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				Lucy and Camilla Sigram

				Aged Nineteen & Twenty One

				 

				The Sigram sisters, nineteen year old Lucy and twenty one year old Camilla, thought themselves lucky to have been placed in service with the same family. At least there would be a friendly shoulder to cry on when the going got really tough. 

				Having both served their time being ‘rehabilitated’ they were in no doubt what was expected of them and what the ‘consequences’ would be if they failed to come up to expectations. 

				The family that they had been hired out to were very working class. Nowadays, however, they both realised that it was they themselves that were classed as the lowest of the low. A hard fact to face when one had been used to a life of pleasure and luxury. 

				Upon their arrival, Mrs Maud Cook, a hard faced, middle aged, overweight woman, had taken them into the sitting room and introduced them to her husband. 

				“The two tarts that we applied for are here,” she said, pushing both girls in front of an unshaven man seated in a wheelchair. 

				Dennis Cook looked up from his paper, giving a brown toothy grin at the two girls. He was as equally overweight as his wife, if not more so. 

				Dennis looked both girls up and down. Miss Davy had certainly sent me two beauties and both young, he thought. 

				“What’s their names? ” he asked. 

				“I don’t know. What’s your names? ” Maud said, giving Lucy, who was nearest, a poke in the back. 

				“L-Lucy . . . Lucy Sigram . . . M-Ma-am,” Lucy replied, bobbing a curtsy. 

				“And how old are you, Lucy?” Dennis asked from his wheelchair. 

				“I’m . . . I’m nineteen, S-Sir.” Lucy felt a shudder run up and down her spine as she looked at the man. She had little doubt in her mind of what the next month would hold for her and her sister. 

				

				“And you, what’s your name and age?” As he spoke, Dennis looked Camilla up and down with a leering glance. 

				“Cam-Camilla Sigram . . . I-I’m twenty one S-Sir.” Camilla also experienced a cold feeling running up her spine. 

				“How long have you been out of the centre?” Dennis asked, lighting his pipe and sending a puff of smelly cheap tobacco into the two girl’s faces. 

				“This . . . it’s our first assign-assignment Sir.”

				“Is it now? Then you had both be on your best behaviour,” Dennis said, puffing away and filling the room with the foul smell of tobacco. “I’ve heard that the centre doesn’t take kindly to trainees that get bad reports, especially on their first job. It looks bad for both their supervisors and trainers when they are sent back for extra training. ”

				Neither girl made a reply. They both knew what had been said to be true. Hadn’t they been forced to witness both men and women being dealt with, those who had not come up to scratch? Some, well experienced in what their duties would entail, had broken. It made little difference how disgusting or nauseous their tasks had been, all that mattered was that they had not carried them out or, had not carried them out to their temporary Master or Mistress’s complete satisfaction. 

				“Well, you’re both here to work, not stand around talking,” Maud snapped, taking both girls roughly by the arm and pushing them towards the door. “First I’ll show you where you’re to be kept.”

				Lucy and Camilla were taken through a small kitchen: dirty pots and pans filled the sink and the draining board was stacked high with used plates and drinking mugs. 

				Outside in the tiny yard they were shown a gardening shed that measured about eight feet by five. Inside, thrown on the filthy floor, were two thin mattresses and a pile of equally dirty blankets. Apart from these there was nothing but few rusty gardening tools and a couple of old tins of paint. 

				“This is where you sleep or go when you’re not working but that won’t happen much,” announced Maud. 

				The two sisters couldn’t believe she was serious. Even in the centre one had reasonable, if not up to the standard they were accustomed to, sleeping quarters. They were unaware that in a small terraced house with only two bedrooms, their comfort came a very poor last in Maud’s eyes. 

				“This is the lavatory that you’ll use and also, you help him in there,” she said nodding towards the house, “use it when he wants. ”

				The outside toilet looked as if it hadn’t been cleaned for a number of months, let alone days. 

				Next they were shown the two small bedrooms and the even smaller bathroom. 

				“We were told you’re to be allowed to use the bath at least once a week. If you want to use it more than that then you must ask. Your bath night will be Sundays, okay? ”

				“Yes Ma’am,” they replied in a tone that failed to hide their shock. 

				“You’re also to do your washing along with ours. As you’ve only got two dresses each and two changes of drawers and bra, you will do it whenever you get a few minutes. Now get downstairs. ” Maud gave Camilla a none too gentle push. 

				Once again in the kitchen, Maud took a garden cane from the corner of the room. 

				“This is what you’ll get across your behinds if you give me any trouble,” she said, waving the cane in front of them. “We were told we should buy a proper cane but I’m not paying good money just so your arses don’t get splinters.” Saying this she replaced the cane in the corner. 

				“You can start work in here. I want those pots and pans, along with the dishes, washed and put away in those two cupboards. ” As she spoke, Maud ran some hot water into a dirty sink. “Make do with that,” she said as she added a very small amount of washing up liquid. “Hot water costs money! ”

				“Excuse me, Ma’am . . . have you . . . have you any rubber g-gloves? ” Camilla ventured to ask. Even at the centre, one was given gloves to wear when doing menial tasks. Not for the inmate’s benefit, after all who wanted a girl with rough hands when you needed a wank or a fuck. 

				“Rubber gloves! Who do you think you bloody well are? You’re a worker now, girl. Look at my hands, they’re like that from years of work. Now get on with it unless you want to feel that cane 

				already! ‘‘

				“Yes, Ma’am . . . sorry Ma’am,” said Camilla, turning to the sink and picking up a greasy plate. 

				“I’ll be back in a while and I want that lot done,” the hag said, slamming the door as she left. 

				Camilla and Lucy worked as best they could under the circumstances. The greasy pots and dishes soon exhausted what little washing up liquid they had been allowed. As hard as they tried, the grease refused to be removed. With faint hope they returned the items to the cupboards and began to clean up the kitchen. 

				“You two get in here . . . did you hear me? Get yourselves in here at once! ” Dennis accompanied the order with a hard rap on the door with his walking stick. 

				At once the sisters hurried into the sitting room, stood before their master, both giving a curtsy. 

				“While the old bat’s out I’ll have a look at you both. Come on, get those clothes off,” Dennis’s voice thickened in anticipation. 

				Camilla and Lucy, eyes downcast and cheeks colouring slightly, removed their cotton dresses. Slipping off their bras and panties, they stood naked before the wet lipped, drooling slob. 

				“Get over here, closer. I want to have a feel of those little round tits of yours,” he said to Lucy. 

				Lucy moved to the side of the wheelchair and a wrinkled hand reached up and roughly squeezed her left breast. 

				Although she fought the revulsion she felt, she couldn’t help pulling away slightly. 

				“Don’t you try to move away from me, my girl,” Dennis snapped at her, “come on, push your tit into my hand.” He rested his elbow on the arm of the wheelchair, cupping his hand upwards. 

				

				With eyes closed tight, Lucy bent forward, placing her right breast into his palm. 

				“That’s better,” he said, his coarse fingers digging into the soft flesh. “You, get your tit in this one,” he placed his other hand in the same position for Camilla to fill. 

				“Very nice . . . never thought I’d see the day again where I have a handful of