff, not at all. A pox on all drinks! Feebly he began to play with himself, still hoping, but it was not to be.

				‘Is that it, Charlie?’

				Rage and frustration seared through him. It wasn’t so much the loss of the bet, nor the bloody humiliation of it, it was the fact that there, naked before him, was a curvaceous eighteen-year-old and he could do nothing about it.

				He zipped up again and looked round the room rather like a baffled, wounded animal.

				‘All right, you clever sods, let someone else have a go!’

				For a few moments a hush fell. Shara lay over the table, sobbing.

				‘Anyone going to have a go?’ asked Desmond.

				‘Maybe later!’

				‘She’ll keep.’

				There was a general move to the drinks table and relief flooded Shara’s heart. She had been spared! Her hands went to her flaming bottom, then she began to get off the table, until Desmond stopped her.

				‘Stay there. Someone will probably try later. You, Tina, come down and bend over the other end of the table. We may as well have a choice.’

				Tina stepped gracefully down, apple-breasts quivering, bottom-flesh juddering, and bent over in the same provocative way that Shara had been placed.

				‘Come on, girls, get those legs spread wide and those nice round bottoms pushed out.’

				He grinned as two pairs of legs parted and two pairs of buttocks were thrust up and out. He could do with a piece of arse himself.

				There would be plenty of time to sober up after the others had gone.

				He took a half empty bottle of wine and poured it over Shara’s reddened nates, giving a drunken laugh as it made her writhe in agony.

				‘Cool them down a little for you!’

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Two

				Lady Victoria Brooks-Holmes - Aged Thirty

				Some of the leaders of the New Order were housed in the stately homes of the now defunct aristocracy.

				One such was Wayne Dave, a thirty year old leader of the people. He and his sister Alice, a fellow revolutionary, lived in the twelfth century castle once owned by Lord and Lady Brooks-Holmes. Alice was twenty five and regarded with great esteem owing to her hatred of the Old Order. She had denounced more ‘Enemies of the People’ than any other party member and was particularly vicious about it.

				Alice, a born sadist, was delighted with the castle and specially with the old dungeons. Unknown to tax payers, she had taken the opportunity to re-open them and refit the torture chamber with both old and new devices.

				It had amused her to ask the Rehabilitation Centre for Lord Brooks-Holmes as her gardener and Lady Brooks-Holmes as her personal maid.

				Lady Victoria, in a normal length black dress, white apron, black stockings and black high-heeled shoes, looked the typical maid - except that instead of the usual small white maid cap, Alice had issued her with an imitation diamond tiara to remind her of the days when she had been lady of the house.

				Alice had just come back from a hard gallop round the estate. She handed the horse over to one of the stable hands (formerly Lord Gower) who touched his forelock as he gave a bow.

				‘Get him rubbed down immediately. I might want him again later.’

				She didn’t bother to look in the direction of the ‘groom’, she knew her orders were law, for she also employed her own strong-arm entourage to make sure the former aristos toed the line - not that the law would tolerate anything else.

				Alice was in a hurry to get into the house and tell Victoria about the new job she had dreamed up for her. She strode into her office and pulled the bell cord before pouring herself a large gin and tonic.

				Victoria, tall and slim, her aristocratic features adding to the mockery of her dress, entered the office and bobbed a low curtsey.

				‘You rang, Ma’am?’

				‘You must get fed up being cooped up indoors all day in this fine weather so I’ve good news for you. I’m lending you to a farmer for a few days. That should stop you getting flabby! He will be here in an hour to pick you up.’

				Alice’s eyes glinted with amusement at the look on Victoria’s face.

				‘He has my permission to take a stick to your backside if he thinks you’re not giving your best. And a bad report will mean the dungeons.’

				‘Yes, Ma’am.’

				An hour later Victoria, along with Mrs Christina Bradley, an upper middle class banker’s wife, stood in an old farm cart that stank of manure. They now wore typical country smocks that reached half way down their thighs, heavy black shoes and industrial gloves. Alice didn’t want her maids to return with broken nails and rough hands.

				The farmer climbed into the tractor and let the clutch out, sending the two women sprawling, much to Alice’s delight.

				Victoria and Christina hung on as the cart bumped and rolled through winding lanes. People stared at them and giggled as they passed. They drove into a village and stopped outside the local pub.

				Without a word Bill Howard, the farmer, shut off the motor and made his way to the bar. Alice had chosen him because he was a primitive man with primitive farming methods and the most primitive accommodation in the village.

				He was a short stocky man in his late fifties. Balding and unshaven, he had for the last few years since the death of his wife let the world go by. He ran the farm alone. His sister, an equally obnoxious individual, came in from time to time to clean the place up, for he hated paying for help.

				He sat at the bar drinking. He was a slow man but now a thought hit him. These two women were his. His! He could work them as he wished. Alice had said he could tan their arses if he was not satisfied and they would be really scared of getting a bad report. He walked out and looked at them, standing there in the cart. Not bad, not bad at all. He enjoyed the rest of his drink very much, then wiped his mouth on the back of his hand and set out for the farm.

				They reached the run down farmhouse just as the sun went down. ‘Out you get.’ Bill lowered the tailboard. ‘Come on, move your arses!’

				The women climbed down as best they could.

				‘Over there, both of you.’ He pointed to the old stable. Inside were two iron bedsteads with bare wire springs and thrown over each bed were a few stained and tattered blankets.

				He took a swig from the flask he kept in his hip pocket.

				‘Well, come on, get to bed, there’s work to do tomorrow!’ He took another swig.

				Victoria and Christina walked to the beds, placed blankets over the bare springs and made as if to lie down.

				‘Get undressed first ... how can I tell how strong you are if I don’t see you? Come on, remember I can tan your arses if you don’t suit. Or maybe you fancy a bad report?’

				Victoria knew about the dungeons. She most definitely did not want a bad report! That would be what Alice was hoping for, setting things up this way. It was just another way to get at her for being born on what used to be the right side of the tracks. Slowly, eyes cast down, both removed their shoes and short smocks.

				Bill licked his lips as the two slender bodies, now only covered by white cotton knickers and bra, stood before him. Reluctant hands unfastened bras straps, four white melon shaped breasts bobbed up and down as they were released, thumbs went into knicker elastic and slowly pushed them down over long thighs.

				Bill sat on a bed and looked at the two naked women. His hands were shaking.

				‘You’ - he nodded to Victoria - ‘come here!’

				Taking a deep breath to steel herself for what was to come, Victoria went and stood close to him. She had been made to show herself off so many times these last few months one would have thought she would have been used to it, but she could never get used to being mauled and inspected like an animal.

				A dirty coarse hand reached up and touched her right breast. She shut her eyes, half flinching away. I’ve got to let him do it, she thought, I mustn’t get a bad report. I must let him, I must. Now his hand was kneading her left breast.

				‘Very nice, very nice.’ He was still swigging the whisky. ‘Show us your arse!’

				She turned and heard his deep rasping breathing as he squeezed each buttock cheek in turn, then ran his two hands up and down each thigh.

				‘Nice and firm. I’ll expect a bloody good day’s work out of you, my girl, OK?’

				‘Yes.’

				SLAP!

				‘You call me Sir, you stuck up cow!’

				SLAP, SLAP.

				‘Yes, Sir!’

				‘I’m sorry, sir.’ Didn’t she know that all convicted aristos must address the New Age people as Sir, Ma-am or Miss, whatever their position or age?

				‘Remember then ... SLAP, SLAP, SLAP ... now bend over and show me your fanny and arse hole.’ Bill’s confidence was growing all the time. ‘And get those legs apart, now, SLAP, SLAP ... wider, I say!”

				Victoria parted her legs, fingers touching her toes. Bill roughly pulled the taut cheeks apart. In the gloom he could just see a dark pinkish anus, beneath it coral pink sex lips opened and closed as he moved his thumbs to and fro. He felt his penis throbbing as it strained against his trouser leg.

				Better have a look at the other one before I shoot my lot in my pants.

				He dismissed Victoria with a slap and ordered Christina before him. She was soon being mauled in the same way, but this time he poked a finger up her warm, soft cunt and wiggled it about, making her gasp.

				He stood and opened his flies, staggering as he did so.

				‘Damned if I’m not too pissed to fuck either one of you, but you can both have a suck of this!’ He pushed his half erect cock from his trousers and fell back on the bed.

				‘You first.’ He poked a finger into Christina’s buttock as she remained bending before him.

				A look of utter revulsion upon her face, Christina stood and turned, looking down at the cock protruding from the greasy stained trousers.

				‘Please ... no ... not that!’ She covered her face with her hands.

				‘Suck it, girl, or I’ll be on the phone and have you taken back tonight. Then what would your Mistress do? You’d be birched every day for a month, I shouldn’t wonder, as well as other things, she said something about a dungeon.’

				‘Ohhh! ohhh!’ Christina knew it would be even worse than he thought. She just had to make herself suck this stinking monstrosity of a cock. She knelt at the side of the bed, took the throbbing thing in her hands, closed her eyes tight, slid the knob into her warm mouth and began to suck the repulsive thing.

				Bill lay back. Wonderful! Delicious! He had never before had a woman suck him, he had never even dared suggest it to his wife for fear of her thinking him some sort of pervert.

				He felt the soft tongue sliding up and down, the warmth of the mouth closed over his cock. He looked at the blonde head slowly moving up and down, the eyes screwed tightly shut. It all became too much for him. After only thirty seconds he suddenly gripped the head, forcing it down as he spurted and spurted.

				Christina struggled hard to remove her mouth from the twitching spurting thing, but those hands clamped her head firmly in place forcing her to take each and every drop of spunk down her throat.

				Then he lay back, panting, still holding the sobbing woman’s head in place. God! God! It was marvellous! The best feeling that he’d had in years and it had been done by one of those stuck up bitches that used to ride with the local hunt. He could fuck her if he wanted, fuck either of them, it was his decision, they were completely in his power. He looked at Victoria, those fine round tits, the narrow waist and swelling hips.

				Why not?

				He pulled Christina off by her hair and she slumped into a sobbing heap by the bed.

				“Shut up ... get back over there.” He prodded her away with a hard boot. Choking and retching, she forced herself up and stood by the wall next to Victoria.

				Bill staggered to his feet and crooked a finger at Victoria. ’Your turn,’ he slurred through wet lips.

				Trembling, Victoria moved to him.

				‘Bend over,’ he said harshly, excited. “Hands on the bed, legs apart, arse stuck out ... you’re getting the real thing ...’ Half laughing in his drunken state, he fumbled with his belt before dropping his trousers and long johns.

				Victoria bit her lip as she felt the head of his cock delving into her. But it was not to be. Much as he tried, the bloody thing went soft on him. Frustrated, he satisfied himself with having Victoria suck him. Even then he couldn’t manage to come.

				At last he stumbled from the stable, locking the doors behind him. There was little need to do so, for where was there to escape to? Who would help an escaped Aristo?

				At five thirty the following morning the two women were tipped out of their beds by a female about their own age.

				‘Come on, you lazy cows ... get dressed ... move yourselves. ’She was short and well overweight, wearing jeans pushed into Wellington boots, a baggy sweater and an old green woolly hat. Her greasy hair was pulled back into a knot and tied with a boot-lace.

				Still half asleep, Victoria and Christina were given a bowl of half cold thick lumpy porridge each and a mug of lukewarm coffee. The girl stood watching them eat everything before leading them out into the fields.

				They were both set to work hoeing the weeds from between rows of lettuces. ‘When I get back I want to see at least six rows finished,’ the girl said, swishing a thin tree branch through the air. ‘Unless you want to feel this!’

				The rows were about three hundred metres long and since they did not know when the girl would return they hoed away for all they were worth, arms and back aching. Afraid even to stop for a breather, they worked as if the Devil himself were behind them.

				After what seemed like hours they completed the fifth row, and had just turned to the sixth when a boy and a girl, both about twelve years old, came out from behind a bush.

				‘Mr Howard asked us to come and make sure you’re both working hard,’ said the boy. Neither of the women spoke - they had learned that the less they said the better.

				‘What’s your name?’ the girl asked Christina.

				‘Christina, Miss.’ Christina did not even look up from her work.

				‘Your full name, stupid!’ said the boy.

				‘Christina Palmer, Sir.’

				‘How old are you?’

				‘Twenty-eight, Sir.’ Christina’s cheeks began to blush.

				‘And what’s your name and age?’ the girl asked, poking a finger into Victoria’s bent back.

				‘Victoria Brooks-Holmes, Miss.’

				‘Oh very posh!’ The girl mimicked Victoria’s upper-class accent. ‘Bit of a come down for one, is it not, having to work?’

				Victoria, full of rage, clenched her teeth and continued working. Perhaps these obnoxious children would just go away.

				‘And tell me your age, Victoria Brooks-Holmes?’ the girl continued in the same voice. ‘If one does not mind, that is.’

				‘I’m thirty, Miss.’ Hate, hate, hate. How this New Order took delight in shaming its victims. Was it anyone’s fault to be born with a title or lands or money? What a farce this rehabilitation into the new system was, purporting to teach everyone is equal but actually abusing the ‘Aristos’ to the utmost possible degree. As the two women worked their way along the field, the boy whispered something to the girl, making her giggle. He came up behind Victoria, took the hem of her smock and lifted it as high as he could, showing off her white cotton knickers, which both children took as a huge joke.

				Forgetting herself, Victoria turned on the boy in fury. ‘How dare you, you disgusting child!’ She swung her arm, slapping his face.

				He staggered back, tears in his eyes. ‘’Right, that’s it!’ he shouted ‘You wait, you just wait, it’s a public birching for that!’

				The full horror of what she had done hit Victoria like a blow. ‘Oh God, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to do that!’ She dropped her hoe and went to the boy, dropping to her knees in front of him ‘Please don’t tell, I’m really sorry.’

				The boy stopped walking away, gloating at the look of terror on Victoria’s face but the girl was not impressed. ‘You hit him so we’re telling,” she said.

				“No, ... please Miss ... I said I was sorry Sir and honestly, I am!’

				Victoria had been birched in her first day at the Centre. It was an experience she never wished to endure again, least of all in public.

				The boy was enjoying himself. ‘If you’re truly sorry, prove it,’ he said. ‘Show me your knickers and say so nicely.’

				Victoria was terrified. She lifted her smock to show her knickers. ‘I - I’m sorry, Sir, I humbly ask your pardon.”

				‘Turn round and bend over so I can see the back of them.’

				Victoria did as she as told.

				The boy and girl were whispering together and the girl was giggling again. ‘Well, Mrs Posh,’ said the boy, ‘if we don’t tell we must punish you ourselves. Take your knickers right down so we can smack you.’

				Tears of humiliation ran down Victoria’s cheeks but this was by far the lesser of the two evils.

				‘If you say so, sir.’

				She felt small fingers go into the elastic of her knickers, she felt the cold air on her bottom cheeks.

				‘Bend over and touch your toes, Mrs Posh.’

				Wishing she were dead, Victoria did as she was told, knowing she was showing everything to these diabolical children.

				Slap. She had been slapped before, but never by a child, that made it seem so much worse!

				Slap. This time he hit the other cheek.

				Victoria started to cry. Not from the pain but from humiliation that she, Lady Victoria Brooks-Holmes, should be bending over bare bottomed so that two children could abuse her!

				SLAP, SLAP. The spanking went on until Victoria’s buttocks took on a red glow. At last she was told to straighten up. ‘But keep your bum on show, Mrs Posh,’ said the girl. ‘It’s really cute, all red like that!’ She turned to Christina. ‘Now let’s see your knickers too.’

				Christina, having seen what could happen, lifted her smock meekly and at once. She felt her knickers being taken down, but managed not to protest, even when she in turn received the hardest spanking the children could give before being made to stand beside Victoria, also holding up her smock to expose her glowing bottom.

				‘Bend over, you two.’ said the boy. ‘Bums to us!’

				Soon the two children were amusing themselves hugely throwing stones at their wretched targets. Both women were wishing the ground would open up and swallow them when they heard a shout.

				‘Get out of there, you little bastards!’ As the girl in whose charge they were came running into the field, the two children turned and ran off, still laughing.

				‘Get up, you stupid cows. What’s been going on?’

				‘Those children ... they were sent to see how we were getting on.’

				‘You stupid bitches. Those kids are from the orphanage and they’re always around stealing anything they can get. I see they took you two for a right couple of mugs, little devils! Get back to work then - you may as well keep those red arses on show so that anyone passing can see what silly cunts you’ve been!’

				She sat down, smiling as she watched the two once proud and arrogant Aristos return to their work as farm labourers, their smocks tucked up around their waists, their knickers tied round their necks like scarves, their bottoms glowing a fiery red.

				During the next three days Bill Howard fucked both women in every conceivable position his slow mind could think of. At times he lay back and let them suck him, snapping his fingers when he wished them to change places. From time to time he thought up reasons to cane them. But best of all he liked to have them over his knee for a good hard spanking - he found it very enjoyable to spank a grown woman’s bottom, especially these two upper class women that, before the New Order, wouldn’t have given him the time of day.

				He also found that he had other visitors who would have never dreamed of coming before. Other farmers and farm workers would call in, either alone or with their wives and even whole families. They always brought a bottle or two or a few cans. The post popular time was around eight o’clock when he made Victoria and Christina take their daily bath.

				The old farmhouse had no bathroom so, after the girls had cleaned up the house, they heated water on the stove and poured it into a large tin bath in the living room. After they had brought in the water, he would decide which one was to have the luxury of clean water.

				The chosen one would then strip and sit in the bath, splashing water all over herself. When she was wet all over she had to stand facing Bill, who sat in his favourite armchair, puffing his smelly pipe. Next she soaped the flannel and with it herself, taking plenty of time standing with legs apart as she washed her cunt, then turn her back and soap her back and legs. Bill also liked to make sure that the anus was clean, so she had to bend right over, cheeks apart, and placing her hands between her legs, give the area a brisk soaping.

				When Bill was satisfied she was soaped all over, he would allow her to sit once more and rinse the soap off. Then she must stand at the side of the bath and dry herself with a rough towel whilst her companion took her turn.

				Once when Victoria was in the bath there was a knock on the front door.

				‘Who is it?’ Bill shouted, his eyes on Victoria as she stood soaping herself.

				The door opened and a large man of about forty stepped into the room, along with a woman and a youth. The man’s face was weather beaten, an outdoor man and farmer. He looked uncomfortable, dressed in his best suit. The woman wore a bright floral-design dress, and a hat with faded paper flowers round the brim. The youth was in jeans and tee-shirt and stood with his head down, taking an occasional shy glance at the naked Victoria - he seemed a little simple.

				‘Thought we’d pop in as we was passing,’ said the man.

				To get an eye full, you mean.’

				Bill did not look at his visitor but turned to Victoria. ‘Get on with your bath you, never mind the company.’ She stood in the bath holding the flannel over her pubis and an arm across her breasts.

				Four hot pairs of eyes bored into her softly swinging breasts as she reluctantly removed the arm that covered her breasts, still holding the flannel over her pubis as she rubbed soap into it.

				‘Sit down if you’re staying, Seff, man ... and get the drink out if you’ve brought any?’

				Seff pulled out the chair furthest from Victoria. ‘Here, our Rose, sit you down and get them cans out.’ He himself took a chair very close to the bath, and the youth was left standing, mouth open.

				‘Got any glasses?’ asked Rose, removing the six-pack from a plastic carrier bag.

				‘Drink from the can,’ said Bill, helping himself to a couple. The youth went as if to take one, but Rose slapped him away. Sullenly he sat on the edge of the table, now staring at the spectacle before him.

				‘Which one’s she?’ asked Seff, wiping the back of his mouth with his hand.

				That’s Lady Brooks-Holmes, that is.’ Bill pulled the ring from a can, froth spilling over his already stained waistcoat.

				‘Don’t look very lady-like to me, bathing and showing herself off like that in mixed company,’ said Rose.

				Bill smiled as he saw Seff loosen his tie and undo the collar stud and ease his crotch. ‘Getting to you, is it?’ he scoffed. ‘Cause I see it every night, the two of them.’

				Seff glanced at Rose sheepishly, his face going even redder. ‘It’s just ... just it’s a warm night.’

				‘Let’s make it a little warmer,’ said Bill. He beckoned to Christina. ‘Come over here, you.’ Christina came over and stood at the side of his chair and Bill slid his hand up the back of her skirt, pulled the back of her knickers down and fondled her soft buttocks as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Christina could only stand and accept the look of scorn on Rose’s face.

				At that moment Victoria stood up in the bath, still going through the routine Bill had prescribed and, with her back to them, bent over with legs spread as wide as she could. Cheeks foaming with embarrassment, she placed the flannel between her legs and washed her arse hole.

				Rose jumped to her feet, scattering beer can litter. ‘This is too much! Come Seff, Peter, we aren’t staying to see any more of that!’

				Seff was incensed. He was really enjoying himself. ‘Hush woman,’ he said, ‘it’s not every day you get to see her sort made to look a bloody fool. You like to go into town weekends for the birchings, what’s the difference if we get a bit closer to one of ‘em being taken down a peg or two, eh? What’s the bloody harm in that?’

				‘It’s obscene, her doing that and him doing that!’ she indicated Bill, whose hand was still upon Christina’s soft buttock flesh, squeezing and pinching as she squirmed but dared not pull away, now getting a finger up her arse hole. ‘Come on, Peter, we’re going even if your father isn’t decent enough to!’

				‘Oh Mum, can’t I stay? Peter whined. Please, Mum, this is educational, great stuff. I’ll come home with dad.’

				‘Yeah, heducational, that’s what this is.’ Seff licked his lips. ‘You clear off if you can’t stomach it, I’ll bring the lad home.’

				‘Right then!’ said Rose. Her face was red with fury. ‘But don’t think you’ve heard the last of this! She stormed from the house, slamming the door behind her.

				‘Hadn’t you best go, Seff?’ asked Bill. ‘Your missus seems a bit worked up, like.’

				‘I’m not bothered, all mouth, she is. Has the other one been in the bath yet?’

				‘Nay, that comes now.’

				Victoria was already drying herself, and now she replaced what little clothing she had. Christina gave a cry as Bill pulled his finger from her anus and pushed her towards the bath.

				She started to strip.

				Later, the bath emptied and put away, Seff and Bill, who had killed off half a bottle of whisky on top of the beer, chatted together as the girls stood at attention against the wall.

				‘Young Peter there’s getting to be a big lad,’ Bill slurred.

				‘Yeah - great help on the farm - here, have a drink, son, never mind what your mother says.’ Seff half filled a china mug with the golden liquid and Peter drained it in two gulps.

				‘I’ve been thinking,’ said Seff to Bill, ‘I’ve been thinking, like, is there, well any chance of having one of them two?’ I’d see you right, of course.’

				Bill laughed, ‘You dirty old bugger. It’ll cost you - cost you a lot - and I wouldn’t want it to get all over the village.’

				‘Course not! Think I want the missus to know? Come on, how much?’

				These two are fine upper class women, don’t know as you could handle em.’

				‘Come off it! If you can fuck them at your age, I’ll have no trouble.’

				‘Well, let’s see - as they’ll do absolutely anything you want - it’s gotta be worth fifty quid.’

				‘I’ll give you fifteen.’

				‘Piss off! The chance of a lifetime this is! A real Lady or a high class bit like that Christina, they’re both real hot stuff I can tell you!’

				‘Sure, but I can’t afford it.’ Seff was giving up hope. Everyone knew what a mean old sod Bill was.

				‘Tell you what - fifteen quid and that sow you wouldn’t sell me last month.’

				‘That sow, she’s worth fifty quid on her own!’

				Bill saw that Seff was weakening. Get your clothes off again, girls, remind old Seff here what he’s missing!’

				They both stripped and stood in provocative poses before Seff, though they were fuming within. Being offered in part exchange for a sow was the final insult.

				‘Turn round slowly - show off your nice round arses to the gent. Have a feel if you like, Seff, might make you change your mind.’

				Bill knew he was on a winner, Just let Seff get his hands on the girls and there would be no holding him. It was like the cattle market, show off the goods and you have a sale. Seff’s shaking hand travelled up and down both women slowly, exploring, and he began to sweat. -How about ten and the sow for this one - Victoria, isn’t it?’

				‘Fifteen or nothing.’

				‘You tight old sod. OK, I’ll make do with the other.’

				‘Money first, then.’ said Bill, holding out a grubby hand.

				Seff pulled out a roll of notes and peeled off three five pound notes.

				‘And a bill of sale for the sow.’

				‘Bloody hell, don’t you trust anyone?’ Seff dug into his pocket and came up with a crumpled piece of paper. He wrote out a bill of sale and signed it, then gripped Christina by the arm.

				‘Where’s the fucking bedroom?’

				‘Do it down here,’ Bill laughed. ‘Not shy, are you?’

				‘No, but not in front of him,’ Seff said, jerking his head towards Peter who was still standing open mouthed, though he was dribbling, ‘too drunk to know what was going on.

				‘Another fiver for the bed, then, and she can lick you clean after so the missus don’t suspect nothing.’

				Both he and Seff enjoyed the look on Christina s face.

				‘Fucking Hell! Here you are then.’ He threw another fiver at Bill’s feet. ‘Where’s the room?’

				‘She knows the way well enough.’

				Seff followed a weeping Christina up the stairs. ‘Stop snivelling, woman,’ he snarled, ‘unless you want me to warm up that arse of yours before I fuck it off you! You bloody well be better worth twenty quid and my best sow!’

				Bill smiled as he noticed that Seff had left some whisky in the bottle He picked it up and drained it. ‘Feel all right, boy?’ he asked the swaying Peter. ‘Ever touched a naked woman?’

				‘N-no...’

				‘What do you think of this one then? Not bad, eh?’

				Peter sputtered and swayed and went red. His hands were clenching and unclenching, but he couldn’t say anything. He sat down heavily in a chair.

				‘Come here, Vicky - Lady Victoria I mean.’ He gave a mock bow. ‘Come on now, he has problems coming to you - let the lad have a feel, eh?’ Ask him if he’d like to feel your tits.’

				Victoria came and stood in front of Peter, feeling his beery breath on her cheek. ‘Would you like to-to feel my tits, Sir?’ She made herself thrust them out.

				Slowly Peter’s hand came up and cupped each hanging breast in turn. Roughly he squeezed them, an idiotic grin on his face.

				‘Like a feel of her fanny?’ asked Bill.

				‘Yer - yess...’

				‘Help him, my Lady! Open your legs and let him have a good grope around, he’s nothing but an ignorant lad.’

				Peter started to giggle as his fingers touched her bush.

				‘Put his finger up you! Can’t you see he’s too stupid to know where your cunt is!’

				Victoria gritted her teeth and forced herself to take Peter s hand turn it palm up, and guide his middle finger into herself.

				Once he had the idea, he was away. Another finger entered her and another and they began to move around.

				She couldn’t take any more. The noises from upstairs were distressing her too. Oh God, she couldn’t take it, she couldn’t, it was the last straw...

				The whole hand now. She pulled away from Peter with a cry of despair She turned to Bill with a look of fear and utter repugnance on her face. ‘He-he tried to get his whole hand up me!’

				Bill knew very well what had happened, but he wasn’t about to let her get away with that sort of behaviour, pulling away indeed! Many’s the time he’d had his arm up a cow, who was she to complain about a little thing like that!

				‘Right, my girl, you’ve done it now! Don’t bother with that slag screaming away upstairs, listen to me! I can see I’ve been far too lenient with you these last few days. It’s time that fat arse of yours was made sore enough to remind you of your place!’

				Peter sat grinning at what was taking place, Something he liked very much was happening, that was all his muddled brain could comprehend.

				“Get yourself over the boy’s knee. You’ve had a tanned arse from a little lad, now let’s see how you like it from a nut case.’

				Peter found a squirming bottom suddenly appearing in his lap and Bill put a slipper into his hand. ‘Well, go on, take that to her arse, you simpleton, hard as you can.’

				Bill was really having fun. He pulled up the other chair and put Victoria’s mouth to his cock.

				“Suck away, girl - I won’t stop him till I come!’

				Peter looked down at the twitching nates beneath the slipper.

				‘Go on, boy!’ shouted Bill. ‘Give it her real hard, you’re a strong lad, let’s see what you can do!’

				Victoria started to suck and suck, trying to get Bill even more roused as the slipper started to come down on her naked bottom slap, slap, slap, really hard. She was on fire already and Peter was ’just getting into the spirit of it, grinning and drooling to himself. Slap, slap, slap. Bill was hard to get going, it would take ages. Her bottom writhed and squirmed, slap, slap, slap, Bill was hardening now ... SLAP, SLAP, SLAP ... she couldn’t stand it any more ... no more ... suddenly Bill came in her mouth, spunk jerking to the back of her throat ...

				But he didn’t tell Peter to stop. The lad was really enjoying himself so much it would be a shame to spoil his fun. Besides it was great to see the girl’s bottom getting redder and redder and watch her wriggle and squirm so beautifully.

				Soon the slaps could only just be heard above Victoria’s screams. She had been spanked many times, but nothing like this whole-hearted beating from a lad who didn’t know his own strength. Her bottom felt as if it must burst into flames at any moment.

				Then’ Seff came down the stairs, followed by a sobbing Christina and Peter stopped.

				When their period of loan was up, Bill loaded the two women into the cart again to take them ‘home’. They both actually felt relief at the thought of returning to that foreboding place. At least their tormentors would not be scruffy old men.

				When they reached the outskirts of the village, Bill pulled up and came round to the rear of the cart. ‘Down you get. Leave your clothes on the cart.’

				When they stood naked in the dusty road he bound each pair of wrists and attached them to the cart by a short length of rope before setting off again.

				As the tractor pulling the cart chugged through the narrow streets, women stopped gossiping to watch, first in amazement and then in amusement. Bill smiled and waved at each person as he passed, it was a great day for him.

				There were some men around too. A few of them called out. ‘Look at the tits on ’em. Not bad arses either. Had a good fuck on the farm, Billy boy?’ ‘Leave off, he’s past it!’

				A group of small children gathered and danced along behind the cart, jeering and laughing, one or two of the bigger ones venturing a nip or two. Seeing this some older children joined in. A boy in his early teens pushed a stick between Christina’s bottom cheeks and held it there as she staggered along.

				At last Bill handed the two women over to Alice, who walked round them, riding crop in hand.

				‘Why are they naked?’ she asked sweetly, giving him a wink.

				‘Cos they been bloody disobedient.’

				‘But I suppose they are willing workers, Bill?’

				‘Nah,’ he said. ‘Bone idle, the pair of ‘em!’

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Three

				Mrs Vera Thomas & Mrs Susan Norman 

				Aged Thirty Seven & Thirty Eight

				It was not only the aristocracy and upper middle class that could be considered in need of rehabilitation by the leaders of the New Order. The higher one’s position the more likely that one’s information would be acted upon.

				Mrs Vera Thomas was in a strong position of power. Her husband was a prominent member of the local council.

				Her friend Mrs Susan Norman also had power through her husband, who was deputy leader of the same council.

				Both women used their positions whenever it was to their advantage to do so. On shopping trips they would demand immediate service, expecting sales persons to leave whoever they happened to be serving and come to them. When they actually bought anything, they expected a large discount - they left the manager in no doubt that it would be dangerous to refuse.

				Although their husbands believed that bills were being paid, the money actually went into their own personal bank accounts. It would take a brave accountant to enquire if either woman had in fact paid their bill.

				As the wives of high-ranking officials, they were entitled to have ‘servants’ supplied by the Centres and they could beat and humiliate these unfortunates at will. There was nothing wrong with that, it was what the New Order was all about, teaching fallen aristos that all people were now equal.

				One day after an interesting shopping excursion, they sat together on the veranda of a restaurant in the local park, taking tea and looking at the view, enjoying the peaceful quiet all around them until four teenage schoolgirls arrived, laughing and joking with a transistor radio at full blast, generally making a nuisance of themselves. After while other customers began to leave, fed up with the loud shrieks and chatter above the blare of the music.

				‘I say,’ Mrs Norman called out, ‘turn that noise off and be quiet, would you?’

				This brought looks of embarrassment and annoyance from the girls. ‘Why should we - it’s a free country now, isn’t it?’ one shouted above the din.

				‘Give us your names and addresses!’ Susan demanded, ‘I am Mrs Norman and this is Mrs Thomas, and we are very important people as you will find out when we see that you dreadful children are suitably dealt with!’

				‘Piss off!’ shouted the girl.

				This brought the restaurant manager on the scene and he asked the four girls to leave which they refused to do, hurling a stream of abuse at the manager and also at the two women. The manager then phoned the police and the two women left, not relishing the publicity that might arise if they didn’t.

				Area Governor Dallison spoilt his only daughter Jane and knew it. But what she asked now was far too much. She and her friends had been shown up by two quite important women and wanted him to denounce them. He had no love for these particular women, in fact he was aware that they abused their power to some extent, but then who didn’t? To bring charges would be difficult. There would be no end of trouble, and he liked a quiet life.

				Jane sulked for days and wouldn’t talk to him. She became abusive and continually reporting the servants to his butler for the slightest fault. She had become a worse brat than normal. At last he dug up all the dirt he could on the two women and summoned their husbands to his office. He bluffed them into thinking he was taking action against them and finally, after much hedging and haggling, it was agreed that charges would be dropped if the two women would accept punishment to be administered by a female of the same or higher rank, who alone would decide the punishment.

				Jane had hoped for more, that the two women would be sent to Rehabilitation and then allotted to her house as servants. However, revenge was sweet and she would make the best of it, repay these stuck-up cows to the utmost she could wangle.

				They had been told to report to Governor Dallison s office at twelve noon. Both women took a great deal of time in their dress and make-up, after all, it was a high ranking woman they were to meet Probably she would be sympathetic, she would have done the same sort of things that they had done, demanded the same privileges, just not crossed the Governor’s daughter.

				Yes, it was going to be embarrassing being reprimanded, but once it was over they would probably all have a good laugh together about it.

				Governor Dallison was called away that day.

				‘Jane, dear,’ he said at breakfast, ‘I’ve just had an important phone call - I shall have to dash, I shall be away all day. Would you be an angel and go into the office and phone Mrs Phoebe ‘Smithers? She’s standing by to deal with those two women of yours but I said I’d phone this morning to confirm. Miss Crawford will give you the number, but of course she isn’t there yet...’

				‘Certainly, Father, no problem,’ said Jane, in her most grown up manner.

				What a break!

				She arrived at the office at eleven fifteen, and Miss Crawford, a fussy, mouse like little woman in her early fifties, at once got to her feet, clasping her hands.

				‘Good morning, Miss Dallison.’

				‘Hullo Crawford. Father can’t come today so I’m standing in for him. Get me Mrs Smithers.’

				Miss Crawford was the sort of woman who had spent her whole life in fear of being dismissed, fear of anyone with authority. Things had changed but Miss Crawford had not.

				‘And then coffee,’ Jane said as she walked past. ‘No sugar.’

				‘Yes, Miss Dallison.’

				Jane spoke to Mrs Smithers as instructed. More or less! ‘This is Jane Dallison,’ she said, ‘my father has asked me to say that he’s had to go away for the day and the matter is postponed, or maybe cancelled. Don’t bother about it unless he rings you again.’

				She sat back in triumph in the chair behind her father’s desk, picked up the phone on the desk and dialled the first of three numbers.

				Halfway through the second call there was a timid knock at the door and Miss Crawford came in with the coffee. She placed it on the table and turned to leave, but Jane raised a hand to stop her. Wringing her hands, she stood in silence before the large desk.

				As she replaced the receiver Jane looked at her. Almost causing her heart to stop. ‘Have you any canes about the place?’ she enquired. ‘You know, school canes.’

				‘Oh dear... no ... I’m sorry, I don’t think we do.’

				‘Then you’d better go and get one.’

				‘Get one, Miss Dallison?’

				‘Yes, stupid, go and buy one. The heaviest you can find.’

				‘But... oh dear, oh dear... I don’t have any money.’

				‘Isn’t there any petty cash?’

				‘Oh dear... petty cash ... yes.

				‘Use it!’ said Jane.

				‘Oh dear... oh but...’

				‘USE IT!’

				‘Yes, Miss Dallison, of course. I’ll go now, shall I?’

				Jane heaved a sigh of exasperation. ‘Yes, now, of course.’

				‘Yes, well, I’ll go now then ... oh dear... wherever shall I buy such a thing?’ She rushed from the room, muttering to herself in panic and Jane picked up the phone again.

				Some half hour later Miss Crawford was back, to find Jane and her friends sprawled around the office and listening to the music that was being blasted out. She handed over the brown bag she was clutching and rushed out of the room in renewed panic as Jane took out the cane and swished it through the air.

				‘Come back, you!’ shouted Jane.

				Miss Crawford crept timidly back.

				Bend over, if you please.’

				What! Oh dear... really Miss ... oh dear oh dear...’

				My father told you I’m in charge today, didn’t he?’

				Well I suppose ... yes. Miss...’

				‘Bend over then, I have to test this cane to see if you brought a decent one.’

				Miss Crawford was in a dilemma. What the girl demanded was so demeaning but on the other hand she could make up anything to tell the Governor and make lose her job, oh dear.

				Reluctantly she bent forward and Jane tapped her bottom with the cane. ‘Come on, right down.’

				Miss Crawford bent a little further.

				CRACK, CRACK!

				Miss Crawford jumped. Her thick skirt had taken most of the sting out of the cut but it still came as a shock.

				Jane smiled at her. Thank you. This one will do nicely and Miss Crawford, can I dial your office on this phone?’

				‘Yes Miss, but it’s quicker to...’

				‘Just write your office number down for me right. Now if I phone, you needn’t take any notice of what I say. Just keep saying yes or something, understand?’

				‘Yes, Miss.’ She didn’t see at all but she daren’t say anything else she just turned and fled, red cheeked and flustered, followed by girlish titters.

				‘Won’t be long now,’ said Jane. ‘Better turn the radio off.’ They settled down to wait for their big moment.

				Presently the desk intercom buzzed. ‘There’s a Mrs Norman and a Mrs Thomas to see you, Miss.’ Miss Crawford’s voice sounded even more humble than before - evidently she had her under control now.

				‘I shall see them shortly, Miss Crawford.’ Jane liked the sound of that. Very grown up. She gestured to her friends to go into the adjacent bathroom, and laid the cane across the blotting paper where it could not be missed. ‘Show them in,’ she said, making her voice as commanding as she could.

				The door opened and the two women walked in, stopping in surprise when they saw a young girl sitting behind the large desk.

				‘We’ve called to see a high ranking lady,’ said Vera, walking to a chair.

				‘That’s me!’ said Jane. ‘My father is Governor of the Area.’

				‘Oh God!’ said Vera. ‘It’s her, one of those four!’

				‘So that’s what it is all about!’ said Susan.

				‘Yes indeed, it’s me, and that’s what it’s all about and father has put me in charge of the case, a very serious case, yes, very serious indeed.’ She swung her chair from side to side. ‘Kindly stand there, in front of the desk.’

				The two women did as they were told - more from shock than anything else, as the horror of the situation dawned upon them.

				‘You both know why you are here,’ Jane continued, ‘it is as a special favour, so that you will not be sent to a Rehabilitation Centre.’ It was not exactly true, but Jane could see that it made Susan and Vera shiver in their shoes. It was a great boost to her confidence and she began to enjoy herself more than ever.

				‘Now I will tell you what punishment I have decided on,’ she said, and was delighted by the look on their faces. ‘You will each receive twelve strokes of this official cane across your bare bums. If there is any trouble you get extra, OK?’

				‘I ... we ... we don’t have to listen to this.’ Vera turned to leave, gesturing to Susan to come too.

				Jane picked up the phone and started to dial. ‘My father said to phone the rehabilitation police if...’

				‘Wait!’ It was Susan this time.

				‘I’m not waiting all day,’ said Jane. She stood up, swishing the cane.

				Both women realised that they had only one choice. Painful and humiliating as it was, they had to do as this wretched girl demanded.

				‘Very well, I accept the sentence,’ said Vera reluctantly, biting her lip. ‘But I’d rather have an older person to carry it out, if you don’t mind.’

				‘Oh, but I do mind! Oh yes, I mind very much! And the other three you insulted are going to watch - come in girls!’

				They were all in school uniform - Jane knew that would make it worse for her victims.

				‘Perhaps if we were to apologise,’ said Susan.

				‘That’s a good idea,’ said Jane, ‘but it won’t save you.’

				‘Well, I do apologise,’ said Susan.

				‘You’ll apologise better than that before I’ve finished with you!’ laughed Jane. ‘I’ll start with you, because you were the one with all the mouth in the park.’

				But ...but I really am sorry ... it was very rude of me.’

				‘It sure was!’ said Jane, picking up the cane, ‘and you’re about to suffer for it. Lift your skirt if you please, take down your knickers and then bend over that chair.’

				‘I’ll do no such thing!’ Susan shouted. This was altogether too much for her.

				Jane placed the cane slowly on the desk again and picked up the telephone. She dialled the number on the pad. ‘Hullo, yes, this is the Governor’s office ... I think he warned the police commissioner that there might be a call, yes a rehabilitation matter.‘ Susan was jumping up and down, shaking her head. ‘Just a moment, maybe it doesn’t matter...’ She looked at Susan, who was now nodding away like mad. ‘No, it doesn’t, not for the moment.’

				She put the phone down with seeming reluctance.

				‘That was your last chance, Mrs Norman. Please bend over and show me your bottom, ready for the cane. The punishment is increased to fourteen strokes because of your stupid objections.’

				Susan had bent over a chair and a whimper came from her throat.

				‘Did you hear me?’

				‘Yes I damn well did!’

				‘Dear me! I think you had better call me Miss or that fourteen might grow pretty quickly.’

				Susan took a deep breath. She felt the cold air on her bottom and clenched her muscles in dread. ‘Yes ... sorry, Miss.’

				‘Very well then. Here goes!’

				‘Ahhhhh ... ooohhh ... aaaahhhh...’ Susan had never felt pain like that before, it must surely have broken her skin.

				Swissssh - craaaack. This time Jane laid the stroke a little lower.

				‘AHHHHH ... OOOHHH ... AAAAHHHH ... for God’s sake ... you’ll kill me!’

				‘I doubt it. I bet you’ve caned your servants plenty. Have any of them died?’

				‘Oh ... oh ... no.’

				‘Forget the Miss once more and we start back at one!’

				‘Oh God - sorry, Miss.’

				‘Ready for the next?’

				‘Y-y-yes, Miss.’

				Swissssh - ssssh - Swissssh - craaaack Swissssh - craaaack.

				The caning resumed its course. Susan was howling uninhibitedly by now.

				Vera Thomas looked on in horror. She wished she had been first and hadn’t had to watch those vivid weals raised across Susan’s madly squirming bottom.

				Meanwhile, Miss Crawford sat at her desk in frozen terror, trying not to hear the sounds from the inner office. She could tell from the crack of the cane that it was falling on bare flesh. Her seated buttocks twitched at the thought because the experimental stroke she had received through her thick skirt had been bad enough.

				Mrs Susan Norman was suffering mightily at the half way stage. She remained bent over as Jane invited her friends to come and inspect the damage already done, to see her handiwork at close quarters. They admired the seven bright red marks encircling the full round white buttocks and giggled.

				‘Wish you’d kept your big mouth shut now, do you?’ one asked, patting a cheek and making Susan jump.

				‘Oh y-yes ... yes Miss,’ she sobbed.

				‘Well,’ the girl said with a grin at Jane. ‘You’ve taught her to say Miss, anyway.’

				‘That’s not all I’m going to teach her!’ Jane picked up the cane once more and the others drew back, waiting for the entertainment to start again.

				Jane raised the cane and took careful aim.

				Swissssh - craaaack.

				Susan half screamed, half choked.

				Swissssh - craaaack.

				Swissssh - craaaack.

				The two quick strokes had Susan’s legs kicking so much that a shoe flew across the room. Her shoulders jerked so much that Jane could not hold onto her wrists as she had been doing, and they slipped from her grasp. ‘Get your hands back here - AT ONCE’ she shouted and such was Susan’s respect for the cane her arms at once returned to be locked together at her back.

				My bottom must be twice its usual size, she thought. God the pain, the throbbing searing pain, I’ll never be able to walk again. How many more, it must be nearly over, it surely must. I know now why my servants never argue after they’ve been caned once. How can a girl so young have so strong an arm. A young girl is making me scream and beg what a sight I must look ... what a spectacle.

				Swissssh - craaaack. Jane gave the last stroke and fell into an armchair, leaving the sobbing woman draped over another.

				‘Phewwww ... I’m whacked!’

				‘Not only you,’ said one of the girls, causing a burst of laughter from Jane and the others.

				After a couple of minutes Jane returned to the fray, took hold of a hank of Susan’s hair and hauled her upright.

				‘Sorry you were cheeky in the park, are we?’ she said staring into the tear streaked face.

				‘Y-yes, Miss,’ Susan sobbed.

				Jane sat on the desk edge, legs dangling. ‘Kneel down and tell me how sorry you are and thank me for correcting you - leave the skirt tucked up.’

				Susan knelt moaning before her tormentor, afraid to put her hands to her burning bottom. She gulped, but knew she must answer and answer respectfully. ‘I - I’m sorry that I was rude to you in the park, Miss and thank you very much for... for... for correcting me, Miss.’

				‘Right. Now put your hands on top of your head and then crawl to each of my friends and thank them for witnessing your punishment so patiently.’ Jane felt a sadistic surge go through her as Susan turned with a sigh and shuffled on her knees towards the nearest girl. As Susan apologised to each of her friends in turn, Jane’s sadistic feelings intensified. When she left school, she decided, she would, with help from her father, become an Overseer at the Centre.

				Oh yes and she would see to it that these two arrived there for rehabilitation! What fun that would be!

				When Susan had made the full rounds she was made to stand facing the wall with her hands still on top of her head and her skirt tucked up, displaying her striped bottom.

				Next it was Vera’s turn.

				She begged and pleaded, saying she had nothing to do with the unfortunate incident in the park, she had only been an innocent bystander, it had all been Susan’s fault, she deserved another ten but she, Vera, was totally innocent.

				So her twelve strokes were increased to fifteen.

				Sobbing and sniffing she hoisted up her tight skirt and slid down her black silk knickers then bent over the desk.

				Jane was tired and her friends were eager to have a go. After some discussion between them - which Vera was compelled to listen to, already bent over and shivering with dread as she was - it was decided that the three of them should have five swipes each.

				That way they reasoned, Vera would have the full benefit of fresh and enthusiastic attention and should end up much better striped than Susan.

				This turned out to be the case. She was yelling her head off right from the first stroke and it was clear well before the end that her agony had been far greater than that of her friend.

				At last it was over and she, like Susan, crawled round thanking and apologising to everyone. She was the more frightened of the two and put more feeling into it.

				Jane was well pleased with the way her plan was working out and summoned Miss Crawford to make tea for her and her friends. Miss Crawford handed each girl her tea, cups rattling in their saucers. She could not take her eyes from the two grown women standing together like naughty children with their hands on top of their heads showing off their well tanned posteriors.

				After a leisurely tea break Jane secured a further apology from each woman, this time with nose pressed to the recipient’s shoes before allowing them to replace their knickers and let down their skirts.

				‘Now ‘ said Jane, ‘I want you two to remember that we four will be watching you in future. I shall ask my father not to press charges at present and I think he will probably agree but, if there is the slightest problem at any time in the future I very much doubt I shall be able to restrain him.’

				There were almost audible groans from the two women. They certainly looked suitably downcast.

				Jane wondered what else she could do before dismissing them. Then she started to write, whilst they stood waiting and wondering.

				‘Here,’ she said at last, ‘here is a letter for each of you to give to your husbands.’

				‘Yes, Miss,’ said Vera.

				‘Thank you very much, Miss,’ added Susan.

				‘And,’ said Jane, ‘don’t think you can get away with tearing them up because I’ve asked the husbands to phone to confirm they have the letters.’

				‘Oh God!’ muttered Vera.

				‘Pardon?’

				‘I said very good,’ said Vera.

				Both Mr Thomas and Mr Norman read their letters aloud to their wives. The letters were identical:

				Dear Sir.

				As you know I was appointed by my father to discipline your wife today over her criminal behaviour. As she no doubt informed you I awarded her twelve strokes of the cane. This was increased owing to her refusal at first to accept my decision.

				I think your wife needs to be reminded from time to time that she has to set a better example. Therefore I will, at my convenience, call round to your home from time to time unannounced to check that she is behaving properly. Please telephone to say that you agree to this so that I need not trouble my father any further in the matter.

				With regards,

				Jane Dallison.

				The way Susan and Vera responded to this - neither were at all pleased, and said so in no uncertain manner - made each man realise that his wife was becoming a burden and the thought of divorce began to filter into both their minds. What better way of keeping the two women in line and save them from crossing swords with the Area Governor - and stop this trouble-some daughter of his prying into their affairs!

				Jane smiled at each call she received accepting her proposal.

				After talking to the husbands she asked to speak to the wives and took great delight in not having to remind either of them how to address her and also at their submissive tone when they spoke, only speaking when spoken to and the final ‘Thank you, Miss’ when they were told they could go but to be good.

				When she told her father that everything was sorted out, he was content to leave it at that. He was pleased to see his daughter happy again and have their friendship restored.

				Jane had told both women that neither could go out, either shopping or socially, without her special permission. They stayed at home and took it out on their husbands, hating the idea of asking a sixteen year old if they could go out and hating it even more when Jane kept ringing up at all hours to make sure they actually were in.

				The two husbands were not too pleased with the situation either. Thoughts of divorce flourished. The first time either phoned for permission it was refused.

				Then Susan had visitors for the weekend and asked if she might accompany them to the local wine bar on the Saturday evening. She was delighted to receive permission, then seethed with rage when Jane added that she must be in by nine thirty.

				‘But we have guests. Miss, they will think it strange - please, Miss?’ she said through clenched teeth.

				‘Don’t argue, for that you will be home by nine sharp,’ said Jane.

				Susan went out but spent most of the evening looking at her watch. At a quarter to nine she said she felt faint and her husband had to take her home. Having to push past groups of youngsters enjoying themselves made matters worse bringing home to her that she was being treated like a sixteen year old, only more so ... by a sixteen year old! She felt even worse when dead on nine Jane phoned to be sure she was being obeyed and Susan could hardly hear her above the noise of some party she was at.

				‘Off you go to bed like a good girl,’ sneered Jane, ‘and don’t forget to go to use the bathroom first. We don’t want a wet bed, do we?’

				Susan was too choked with rage to reply.

				‘DO WE?’

				‘N-no, Miss.’

				‘Very well you may go. Night, night.’ Jane sounded rather drunk.

				‘Good night, Miss.’

				Susan slammed the phone down. She felt like going to bed but didn’t because Jane had told her to. This one small act of defiance made her feel a little better. However, she did put her nightgown on - better be safe than sorry.

				Vera Thomas faired no better. She had to miss an opening night in London and was only allowed to attend a wedding reception until eight thirty. During this time Jane forbade either woman to contact the other.

				After a month they were allowed to come and go as they pleased, unless they intended to be out for more than twelve hours. Shopkeepers could not believe the change in them. So polite were they both that rumour had it they had turned to religion. Others said they were after some high position in the Party.

				They were not allowed to wear tights and at the last moment Jane added a list of the colours their knickers were to be for each day of the week.

				Monday, light blue; Tuesday, yellow; Wednesday, green; Thursday, pink; Friday, black; Saturday, none; Sunday, white.

				And, what is more, they were all to be of the cheapest cotton.

				Jane told them that her three friends had been given permission to check for colour at any time.

				Then Jane arrived at Mrs Thomas’ home one day, bringing with her Mrs Norman and her servants, the two males and two females she had been allotted. Seated in the lounge, after excusing the two women from calling her Miss in front of their servants, Jane asked for Mrs Thomas’s servants to be sent for - like Mrs Norman she had been assigned four, two male and two female.

				Jane sat in an armchair and surveyed the line.

				‘I am here as the new servant supervisor for these ladies,’ she lied. ‘From now on any punishments your Mistresses believe you have earned will have to be authorised by myself. I will take the facts from your Mistresses, but you will also be able to state your case without fear. Is that clearly understood?’

				‘Yes, Miss,’ the eight answered together.

				‘To ensure that you receive no unauthorised punishments, my three assistants will from time to time check. This will be a complete body check for any mark of the cane or strap.’

				How wonderful power was! Jane felt she was developing quite a talent for it.

				‘All of you strip,’ she said.

				As all eight servants stood naked in a line before her, Jane felt that surge of cruelty go through her. Delicious! She had each one stand before her whilst she looked for marks of bruising then turn slowly round and then, for the sheer hell of it bend over and touch their toes whilst she made notes in a little black book.

				Then she dismissed them all.

				‘I hope you two took all that in?’ she asked the two women, who by now were suffering from considerable shock. ‘No beating the servants without my permission.’

				‘Yes Miss.’

				‘Yes ... M-Miss,’ it was Vera who almost forgot that the servants had left and things were back to normal.

				‘Now,’ said Jane, her voice full of derision, ‘let’s see what day it is.’

				Two pairs of skirts shot up to show to pairs of pink cotton knickers.

				‘Ah! Thursday, I see!’ Jane laughed as she patted each bottom before leaving.

				Susan could control herself no longer when the door closed behind her. The little cow ... the fucking little cow ... who does she think she bloody well is, telling us what we can and cannot do whether we can or cannot thrash our own servants ... this is too much, too bloody much ... we have to do something.’

				Vera felt the same but her husband had warned her - no more trouble or it’s divorce and denunciation! She should never have married an ambitious politician! ‘She’s the Governor’s daughter he pointed out. ‘We must be very careful, very careful indeed.’

				And so it was left.

				Both Susan and Vera had become afraid of going out during the day. Wherever they went they seemed to bump into one or other of the four girls and have to lift their skirts. They were ordered into toilets, behind bushes and even up alleyways. One afternoon Vera was cornered by all four and was made to stand in the corner of a hardware store, hoist up her tight skirt and show her knickers to each one in turn whilst screened from the public by the other three.

				After that they took to wearing full skirts until instructed to wear tight ones every other day.

				Saturdays were the worst. No knickers day was Hell.

				They took to sending the servants out shopping until this was banned. Servants, said Jane, may carry groceries and such but not actually buy anything and food may only be bought on Tuesdays and Saturdays!

				Vera’s worst moment came when she was out with a female servant buying new clothes, on a Saturday.

				As she stood waiting to be served (she no longer insisted on special attention, of course), Jane and one of the other girls appeared at her elbow.

				‘Good afternoon, Mrs Thomas,’ said Jane all friendly.

				‘Good afternoon M...’ Vera almost made herself look a fool by addressing Jane as Miss in public, which was not correct. The little bitch would have made something of that!

				‘What are you buying,’ asked Jane, ‘anything nice?’

				‘Just a few things for myself and my servants,’ said Vera, moving down the counter.

				‘Do let me help!’ Jane walked over to a dress stand and sorted through a few garments before taking one off the hanger and spreading it out. ‘Oh look, Mrs Thomas, this is just you, it looks as it were made for you.’

				Vera gazed at the dress in acute horror. It was made of a large bright floral material that even a barmaid in the lowest bar wouldn’t be seen dead in.

				‘No, I... I don’t think so,’ she said.

				Jane moved closer... ‘Oh, but you MUST try it on!’

				‘I must?’

				‘You surely must. It’s delicious.’

				Reluctantly, Vera moved to the cubicle as Jane thrust the abominable thing into her hands.

				‘In you go and help your Mistress,’ said Jane to the young servant girl.

				‘Oh no, I can manage.’

				‘Rubbish,’ said Jane. ‘What’s the use of servants if they don’t serve?’

				Presently Vera came out, red cheeked and, at a gesture from Jane, turned round to show it off. Some of the other shoppers actually clapped!

				‘No good,’ said Jane. That dress is too short for the slip - or rather the slip is too long for the dress. You’ll have to take it off if we are to see the full beauty of the dress. And never mind the curtain, we’ll shield you, won’t we, Sarah?’

				‘Yes,’ giggled her friend. ‘No need for the curtain.’

				‘Oh but ... Saturday ... the servant...’

				‘GO ON!’ said Jane. She turned to the servant girl ‘And you help her out of it.’

				‘Do no such thing, wretched girl!’ said Vera.

				The poor girl was confused. What to do for the best? She must obey this girl Jane, of course, who was protecting her from the beatings she used to get from her Mistress and no longer did. But would she still be protected if she disobeyed her Mistress now?

				She had to risk it. Bending down, she grasped the hem of Vera’s slip and raised it. As the hem reached Vera’s hips, the girl gave a gasp and quickly dropped it. Her Mistress had somehow forgotten to put any knickers on!

				‘Oh dear - no knickers, Mrs Thomas?’ asked Jane innocently.

				‘I ... I ... I don’t believe in them on Saturdays,’ Vera said, trying to make it into a joke but, deep inside, struggling hard with her temper. ‘Never mind - I’ll try the dress on at home.’

				‘No, No!’ said Jane. ‘Oh no it’s so absolutely beautiful we must see it on, we must, we must!’ She was jumping up and down like someone far younger, though it was all pretence and was attracting quite a crowd. She loved the look of utter distress on Vera’s face.

				‘Oh please...’ Vera almost broke down in front of her servant to beg Jane to show some pity - then she noted Jane’s raised eyebrows and cold hard eyes and shivered.

				‘Very well ... very well,’ she said, half sighing, half sobbing. The servant girl reached out once more for the hem. ‘No, I’m sure Mrs Thomas is right, she can manage,’ Jane said. The girl stood back, not knowing where to look in such a confined area.

				Vera stood with her side towards the open curtain, which was more or less screened by Jane and her friend and the servant girl, and lifted the slip up over her buttocks, over her head, off her arms, and hurriedly took up the horrible dress.

				But Jane had one last thing to say. ‘It’s a summer dress, one never wears a bra under a summer dress, you really must get up to date.’ She moved a little to one side, leaving a small area of the cubicle visible to anyone who happened to glance in their direction,

				‘Oh, silly me!’ Vera was still trying to make a joke out of her predicament, but it didn’t sound at all convincing. She, Mrs Vera Thomas, would be a laughing stock among her own servants.

				How could she give them orders any more, especially now she was not able to beat them as she used to do? And the story would be sure to spread around from there.

				Her large breasts dropped as she removed the bra, but at last she could cover her nakedness. She started to pull the dress over her head and realised it was at least two sizes too small.

				‘Oh dear, it’s a wee bit tight,’ said Jane. ‘Don’t tear it or you’ll have to pay. Give it here.’ She passed it to her friend. ‘Sarah, go and change this lovely thing for a smaller one, I mean a bigger one.’ She winked. ‘And while you’re at it let’s have an ice lolly each, would you like one, Mrs Thomas?’

				‘No thank you,’ said Vera, between clenched teeth.

				‘How about you?’ Jane asked the servant girl, who took one look at Vera’s red face and quickly shook her head.

				Vera stood with her arms crossed over her breasts, not entirely shielded by the two girls who were left, especially as the store was getting very busy and there was a queue for the cubicles.

				Jane looked round for inspiration and saw two of her parents’ friends. “Hi there,’ she shouted. ‘Father was wondering where you two had got to lately.’

				The couple came over. ‘Well, Jane dear, this is nice, please tell your father we’re fine. Buying some clothes, are you?’

				‘Oh no,’ said Jane, ‘I’m just helping a friend ... this is Mrs Thomas. Mrs Thomas, this is Mr & Mrs Whiteside - Mr Whiteside is Governor of the Centre.’

				‘Oh God!’ said Vera.

				‘Close!’ said Mr Whiteside, slapping his leg as he burst into gigantic laughter. He was indeed an extremely important person. He held out his hand. ‘How are you, Mrs Thomas? It is rather warm in here, isn’t it?’

				Vera was totally confused.

				‘It’s Saturday!’ she explained.

				‘Quite.’ The expression on Mr Whiteside’s face as the two of them walked off made it clear he thought he was talking to a lunatic.

				‘Oh dear’ said Jane. ‘I don’t think you made a very good impression. What a pity! ... Have you had a fall, by the way? Your bottom seems to be bruised.’

				They both knew what it was, of course. Only a few days before, Vera had recommended ten strokes for one of her male servants and Jane, considering he only deserved six, had given Vera the other four.

				‘I must have bumped into something,’ was all Vera could think to reply, conscious that other ears were listening.

				‘Looks painful. Turn round so I can see it better. Dear me! Push your botty out here where the light’s better. Oh dear. That does look bad! Did it hurt when you got it?’

				Vera gritted her teeth again and clenched her fists. She must NOT give way to her inner fury. ‘Yes.’ she said, ‘quite a bit.’ The fucking little cow, she’d get her for this one day, she’d tan the little Madam’s behind until she wished she’d never had one ... she’d ... but of course it would never happen.

				‘I thought so.” She came close, which left most of the cubicle exposed and started to whisper loudly. ‘Oh. Mrs Thomas, be careful I really think you should have some knickers on. I think people can see your bottom.’

				Vera, eyes brimming with tears, nearly curled up and died.

				Then Jane moved back into place again, more or less screening her. This was great fun. ‘Where’s that Sarah got to? You’ll catch your death of cold if she’s much longer, you poor thing.’ Jane still held Vera’s short skirt and blouse but she made no attempt to give them back.

				Vera thought it best to make light of the whole thing. That’s all right,’ she said, “it’s rather warm anyway.’

				‘Oh,’ said Jane loudly, ‘so that’s why you aren’t wearing any knickers!’ At that moment Sarah returned with another version of the same dress and handed it to Jane along with an ice-lolly.

				‘Oops!’ said Jane as she ‘accidentally’ dropped the dress a little way out of the cubicle. ‘Sorry. I’d best not touch it, my fingers are sticky now.’ The maid moved as if to retrieve it, but changed her mind when she caught Jane’s eye.

				‘Let’s go to the restaurant.’ said Jane. ‘Mrs Thomas will join us there for a cup of tea as soon as she’s respectable, I’m sure, won’t you, Mrs Thomas - your maid can come with us and keep your skirt and blouse for you. Ta-ta then - see you soon!’

				And with that the two girls turned on their heels and left, taking the servant girl with them.

				Mrs Thomas caused a sensation when she came down the stairs into the restaurant. The gaudy monstrosity of a dress was far too small for her, her full breasts looked fit to burst free at any moment, the flared short skirt stood out over her behind to make it look twice its usual ample size and made the hem line rise sharply at the back, and her face had gone red with embarrassment.

				She thoroughly deserved the whistles she drew from the younger set, but it was the knowledge that many of her friends and other influential people were there that really sickened her.

				‘That’s great,’ said Jane, when she reached their table, followed by the Manager. ‘Really great, isn’t it, Sarah?’

				‘Great!’ agreed Sarah, struggling not to burst into laughter.

				‘Do sit down,’ said Jane.

				‘I can’t - it’s too tight.’

				‘It’s damaged already,’ said the manager. This dreadful Mrs Thomas had oppressed him in the past and he was in no mood to save her blushes. ‘It will have to be paid for. And there have been complaints about your use of the cubicle. I actually had to pay one lady ten pounds to soothe her down!’

				‘As I already said, I’ll pay you ten pounds for any disturbance I may have caused ... but I’m not taking the dress.’

				‘Of course you are, Mrs Thomas,’ said Jane. ‘It’s just perfect! Anyway, I sent your servant girl home with your other clothes and your bag. It wasn’t very nice, her seeing all this, she might have lost her respect for you.’ She turned to the manager. ‘I suppose her credit cards were in the bag. I’m afraid you’ll have to trouble Mr Thomas for the money.’

				‘Very well, I’ll send him a bill for the clothes and a note about the reason for the extra ten pounds. And kindly behave better if you visit my store again, Madam. Thank you.’

				That was the moment Susan came by - just too late to help with the payment.

				‘Hullo Mrs Norman.’ said Jane. ‘Don’t you admire Mrs Thomas’ new outfit? Are you going to treat us all?’

				Susan ordered and then sat down open mouthed until the coffee arrived. Anyone watching would have believed they were two teenage girls out with their aunts, one of whom, the one standing up, was extremely eccentric.

				‘Well,’ said Jane, ‘this is all very well but we really can t afford to be seen in Mrs Thomas’ company any longer if she s going behave like that. I think Sarah and I will go home with you, Mrs Norman, to check that there have been no unauthorised punishments of the servants.’

				‘If you would just lend me my taxi money. Susan.’ asked Vera.

				‘Oh no,’ said Jane. ‘I don’t approve of friends lending each other money, it always leads to trouble ... come on, Mrs Norman, let’s be going.’

				While Jane carried out her inspection of the servants, Sarah took Susan up to her bedroom and ordered her to strip. Then as she lay on Susan’s bed, she had the naked woman doing exercises at her command - to get rid of some of her fat.

				Jane ordered the two female servants to play with the cocks of the males, forbidding the men to even think of coming. When they were both good and hard, she told the girls to stand in front of them and bend over with legs apart, and finger themselves, while the two men wanked. Jane enjoyed the look of anguish on the faces of the men as they fought to control themselves.

				Next she ordered one man to get his cock up the still bending girl. The other girl she ordered to kneel and take the remaining cock in her mouth.

				You will remain like this until I decide whether you may or not enjoy yourselves.’

				Jane knew that the girl with the cock up her was in fact the wife of the man with his cock in the other’s mouth. I think I’ll just have his wife fucked, thought Jane, and let him stew. She chuckled to herself. How wonderful to be able to make such decisions about a married couple’s sex life.

				Both men gritted their teeth and hung on, each movement of one girl’s body or the other’s swallow of spittle could so easily result in them all receiving some sort of punishment from this teenage girl.

				Meanwhile, their mistress sweated and strained, attempting to keep her bottom half high on her tenth press up. With arms and legs aching, she prayed she wouldn’t weaken before she heard the command ‘Down’, thus saving herself the promised six of the hair brush on each buttock.

				Unknown to Susan, Sarah had decided she was going to keep her in the air until she did collapse. Then she would sit before the long wall mirror and take this woman of some twenty years her senior across her knee and watch herself give her a sound spanking.

				Downstairs, Jane sat back and relaxed, having given the order for the wife to be fucked. She then had the servant that had fucked her, fuck the other girl. Finally, with a cruel smile, she ordered the frustrated husband to masturbate as he sucked the other servant’s cock, forcing his wife to watch him perform with another man.

				Jane was surprised to see a full-grown man cry and afterwards she gave him ‘something to cry about.’ She found caning a grown man’s bottom even more delightful than caning an older woman’s, especially when they begged and pleaded for mercy.

				Jane’s response to his pleading was to give the cane to his wife and order her to give him six good hard strokes for being ‘such a cock sucking pervert.’

				At one time the servants had looked upon Jane as their saviour from their cruel mistress. Now they realised this young girl was no more than an out and out sadist and far worse than their mistress. She was to be feared.

				Both Jane and Sarah were delighted with life!

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Four

				Lucy Manners - Age Twenty

				Alice Davy entered her ‘Playroom’. She sensed the tension mount as the occupants became aware of her arrival and smiled cat-like to herself as she entered one of the small cells set off from the main area.

				A male, in his mid-thirties, was tied face down on a Saint Andrews cross. The cross was suspended from the low ceiling by four thick chains to within two feet of the floor. Alice looked at the weals she had raised across his buttocks that morning. He gave a moan as she fingered the ridges.

				“Sore, are we?’ she asked. Her voice was ice cold.

				‘Aaaahhh ... yer ... yer ... yes, M-Miss.’

				Alice stepped back and looked beneath the suspended figure. A lead weight of some two pounds swung back and forth on a thin chain that was attached to the man’s stretched penis. Alice crouched down and inspected the purple swollen organ, then gave the weight a small flick that set it swinging even more.

				‘Ahhh ... uuuggghhh ... mer-mercy ... Miss ... mercy.’ The man lifted his hanging head and turned to look up at her. ‘Please ... pleee ... eessss ... I’m sorry, M-Miss.’

				‘I dare say you are sorry. Fucking your wife without my consent, indeed! But I said you would stay like this until midnight and midnight it shall be before that weight comes off.’ She kicked the weight with her foot and walked away, ignoring the pathetic sounds that came from the agonised man.

				She turned into the cell next to the one she had just left.

				‘And how are you getting along?’ The occupant was a woman of about the same age as the male victim. She was tied with arms out at right angles to her shoulders, and was seated on a rough wooden chair, her thighs and ankles strapped wide to the base of it. Beneath the chair was a metal box from which ran wires attached first to a small clock and then into a plug socket. The clock quietly ticked away the seconds.

				‘Please ... please Miss ... I ... I can’t take any more ... I’ll die...’

				The woman was covered in sweat, her thick blonde hair stuck to her scalp and face.

				‘Don’t be foolish!’ answered Alice scornfully. ‘I thought you liked cock up you - that was the impression you were giving when my man caught you having your arse fucked off by that creature you call your husband.’

				‘I ... I love him ... he’s...’

				‘Love! That’s a laugh! All your sort know about love is what you think of yourselves. You’re here to work, not get fucked every five minutes. Unless I say so and then it’s by who I say, not who you happen to want. Understand that, girl and understand it well!’

				Alice had gripped the woman’s chin in her hand so as to look deep into her terrified eyes. She knows it’s nearly time again she thought, glancing at the clock for confirmation. The woman could not see it but she was a good guesser - it was indeed almost time for the next dose. Alice gloated as she thought of the dildo stuck up the woman’s cunt and the electric current that was about to go through it. Again!

				She might as well hang around to see the fun. She took a packet of cigarettes from her pocket, selected one and lit it.

				Presently the timing device gave a click. The woman went rigid and five seconds later started screaming as her body jerked about in a mad dance that was to last a full fifteen seconds - fifteen seconds every quarter hour, that was the routine.

				When the timing device clicked off the woman was left gasping and moaning, head slumped forward, limbs weak.

				‘Don’t worry, you won’t die,’ sneered Alice. ‘It isn’t all that many hours till midnight, when I’ll be along to pull the plug out, if I’m still awake by then.

				She went back to the main room and walked over to the victim who was the real reason for her visit. A tall blonde girl of twenty hung insensible from an overhead pulley and Alice gazed up at her without pity. The half melon breasts were crisscrossed with fine red stripes. As Alice strolled around the swinging figure she smiled at the smooth round bottom below the slim waist. The nates were well striped and Alice ran the back of her long fingernails over the weals that had been raised across both cheeks.

				The girl was jerked back to full consciousness. She lifted her head and screamed as the fingernails ran over each ridge.

				‘Botty a little tender already is it, Lucy?’ Alice asked, as she continued to stroke the tender bottom cheeks.

				‘Agghhhh ... uuuggghh ... don’t... don’t hurt me any more ... I’ll do as you say. I promise I will ... please...’

				‘Oh I don’t doubt that for one moment, it was only a matter of time.’ Alice lowered the girl down. Lucy gave a great sigh as the strain from the weight of her whole body was at last released from her arms.

				“Down on your knees!’ Alice stood hands on hips before the broken girl. ‘Feel like doing a bit of skivvying in the toilets now, do you?’

				‘Oh yes, Miss. anything you say.’ The words almost stuck in Lucy’s throat, but she knew she was a chastened being, she was the toy of this girl though it was still hard to believe it. Until a few months ago Lucy Manners had been P.A to a wealthy businessman. His position had given her all of life’s luxuries: the best in clothes, the best in jewels, dining at the world’s top restaurants, staying at the best hotels. Then the world she loved so much crashed. Her employer was accused of fraud and Lucy, being his confidant in certain shady deals, found herself standing beside him in the dock.

				Alice had read much about this pretentious girl in the gossip columns over the past couple of years and when she had the chance of having her sent to her as a servant she jumped at it. Lucy’s work, she had decided, would be the most degrading she could invent, such as going round all the toilets in the castle including those in the servants quarters, to keep them spotlessly clean. She was to wash each floor whether it seemed to need it or not and do in on hands and knees, scrub each toilet bowl by hand until it looked brand new, specially inside.

				During her preliminary training before being sent to Alice, Lucy had had some very humbling experiences, but they had all been within the confines of the centre where all prisoners were forced to do the same sort of thing. Doing it here at the castle was very different - people she had dined with and rubbed shoulders with before her fall were amongst visitors or even guests at the castle.

				When told she was to be sent to work for Mr & Miss Brookes-Holmes, two high officials, she had expected to be at least a secretary to one of them.

				She had accepted that it would mean she would have to take orders from people far lower down the social scale but when she found herself dressed as a chambermaid and shown where each toilet was she blew her top!

				When Alice heard of this she ordered her to be stripped and tied suspended in the ‘Playroom,’ where she spent an enjoyable thirty minutes or so laying a thin cane across her ample breasts followed by a medium cane across that gorgeous bottom.

				Two days later Lucy, now fully recovered, was once more forced to wear that travesty of a uniform. She was allowed no knickers or bra - these, Alice decreed, had to be earned by showing willingness and obedience at work.

				The uniform consisted of a short light blue dress that came half way down her thighs. The bodice was cut low displaying a fair amount of breast - indeed, Lucy had great difficulty in keeping them in when she was on all fours. She also wore flat-heeled rubber plimsolls, a maid’s mop cap, the same colour as the dress and rubber gloves.

				After collecting her bucket and floor cloths, deflated and full of misery and self-pity, she made her way to the first toilet. It was one put to most use during the working day as it was in the office wing of the castle.

				She cleaned the toilet bowl and the seat and cover, gave the bowl one last flush of water, then, on hands and knees, began to wash the floor. She felt the cool air on her bottom and thighs as she bent forward, forcing the short skirt to ride up. She tried keeping her back as straight as possible, but found she could not clean the floor properly in that position.

				At last she was finished. Giving the toilet one last check, she set off to her next task.

				Office workers went in and out, most not giving her a second glance. The few that did look her way for more than a few seconds tended to smile. Pigs, Lucy thought ... Pigs! ... Pigs! ... Pigs!

				As she reached the next toilet, she heard it being flushed and the bolt drawn. ‘Carry on, girl,’ said the hard-faced woman who came out and Lucy moved forward, ready to start the cleaning.

				‘Wait!’ The woman, in her mid-forties, put a hand on Lucy’s shoulder. ‘Haven’t you been taught to curtsey to your betters?’

				‘S sorry,’ Lucy curtsied, fearing it was too late.

				‘Your name?’ The thin lips hardly seemed to move as the woman spoke.

				‘Lucy ... Lucy Manners,’ she stammered.

				‘Ma’am!’

				‘Ma’am, yes of course, Lucy Manners Ma’am. I’m sorry I forgot.’

				‘You certainly will be,’ said the woman unpleasantly, ‘when Miss Davy gets my report about this.’

				How could she have been so stupid? So soon after the terrible thrashing that female sadist Alice Davy had just given her! Tears filled Lucy’s eyes at the thought of the inevitable consequences of being reported. But worse, when she went in, the whole floor was covered in talcum powder and, written in it, CLEAN IT UP, WHORE.

				When she had done that and checked that everything was up to standard, Lucy made her way along the corridor to the next toilet on her list. After an hour she had done every one in the castle, from the private suite to the servants’ quarters. It was the servants’ quarters that had really brought home to her how far she had fallen. She was now classed below the lowest servant, acting as their skivvy. She reached rock bottom when all the kitchen staff laughed when she addressed one of them as ‘Sir’, not being sure of his rank.

				She returned once more to the office block and started all over again.

				She had done three toilets for the second time and was on her way to the fourth when a man walked towards her. At first she thought he was middle aged, but as he drew nearer she realised he was about the same age as she was but with some premature balding. He wore thick glasses and traces of acne covered his pale face. Below his beak of a nose were thick wet lips of the kind that repelled her.

				She looked at the ground as they drew level, not taking any chances of being accused of ‘dumb insolence’ or some other equally absurd charge.

				‘My God, aren’t you Lucy ... what’s her name ... Manners? Yes, that’s it, Lucy Manners?’ The man stopped dead in his tracks and looked Lucy up and down. ‘Yes indeed, this is a bit of a come down isn’t it? Whatever are you doing?’

				‘Cleaning toilets. Sir,’ Lucy stammered, her cheeks colouring at the knowledge she had been recognised. To be on the safe side, she gave a curtsey.

				The pale face broke into a broad grin. He had worked as a clerk in the office she had lorded over. No wonder she hadn’t recognised him but he had harboured his fantasies about her all the time he worked there. Yes, he had five years of frustration to work off.

				He looked round. There was nobody else in the corridor. He took her arm. ‘Come with me, Lucy.’

				‘But I mustn’t.’ It was an excuse to pull away. ‘I have to keep on cleaning Sir.’

				‘Nonsense,’ he lied. ‘I’m head of this floor, so you do as I say while you’re working on it.’

				She had a pretty good idea what to expect and she just couldn’t stand the thought of those lips on hers. ‘No ... don’t ask me.’

				‘Shall I phone Miss Davy, then?’

				‘Oh God no!’ She never dreamed he might be bluffing. In a complete panic she allowed him to lead her through his office door. Once inside, he locked the door and then went to the drinks cabinet, poured himself a stiff scotch, turned and swallowed it in one.

				‘Well, Lucy.’ He licked his lips, ‘I can make things easy for you, or not, according to how nice you are to me.’

				I don’t know what you mean, Sir...’ But she did only too well.

				‘I want to fuck you after you’ve had a good old suck of this.’ He undid his fly and pulled out his half erect penis.

				This was far cruder than she had expected, ‘No, I couldn’t ... I mustn’t ... I would need Miss Davy’s permission.’

				It was useless. ‘Don’t be stupid,’ he said; ‘She’d just give you a thrashing for troubling her. Come on, let’s get down to it.’ His thick lips had become even wetter as his excitement rose and his penis rose.

				‘She’ll thrash me if I don’t do the toilets...’

				‘Sooner we get on with this the better, then.’

				‘Please Sir, have pity ... I’m not used to this.’ She was on her knees now, clasping him round the waist, her mouth unpleasantly close to his swollen cock.

				He grabbed her hair and pushed her face into his crotch. With eyes screwed tight and nostrils flared, Lucy felt a throbbing knob forced into her mouth nearly choking her, she felt nauseous and faint.

				‘Come on, slag, suck it!’ Being repulsive to women he had never before had one he didn’t have to pay. This one was ideal she was going to make up for everything she had represented and also for all the others that had spurned him.

				Lucy, dribbling and choking, moved her mouth back and forth along the now solid prick as it twitched and throbbed as if it had a life of its own.

				Christ, he thought, this is great ... I mustn’t let go or I’ll not be able to fuck the cow ... best get it up her before it’s too late.

				As brutally as he had used Lucy’s mouth, he now gripped her hair and pulled her off, lifting her from the ground and throwing her aside.

				‘Get over the desk!’ he ordered the sobbing girl, clearing space for her before pushing her face down. He yanked up her skirt and was pleased to see she wasn’t yet allowed to wear knickers.

				‘Get those legs apart! And this arse pushed out!’ He gave Lucy a hard slap. The thighs at immediately parted revealing her sex charms. I wouldn’t mind sticking it up her arse hole, he thought, I’ve always fancied trying that, best not though, might get found out if it’s still a virgin arse.

				He positioned the head of his cock, opening the sex lips, closed his eyes and thrust in up to the hilt.

				‘Aaaahhhh ... ooohhh ... uuuggghh...’ Lucy felt as if she had been ripped apart.

				The sound of Lucy’s moans were joined with the slap, slap, slap, of hips against buttocks as, with no thought of the girl, he pounded away. Take that ... and that, you fucking cow ... and that ... how do you like that ... up ... you.’

				He couldn’t last long as much as he tried, for Lucy’s distraught struggles and obvious pain very soon had him groaning with pure pleasure and delight.

				He fell onto Lucy’s back as he shot his load deep up inside her.

				When the feelings had died away and his lust was no longer there, his only thought was to get rid of her before he was caught. He stood and adjusted his clothing.

				‘OK, girl you can ago now, but you are to come here every day whilst you are on toilet duty!’

				Lucy slid from the desk to her knees, her hands covering her face, sobbing.

				‘Come on, girl, stop that crying and clean yourself up. Get back to work or Miss Davy will be after you for neglecting it. And your visits are to be our little secret right, or Miss Davy might be annoyed with you, specially if I say you wasted time but were not co-operative, OK?’

				He pushed her through the door and closed it just as his phone rang.

				‘Mason, get those figures I sent you for to my office at once,’ a gruff male voice ordered.

				‘Yes Sir, at once, Sir, I’m on the way now Sir.’ He was back from his dream world of ‘Head of Department’ and back to office clerk. Panic gripped him for a moment - was it worth the risk?’

				Fuckin’ right it was!

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Five

				Veronica Bakewell - Age Thirty-Eight

				Veronica Bakewell was one of those people for whom few felt pity when she was seized by the New Order.

				She was a sour faced spinster who seemed to hate everyone and anyone and complained about everything. The tenants of her farms detested her because of her mean ways. Every year when she raised the rents, her attitude was: ‘If you can’t pay, go!’

				In her early twenties she had a lesbian relationship but it came to an end when her lover ran off with a man. She hated men after this and her sex life was bleak. Once a month she would go to the city, find a lesbian prostitute, and later complain about the cost.

				When, along with several others, she was led away to begin her ‘Rehabilitation’, the majority of the jostling crowd had come to see the downfall of this obnoxious woman.

				On arrival she behaved, as those who knew her would have expected. First she refused to strip. Then, after being forcibly stripped she refused to address the overseers as Sir and Miss.

				So her first night at the Centre was spent naked in a cage some four feet long and two feet high suspended above a smouldering fire. The thick smoke wafted up, causing her eyes to water. The cool night air that blew the smoke away from her now and again also stole the warmth. She didn’t know what was worse, her eyes smarting or her body freezing. To add to the suffering she was enduring, her bottom was already a mass of strap weals.

				Veronica was a changed woman after this. She now realised that the only way out of this hell-hole was to humour the overseers. That way, she hoped, she would be sent to work where things must be better.

				She curtsied lower than she needed to anyone she believed had influence. She scrubbed floors, fetched and carried and showed her body off to anyone who asked and fully co-operated when ordered to suck a cock or cunt - she preferred the latter - she even forced herself to make believe she enjoyed being fucked in both her cunt and arse hole. She was one of the few girls or women that earned her knickers and bra in less than a fortnight.

				In this short space of time she had only received two canings. One was of twelve strokes from her male overseer, for hard as she tried she could not conceal that she hated her first ever bum fuck.

				The second was ten strokes from her sadistic female overseer to amuse three guests who had come to tea.

				Veronica had been assigned to act as maid at the tea party. She had not made a single mistake but when it became apparent that she was being extra careful, a foot suddenly tripped her over as she was clearing away the remains of the tea, sending plates, cups and saucers crashing to the floor.

				For this she was ordered to take down her knickers, lift her skirt and touch her toes. Controlling the anger that built up inside her at the sniggering of the guests, she obeyed the order to perfection, keeping her large bare bottom thrust up and presented for each excruciating stroke. Then, much to their amusement, she humbly thanked them all for ‘correcting’ her.

				Veronica was assigned to work on a farm owned by a widow some ten years her senior. She was told by the woman, Mrs Farebrace, that she would have no special duties and was to help out when and where needed. Along with Mrs Farebrace at the farm were her son Gordon and daughter Sheena, both in their mid-teens.

				Veronica had her own room. Apart from having to eat in the kitchen and address the family in the correct manner and take orders from them, her life seemed to be improving at last.

				Veronica believed she had fooled the ‘New System.’ Not a day passed when she did not congratulate herself upon her decision to humble herself, however degraded or humiliated she may have felt at the time.

				Veronica helped around the house or in the fields. She was very rarely chastised in any way and even then it was mostly verbally. She had the odd slap on the bottom from Gordon or Sheena when their mother wasn’t looking, but that was more humiliating than painful.

				Then Mrs Farebrace had to go to her sister’s for a few weeks after the sudden death of her brother-in-law. Veronica didn’t like the little smiles she received from the two youngsters at this news. Not one little bit. She had seen those mocking smiles on the faces of overseers.

				Within ten minutes of their mother’s departure, Veronica stood naked before her new bosses, having her figure assessed. First her breasts were measured as she held them up, next her waist, last her hips. They decided that she was over weight and must immediately go on a strict diet consisting of nothing but bread and water.

				She was also told that she was not to use the toilet without first asking permission and that any complaints about her work or behaviour would result in either a spanking or the cane. Also she was to curtsey whenever coming into or leaving their presence or that of any of their friends who might call. She was told to dress and sent to her room with orders not to retire until told and to come at once if they rang for her - a small brass bell - which Sheena demonstrated to her.

				Disturbed by all this, Veronica went to her room and sat on the bed. It’s only two weeks, she told herself, three at the most. I’ve been through this sort of thing before and can deal with it again. These two could not be worse than the inhuman monsters at the Centre.

				Well, she thought, lying back on the bed, things are going to be a little tough for a while, that’s all.

				Yes, things were very tough, tougher than she had imagined they could ever be again. Constantly under the threat of being returned to the centre as unsuitable, receiving spanking and canings for the slightest fault or taking too long to answer the ring of the bell. Veronica worked her guts out to stay out of trouble. This, coupled with her diet of bread and water, soon had her figure a little more to Gordon and Sheena’s liking.

				Although Gordon was a red blooded Englishman, he had no sexual appetite as far as this rather plump woman of thirty-eight was concerned. To him, in his mid teens, she was an old woman.

				One day she was sent to collect the month’s supplies from the village. She went back and forth to the store carrying the large cardboard boxes and loading them into the horse drawn cart. The task had her puffing and blowing because the horse had to be left some five hundred yards from the store, as the car parks were strictly cars only.

				As she returned for the last load, a girl and youth both in their teens stopped her in the middle of the path.

				‘You’re Bakewell, aren’t you?’ the girl said, giving Veronica a hard poke on the shoulder.

				‘Yes, Miss.’ She had no idea what this was all about.

				‘You work for Gordon, Gordon Farebrace. Right?’

				‘Well - yes, Miss.’

				‘Yes, I’m Ruth and I’m his girl friend. If I ever find you so much as give him a hard on, I’ll make up so many lies about you that you’ll have to sleep standing up because of what they’ll do to that fat backside of yours, get it?’

				Veronica got it.

				‘Yes Miss!’ she said in dismay. ‘I wouldn’t dream of ... of tempting Gordon, Mr Gordon.”

				‘Oh, so you think you could do you? Fancy yourself, do you, Mrs Sex Bombshell? Don’t think you’re just a fat old fart, do you?’

				‘Oh, no, Miss, I didn’t mean.’

				‘I know exactly what you bloody well meant! You still think you’re something special! Well, we’ll see about that!’

				She put her fingers in her mouth and emitted a piercing whistle that soon had an officer of the rehabilitation police galloping up. There was always an officer on duty in this area as most people sent their servants to collect items at some time or other during the day.

				‘What seems to be the trouble, Miss?’

				‘The trouble is, this servant belongs to a friend of mine and she has been rather rude to me and my brother.’

				“Indeed, Miss!’

				‘Not bad enough to report her, officer, but some sort of punishment seems to be needed. Nothing too harsh, just a little something to teach her to behave in future.’

				‘Do you have anything in particular in mind, Miss?’

				‘I thought something to humble her a little, you know, take some of that arrogance out of her.’ A small crowd had gathered. It was always fun to watch when a servant was reported by a passer-by, whether it be a real fault or just a private vendetta or just for amusement didn’t matter and the truth would probably never be known.

				‘Just needs taking down a peg or two, eh?’ He turned to Veronica, taking a notebook from his pocket. ‘Name, name of Master or Mistress?’

				‘Mrs Veronica Bakewell, S-Sir, and my M-Mistress is Mrs Farebrace, Sir, of C-Coolridge F-farm, Sir.’

				‘Well, Bakewell,’ the officer said, ‘ you have been rude to this young lady but she is kind enough not to make an official report. Lucky for you, that is. So if you’ll just bend over, that will be the end of it unless you get into my notebook again.’

				Veronica bent over and listened to the titters of the crowd as her skirt was lifted and tucked into the belt around her waist. The titters increased as she felt fingers pulling the elastic of her knickers out and her knickers themselves sliding down until they were half way down her thighs. The cool air seemed to make her bottom feel twice its normal size and there was a cheer from the crowd as they jostled for a close look at her naked rump.

				Six smart cracks of his swagger stick and it was over, to loud cheers from the crowd.

				‘Right,’ he said. ‘Straighten up. No, don’t release your skirt yet.’ He turned to Ruth. ‘Do you think that will suffice, Miss?’

				‘Well, yes, but maybe she should keep her skirt tucked up like that and carry her knickers around for the rest of the day.’

				‘Certainly, Miss. Hear that, Bakewell?’

				‘Yes, Sir.’

				‘The rest of the day, mind you, Bakewell. We wish your Mistress to know about this.’

				’Yes, Sir.’

				‘Very well, then. That is all, but I’ll have my eye on you, remember. No insolence from you. You may go now.’

				‘Thank you, Sir. Thank you, Miss.’ Red faced, Veronica walked off amongst the amused onlookers, knickers in hand as well as the last parcel. She hurried towards the cart. Once there she would be seated and her naked bottom would no longer be on view to whoever wished to gaze upon it.

				She tried to close her ears to the cat-calls as she hurried towards the cart. She passed two teenage girls that were laughing at a woman who walked in front of them and almost forgot her own humiliation at the sight of the most awful floral dress she was wearing, so tight that she was bulging out all over it.

				Veronica staggered towards the entrance of the compounds where sanctuary, in the form of the cart, awaited. Only a few more yards and she would be off the main street. One last dash and she would be away from those sneering faces.

				But two scruffy children had been watching her every move. As she reached the entrance to the compound, they swooped.

				One boy went to her right and the other to the left. Both lifted their hands high and brought their grubby palms crashing down on each of Veronica’s bare buttocks.

				With shock more than the stinging slaps she let go of the box and grabbed at her bottom cheeks. The box fell to the ground, sending broken bottles and smashed eggs rolling in the gutter along with tins of various delicacies. The two children quickly grabbed what they could and vanished among the crowds of people that she had again attracted.

				Nobody volunteered to help. All round were those grinning faces.

				‘Should know better ... walking around showing off your behind like that,’ a woman scolded her.

				‘Tempting kids like that,’ said another. ‘Shouldn’t be allowed.’

				‘Bet her arse’ll be a good deal sorer than it looks when she gets home without that lot,’ a drunken male voice called out.

				‘And she deserves it ... fancy being mugged by kids that small, in broad daylight, too.’

				‘Probably came from the orphanage again, they should be locked up, not encouraged like that.’

				Veronica tried to close her ears but her face was red as she gathered together what she could of the wreckage and staggered on towards the cart. But another shouting voice assailed her. It was a short fat man with a broom and dustpan. ‘Hang on a minute you, you bloody well better clean up that mess you’ve made outside my shop!’

				Was there no end to it? Hadn’t she been ill-treated enough?

				Chastened and humbled, Miss Veronica Bakewell, once the owner of all the land and people she could see from her fine house, swept the street. She did so with her knickers in her hands and her skirt tucked up, showing off her fleshy white bottom. From time to time as she bent over the black hairs of her cunt were on view but at least they hid her most private area.

				Veronica had a miserable time explaining to Gordon and Sheena why she was showing off her bottom and what had happened to their order. She was sent to put away what she had succeeded in fetching whilst they discussed what disciplinary action they were going to take.

				Veronica waited her summons in considerable fear. Things had already been going from bad to worse and she dreaded to think what would happen next.

				The bell rang. Veronica, not wishing to make matters any worse stopped what she was doing and rushed to the room she was summoned to.

				Sheena sat at the far end of the table and Veronica, on her very best behaviour, gave an extra low curtsey as she entered. She went at once to stand before the table, clasping her hands behind her back.

				‘You rang Sir, Miss?’ she said as humbly as her pride would allow.

				‘Yes,’ said Gordon. ‘It’s about your punishment.’

				‘Yes, Sir. I’m sorry, Sir, but I didn’t ...’

				‘For the first offence,’ Gordon interrupted, ‘which is being rude to my - to Miss Ruth, you will receive six strokes of the cane.’

				‘But...’ Veronica was about to say she hadn’t been rude but she HAD been punished but she never got the chance.

				Silence!’ snapped Sheena.

				‘For interrupting,’ said Gordon, ‘the sentence for the first offence is increased from six strokes to eight.’

				‘Oh no!’

				‘For the second offence, being negligent with our goods, the sentence is twelve strokes of the cane-making twenty in all, to be administered on the bare bottom.’

				Veronica stood in a daze, She must be dreaming. Twenty strokes! It was unheard of. Even in the Centre the most one received in any twenty four hour period was fourteen. Twenty would surely kill her!

				Veronica clasped her hands in front of her. There were tears in her eyes. ‘P-please ... it wasn’t my fault ... I couldn’t help...’

				‘One more word and it will be twenty-four so bloody well shut up!’ Sheena bellowed at her.

				Veronica shut up.

				‘Punishment will be tomorrow morning,’ said Gordon, dismissing her with a wave of the hand. ‘Think about it!’

				Veronica curtseyed and left the room. She was totally stunned. She had sixteen hours to think about what was coming to her tomorrow. Much as she tried, she could not keep her mind off it. She relived those times at the Centre when she had been caned. The indignity of thrusting up one’s bare bottom for someone to slash a cane across it and the torment as it bit into your flesh, the will power that it took to keep your bottom presented for the next stroke and finally, the humiliation of having to thank the sneering person who had just thrashed you.

				That evening Ruth, along with Sheena’s boyfriend, called round. As Veronica served coffee to the quartet they openly discussed her misdemeanour and forthcoming punishment as if she were not there.

				‘From what I saw of her behind this afternoon,’ Ruth was saying, ‘it can certainly take twenty strokes across it if not more ... it’s certainly fat enough.’

				Veronica bit her lip and hoped they wouldn’t notice her hand trembling with rage. They were bound to notice however, that her cheeks had gone bright red.

				‘That will be all, Veronica,’ said Sheena at last. ‘You have a hard day ahead tomorrow.’ They all sniggered as she curtseyed and left the room. Almost left the room. She wasn’t allowed to use the bathroom without asking first.

				‘I ... I ... please, M-Miss, may I use the bathroom?’

				They all turned and looked at her hovering in the doorway.

				‘Pee-pees or Po-pos?’ asked Sheena mockingly.

				Veronica stared at the floor, wishing it would open up and take them all to hell. ‘Pee-pees, Miss,’ she said, not daring to raise her eyes for fear of those faces forcing her to do or say something she would regret.

				‘Pardon?’ said Sheena. ‘Speak up, woman. I can’t hear you.’ Sheena was getting a real kick out of this.

				‘Pee-pees, Miss.’ Veronica forced herself to look into Sheena’s bright mocking eyes.

				‘I think you’d best use the potty then, so I can be sure you’ve been. Don’t want a wet bed, do we? After all, you’re in enough trouble already.’

				‘But ... but there are people ... Miss.’

				‘I can see that, dolt! They are my friends. You’re already getting extra strokes for arguing - do you wish me to add a further six?’

				Sheena was wallowing in the power she was discovering. ‘If not, go and fetch the potty like a good little girl.’

				Veronica went and fetched the potty from under the sink. It was a child’s plastic type, worst of all it had a smiling Mickey Mouse looking up at you as you sat on it.

				‘Over there where we can see properly.’ Sheena pointed to the centre of the room. With cheeks red and head spinning, Veronica placed the dreadful thing where Sheena had pointed. Head bowed, she lowered her knickers and positioned herself with great difficulty and squatted down.

				‘Get that skirt well up. I don’t want you pissing on it!’

				Veronica lifted her skirt, showing herself off to all those avid eyes staring at her pubic hair. There was a hissing sound and a rattle as she relieved herself. Not only did water flow from beneath her, it also ran down her scarlet cheeks.

				‘Sit there a while,’ said Sheena, just in case you have some more to come.’ She turned to her friends. ‘You have to watch her all the time. Sometimes I think she would be best suited wearing a nappy.’ Then she continued to chat about other things as if nothing had taken place until at last sending Veronica off to bed with an indulgent pat on the bottom.

				***

				I had hardly slept at all when the alarm sounded at five thirty. I bathed and dressed, put that awful make-up on my face, something I had never used in my life until my internment at The Centre. I had never wished to attract men, now I was forced to make myself look as attractive as possible. Make-up and hair finished. I went into the kitchen and cooked two real English breakfasts, along with orange juice and tea. I took the two trays up to my Master and Mistress.

				They both rise early on account of the farm. They were dressed and down the stairs minutes after I had taken the breakfasts up.

				I was at once ordered to strip, then they led me naked out into the farmyard. An old wooden work-bench stood outside one of the barns and I was told to lean forward along its length. Having done so, my wrists were bound and the other end of my bonds was pulled the length of the bench and secured to the bench legs. The rough wood dug into my hips and stomach as the rope was pulled tight. As I half begged and half pleaded, I felt cords being tied round my thighs, these were pulled to the left and right and secured to the other bench legs. I was unable to move either arms or legs as I lay draped over the bench with thighs spread wide, showing every detail of my sex. I felt the warm morning sun on my buttocks and inner thighs, knowing that soon a different warmth was about to be brought to bear in that area.

				After securing me they went off to attend to the farm animals. From time to time a car or tractor would pass the gate, its occupants calling out to me as they passed. Two farm labourers paused at the gate. ‘Looks like young Gordon’s servant’s in for a bit of a tanning,’ I heard one of them say.

				‘Either that, or she’s trussed up ready to be covered by his old bull.’ the other laughed.

				I tried to ease my aching arms, but only succeeded in scraping them on the rough wood.

				‘Morning.’ It was the postman. He smiled down at me as he passed by whistling and on his return he looked around to make sure we were alone, then ran his hand up and down my left buttock. ‘Very nice and meaty,’ he said, giving it a light pat before walking down the drive, whistling happily to himself.

				Still I waited. Birds sang in the trees, butterflies and bees went back and forth. The sound of a bicycle once more reminded me of the shameful way that I was bound. It was the paperboy.

				‘Been naughty, have you?’ he smirked over his shoulder as he pushed the newspaper into the letterbox. I turned my head away in shame.

				‘I asked you a question!’ He now stood over me.

				‘Yes, yes Sir,’ I replied, with my head still turned away.

				‘Not to worry; you’re the third one I’ve seen this morning. Old grumpy Mrs Jones has both her servants working showing off their sore bums. And they’re both men!’

				He walked to the foot of the bench.

				‘Your bum’s bigger than theirs. Plenty to cane, isn’t there fat arse?’

				‘Yes Sir... there is, Sir...’

				Then I was left to wallow in my shame and dread.

				Gordon and Sheena stood beside their victim. ‘Time for your punishment, Veronica but we don’t want you screaming and shouting and upsetting the farm animals, all right?’

				Gordon was bending the thin cane and releasing it so that its tip sang as it sped through the air.

				‘I’ll try not to ... S-Sir...‘

				‘You’ll do more than try, my girl,’ said Sheena. She took a hunk of Veronica’s hair and lifting her head. ‘I want to watch your face as you get it, so keep looking at me, right?’

				Gordon walked to the end of the bench where the round taut bottom was perfectly presented. He measured his distance from the inviting target, pressing the tip of the cane into the soft flesh.

				Tap ... tap ... tap.

				He raised the cane as far back as he could, then, giving it every ounce of strength, brought it fizzing down through the still air.

				Wwwwhhheeettt... cccrrraaaccckkk!

				The cane fell dead centre of both cheeks,

				Veronica’s head went back, her teeth bared and eyes closed, and there was a sharp intake of breath as she absorbed the pain.

				Wwwwhhheeettt... cccrrraaaccckkk! The second stroke came almost immediately, falling about an inch below the first.

				This time Veronica cried out.

				Wwwwhhheeettt... cccrrraaaccckkk! The third stroke fell across the first, it was easy to see that Gordon hadn’t ever caned a servant before.

				‘Aaaaahhh ... uuugh ... aaauuuggghh ...’ Veronica pulled at her bonds, her legs from the knees down kicked up, forcing the rough wood into her stomach. Through her misty eyes she saw the grinning face of Sheena inches from her own.

				Wwwwhhheeettt... cccrrraaaccckkk!

				Wwwwhhheeettt... cccrrraaaccckkk!

				Wwwwhhheeettt... cccrrraaaccckkk!

				Gordon’s inexperience was showing even more clearly, for the blows fell haphazardly, some over earlier weals, others too high or too low. He had thought it easy to administer a caning after watching others. Some could cover a backside from top to bottom with twenty-one strokes leaving as little as half an inch of untouched flesh between each stroke. That was good practice, ensuring that the recipient felt each and every one. A skill like that takes years to learn property, however.

				Wwwwhhheeettt... cccrrraaaccckkk...

				Wwwwhhheeettt... cccrrraaaccckkk...

				Wwwwhhheeettt... cccrrraaaccckkk...

				Wwwwhhheeettt... cccrrraaaccckkk...

				The cane became a blur as it rose and fell.

				Veronica was screaming and begging. She had no time to absorb one cut before the next stroke fell, burning and stinging. After fifteen strokes, Sheena called out to Gordon that Veronica had passed out so it was pointless to carry on for the time being.

				A bucket of ice cold water was thrown over the limp figure draped over the bench. Her bead was turned on its side and another poured over it.

				Coughing and spluttering, Veronica returned to the world of the living. Her behind seemed to have grown to three times its normal size. It was not possible that so much pain could be contained in such a small area. The steady burning, the throb, throb, throbbing, she must surely die from it...

				Then she heard the dreadful words.

				‘Only five more to come!’

				More to come!

				Veronica tugged and twisted in a frenzy of terror.

				‘No ...no ... NO ... oh God, please no more.’

				Gordon was beginning to have second thoughts. Not because of pity, he didn’t feel any, but because of the state he had made of Veronica’s bottom. Small droplets of blood ran down her buttocks and thighs where the strokes had overlapped not once but three or four times in places. But he would have to give her the remaining five strokes, if only to show he meant what he said. The next five might do un-repairable damage. Not only would he be in trouble with the authorities, his mother wouldn’t be too pleased either.

				So he laid them across Veronica’s thighs. She gave great wailing screams with each lashing cut, begging and pleading for mercy between each anguishing stroke.

				Wwwwhhheeettt... cccrrraaaccckkk...

				‘Aaaahhh... uuuggghh...’

				He laid the final stroke across her left thigh and stood back.

				‘Let’s have coffee,’ he said to his sister, walking into the house.

				‘Hope that’s taught you your place, you stupid stuck up old slag.’ Sheena shouted above the low moaning that came from deep inside Veronica. ‘Well, will it?’

				‘Y-y-yes... M-M-Mistress...’

				Then silence.

				Veronica had passed out again.

				It was the last day before the return of Mrs Farebrace. Veronica’s bottom had healed.

				Gordon had gone to the barn to harness the horse into the cart. He stood looking down. The horse made no attempt to raise itself from the straw covered floor. Gordon’s attempts at coaxing him to his feet were of no avail- He returned to the house and phoned for the vet.

				However, the load of manure had to be delivered. There was only one thing for it. Veronica made no protest when told to get between the cart shafts, or even when she realised she was to pull it naked through the streets. The caning had had a very strong effect on her. Her whole world revolved around pleasing her ‘employers’ in every possible way.

				Leaving Sheena to await the vet, Gordon walked beside her. The journey was mostly down hill so it was by no means a hard task. Besides, Gordon helped push when too steep a slope was come across.

				Veronica sweated and strained, pulling for all her worth.

				Naked, Miss Veronica Bakewell pulled a cart full of stinking manure through the streets of the town she had once lorded over.

				How they laughed and jeered at the sour faced spinster they had all learnt to despise. Now Veronica squirmed with humiliation, how she hated those teenagers, how she hated those jeering people but most of all, deep inside her, she hated herself for being the instrument of her own downfall in days that were now dead and gone.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Six

				Conclusion

				Eighteen year old Shara Halewood had taken the cock into her mouth over half an hour before. Still she sucked, flicking the knob end with her tongue as she did so. Surely he must reach a climax soon? She had twice believed he was about to shoot his spunk down her throat only to feel the cock lose its stiffness. Her mouth worked twice as hard when that happened - she just HAD to satisfy him, or the consequences would be terrible,

				Written on Shara’s back in bright red lipstick, was ‘TO BE USED FOR COCK SUCKING ONLY’. This had been put there by her overseer as he thought the young ‘Aristo’ needed to get a lot of practice in that department because of the job she was soon to be assigned.

				It had been decided that Shara would be kept at the centre for the entertainment of visiting VIPs, both male and female. Anyone, in fact, that fancied her. Therefore she had to be trained in the giving of every form of sexual pleasure she might be required to carry out.

				Over the last few weeks, Shara had gone through various phases - FUCKING ONLY, CUNT SUCKING ONLY and worst of all BUM FUCKING ONLY. Whatever had been written on her back, she had been required to keep a check of it on a small pad hanging by a thin gold chain around her neck, recording the number of times her body had been made use of that day. When she was not busy, she had to stand naked in the reception area on a high stool and wait for another ‘customer.’

				If she did not entice enough ‘customers’ she would be beaten. That happened fairly often, as much was expected of her.

				Early in the day, many of the male overseers found it convenient to use her warm mouth and eager lips to get rid of the hard on they had woken with. They had, in the main, come rather quickly. After all, they did have to get to work. So she was sucking her sixth cock of the day, and it was only ten thirty a.m.

				The cock Shara now sucked belonged to a scrawny skeleton of a man of at least seventy. What flesh he had was wrinkled and hung in folds. Before he had Shara suck him, he had forced her to give him French kisses, making her run her young tongue around inside his toothless mouth. Shara had almost thrown up but she blanked out her mind and thought of the cane of her overseer. This was a great way to make oneself do the most obscene things, she had found.

				Once more the cock twitched, once more Shara sucked with all her might.

				Twitch ... suck, suck, suck.

				Twitch ... suck, suck, suck.

				Twitch, twitch ... suck, suck, TWITCH, TWITCH, TWITCH.

				SUCK, SUCK, SUCK ... TWITCHHHHHHH.

				‘Aaahhh ... aaaahhhh ... aaaagggghhhh.’ The man shut his eyes and bared his gums as he came in this lovely young creature’s mouth. Fancy him at seventy-two, having his cock sucked by an eighteen year old and all for free! Even when he was a youngster he never got to having a decent girl let him fuck her, let alone having one suck his old man!

				Shara was amazed that after all this time and effort there was but barely a trickle of spunk let loose in her mouth. She recalled having had much more than that shot down her gullet after she had sucked a virile male cock for a third time in fifteen minutes.

				A bony hand pulled her head by the hair. ‘That was good, girlie, very good,’ he wheezed. ‘I’ll have to have you again some time.’ Wet gums were all that showed as he smiled.

				‘Th-thank you Sir.’ Shara knew how to respond when paid a compliment, whether it be genuine or derisive.

				‘O.K. Ducky, off you go.’ He watched her firm young bottom sway from side to side as she left the room. He felt sad because even the sight of that naked young bottom left his prick flaccid. He hadn’t felt a thing.

				Lady Victoria Brooks-Holmes raised herself once more onto her toes, attempting to ease the cord that cut into her. She heard Christina Palmer moan softly as she tried to ease her aching back.

				The two women were in the ‘Playroom’ taken there by Alice Davy, not because they had committed any offence but purely to try out Alice’s two new ‘toys.’

				They had both been told to strip upon entering the old dungeon. Firstly Christina was made to stand with her back to a wooden framework. Her arms were secured to a cross beam behind her. Next she had to place her feet between two planks of wood at the base of the contraption which when they slid together, locked her ankles firmly in place.

				Christina’s nerves were at breaking point. Something bad was about to happen. This sadistic cow wouldn’t be content to leave her standing like this without some sort of pain being inflicted and she had no doubt she was about to find out exactly what that pain was to be.

				Alice opened a large box on the floor and removed a piece of wood some two feet square. Protruding from the board was a mass of needle sharp, inch long spikes. This she slid into a groove on the framework level with Christina’s bottom. Alice stood back and checked that the board was at the right height and then slowly began to turn a handle that was attached just below. The board slowly moved forward. As Christina felt the needles prick her bottom she naturally thrust her hips forward away from them.

				Alice smiled as she continued to turn the handle. Each time the points of the needles pricked into that soft bottom flesh, so it would move further forward. Alice kept turning the handle until Christina was bent forwards like a taut bow. With arms bound tight to the cross bar, her feet locked into the foot stocks and those sharp needles only a fraction away from her buttocks, it soon became clear to her that she was in for a most uncomfortable time. Already her back was beginning to ache. The only way to ease that was to move her bottom back, thus receiving about two dozen pin-pricks in each cheek.

				‘Have fun!’ Alice walked in front of her and gave her thrust out belly a slap, the shock of which made her pull it in ...

				‘Oww!’

				Her hips shot forward again.

				Satisfied for the moment, Alice turned to Victoria. ‘Over here, Your Ladyship.’ She took Victoria by the arm and led her over to where a long rope hung across a high beam. Attached to the end of the rope was a plastic bucket.

				As Christina’s arms were bound across her back, so too were Victoria’s. The vicious Alice picked up the loose end of the rope. ‘Legs apart,’ she ordered, then passed the rope between Victoria’s legs and attached it by clips to her arm restrainers. The bucket hung a few feet from the ground.

				Alice took a second bucket, this one filled with water and slowly transferred the water from one bucket to the other.

				Victoria felt the rope cut deep into the cleft of her bottom. Slowly the pressure forced her sex lips apart as the rope became tighter. She rose up onto her toes, trying to ease the cut of the rope but all she succeeded in doing was lowering the bucket which brought her no release. After a while her toes and ankles began to ache. The only way to ease this was by placing her feet flat on the floor, causing the rope to cut even deeper into her tenderest of places.

				An hour passed. Their agony was becoming unbearable...

				They heard chattering and laughter from the outside passage.

				‘Here we are ... what do you think of this?’

				It was Alice, smiling proudly to a strange girl that stood by her side.

				‘Gosh!’ said the girl. ‘That must be painful!’

				‘Bet it’s not doing that one’s sex life much good, either!” said a young man, pointing at Victoria as he joined the grinning girl.

				Another male voice chimed in. ‘Look at that!’ He touched Christina, turning her a little. ‘Her bum’s got loads of little pricks in it. Doesn’t look too comfortable, that.’ He tweaked Christina’s left nipple. ‘Does this make you sore?’

				‘Yes, Sir,’ Christina replied.

				A girl joined the youth that was enjoying Christina’s plight. ‘Teach her to offer her cunt properly, if nothing else.’ She reached forward and plucked a couple of hairs from Christina’s mound, making her squeal and then an even bigger one made them all laugh as she jerked her hips back.

				Alice enjoyed the spectacle of her friends tormenting two upper class women. ‘That’s it, suffer, you bitches ... suffer.’ She poured more water into the bucket. ‘On your toes, Your Ladyship ... come on, higher ...’ she laughed in delight as Victoria, eyes screwed tight and mouth gaping, tried to ease the pain by going up on tip toe.

				Alice gave the bucket a push, making it swing from side to side, then went over to Christina and turned the handle behind her, forcing the sharp needles a little further forward. Christina was now bent to the maximum, the needles still touching her buttock flesh even then. She could move neither backwards or forwards.

				‘I’ll be back down after I’ve seen my guests out,’ said Alice. ‘Maybe a couple of minutes.’ She giggled at the doorway, ‘maybe a couple of hours.’

				Mrs Vera Thomas and her friend Mrs Susan Norman stood side by side before Jane Dallison, their self-appointed ‘keeper’.

				Jane was sprawled across a couch and seated around the room were her three friends. They were all smoking Susan’s cigarettes and trying to look grown up, drinking her vodka. Susan had been warned by Jane that she and Vera were going to be given a treat that afternoon when the girls finished school. Vera had been told to bring one of her male servants with her - Jane had decided which it was to be. He now waited in the servants’ quarters along with an equally nervous male from Susan’s staff.

				‘Right, ladies!’ said Jane, puffing cigarette smoke into their faces. ‘Right, I expect complete obedience from you both or you know where you’ll both end up, don’t you?’

				Much as they hated having to admit it, they both replied: ‘Yes, Miss.’

				‘To start with, both of you get stripped off - come on now, chop, chop, don’t be shy ... we’ve all seen those titties and botties before.’

				Not until they were both naked did Jane deign to let them know what was going to take place.

				‘In a moment I am having the two male servants brought in,’ she said, standing up and walking slowly round her dismayed victims, who were shuddering to think what she would say next. ‘You two stupid women will be blindfolded. I may or may not blindfold the men too I haven’t made up my mind yet. Anyway, you two dimbos will carry out any orders that any of us girls give you. To the letter!’

				Susan and Vera made no answer, since none was expected. They had learnt that if this little vixen said the world was flat then as far as they were concerned it was flat.

				‘Get these on, then.’ She handed each of the women a pair of swimming goggles with the glass painted black, ensuring that the wearer could see nothing.

				‘Now, on your knees, both of you. Right.’ She turned to her friends. ‘Bring in the wankers, folks.’ Then she whispered so that that the women could not hear. ‘Blindfold them, of course.’

				Presently one naked blindfolded servant stood in front of each kneeling naked blindfolded woman. The men didn’t know who the women were but the joke was that the women thought they did!

				‘Very well, gentlemen,’ said Jane, ‘you are both to carry out any command I give you, just as the two sluts before you, which you can’t see, will do. Is that understood?’

				‘Yes, Miss,’ they both answered in unison. This didn’t seem as bad as they had thought it was going to be. Both knew that the girl whose voice they now heard was the one in charge of servant discipline at the homes of Vera and Susan - they had both been summoned before her on previous occasions when their mistresses believed they had committed some fault. She had always been fair, if not lenient. Then again, she could also be a vicious little cow and it was certainly wise to obey her to the letter. One had to hope she was in a good mood. They didn’t realise that Jane took delight in reducing the punishment recommended by Vera or Susan not for the benefit of the servant concerned but in order to humiliate their owners.

				‘We will start by each woman taking her partner’s cock and playing with it,’ Jane said.

				Two soft female hands slowly came forward. Vera momentarily pulled her hand back as she felt the man’s hairy thigh but she quickly slid her hand across and gripped the limp penis, which didn’t stay limp very much longer. Vera felt the cock stiffening under her touch. So did Susan as she gently ran her hand up and down the full length of male flesh.

				‘Now, each of you flick the tip of the cock with your tongue.’

				Both women visibly gagged as they heard the command. Still, two pink tongues protruded from open mouths and began to flick the knobs.

				Jane saw the looks of delight on the faces of both men. ‘Either of you two wankers come before I say and I’ll whip your stupid arses!’

				After a few minutes Jane issued another order. ‘Almost time to take the cocks into those mouths of yours and give them a good suck - hey, you over there, I didn’t give the order yet, did I?’

				‘S-sorry, M-Miss.’ Susan had hurriedly removed her mouth from the throbbing prick.

				Sounds like my Mistress’s voice, the other male thought. No, no, it can’t be. If only it was ... a surge of lust went through his loins at the thought of that bitch being forced to suck a servant’s cock. He knew it would never happen.

				Jane stood up. ‘Place the tip of the cock just inside your mouths and hold them there.’

				Both mouths opened, both men felt warm lips encircle their manhood.

				‘Keep those heads still and your mouths where they are ... now, you two wankers push your cocks into their mouths six times ... slowly ... ‘

				The girls gathered around to watch the spectacle of two women having their mouths fucked by their own servants.

				‘Good boys!’ said Jane. Now, I think we’ll have ten times each, faster.’

				Vera felt sick. This was a servant cock in her mouth, what must be going through his head? She would be a laughing stock amongst all the servants from now on. Susan had similar thoughts.

				Jane would ideally have loved to have the servants fuck the arses off the two women but that would be going a little too far even for her. Just yet, that was. As the women became more and more accustomed to being ordered around by her it might become possible ... would become possible.

				‘Have a feel of their tits!’ she called out.

				The two men needed no prompting. Both took a tit in each hand and began to knead the soft flesh. Vera and Susan grunted at this further indignity.

				‘Come on, squeeze them ... pull those big nipples ... keep playing with them...’

				Jane slapped the nearest male buttock. Nipples were pulled and twisted. Gasps and groans came from the two kneeling victims.

				‘Now!’ she shouted, ‘now, let’s have a race’ Let’s see who comes first! The losing couple get a dozen each across the bottom!’

				The effect of that was dramatic. Both men grunted as they moved backwards and forwards, ramming their cocks into mouths and both women moved their mouths in unison with the piston-like rock hard cocks.

				‘Ahhhh ... ahhhh.’ Both men seemed about to come.

				‘Let one drop out of your mouths, you sluts and it’ll be two dozen for the pair of you.’ Jane squealed, clapping her hands in delight.

				‘Ahhhh ... ahhhh ... ooohhh.’ Both women dribbled and choked as their heads were held tightly in position as the hot salty spunk was shot down their gullets.

				‘A draw,’ announced Jane, ‘therefore everyone lost.’ Within seconds four bare bottoms stuck in the air and four young teenagers lashed canes down on them. Luckily for Vera and Susan’s pride, the male servants took little interest in their cries and pleas - they were yelling for mercy too hard to hear!

				The servants dismissed, Jane had both women thank her, both for the punishment and for being allowed to suck their servant’s cock. She took great delight in telling each woman that it had been her own servant who had stuck his cock down her throat, though they had not known it.

				‘Just remember that next time you give them an order,’ she smiled into their distraught faces. ’Now get me another drink.’ She thrust her glass toward Susan and smiled as cane marks on the woman’s bottom moved like snakes as she walked to the drinks cabinet.

				She turned to Vera.

				‘You, Cock Sucker, down here on your hands and knees ... not facing me, stupid, sideways on.’ She kicked off her shoes and rested her feet on Vera’s back, to the amusement of the others.

				Ten minutes later anyone entering the room would have found four sixteen year old girls sleeping off the drinks they had consumed whilst the mistress of the house and her friend knelt naked, acting as foot stools. A glance at each woman’s bottom would have shown why they put up with being used like this.

				Lucy Manners removed her head from the toilet bowl and pulled up her knickers.

				‘You’re not a bad fuck,’ the man said as he walked away.

				Lucy had been busy cleaning the toilets all day, as was her task.

				She had been kneeling down polishing the bowl of a toilet in the men’s room when this swine had come in, ordered her to stand bent over with her head as far down the pan as was possible and spread her legs.

				It had become a regular occurrence for her to be fucked or have to suck some pig’s penis for him. Her mistress had decided that as she was having an easy time cleaning the same toilets over and over again she would also be available to anyone who fancied her - she had even gone so far as to have a notice to her back stating this fact.

				Before fucking her, her latest ravager had inspected both her cunt and her arsehole, painfully pushing a finger up both before he was satisfied. Only then had he rammed home, as Lucy’s squeals echoed up from the bowl.

				Half hour earlier Lucy had knelt in front of a young office girl as she sat on the toilet with her long legs draped over Lucy’s shoulders. Lucy had become as used to sucking and licking cunts as cocks, but liked it no better.

				Veronica Bakewell had fared no better.

				Upon the return of Mrs Farebrace, Gordon and Sheena had told their mother that Veronica had been both sullen and disobedient.

				Mrs Farebrace felt let down. She had tried to make Veronica’s life as easy as possible and to be told of this bad behaviour as soon as her back was turned was most disappointing. Well, the woman had been given a chance and had abused it. Now she must take the consequences.

				Veronica began to see the other side of Mrs Farebrace’s personality. She was worked from dawn to dusk in the fields and till late at night doing housework. Her bottom was kept naked at all times, so as to give her ‘instant correction’ if need be - which seemed to be most of the time. Not long passed without a strap or cane being laid across that ample bottom ...

				

			

		

	OEBPS/images/9781781043257_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/WHlogo_fmt.jpeg
WeH

PUBLISHING





OEBPS/toc.xhtml
Cover
Front Matter
    Title Page
    Publisher Information
Tales of The New Order
    Chapter One
    Chapter Two
    Chapter Three
    Chapter Four
    Chapter Five
    Chapter Six



OEBPS/images/9781781043257.jpg





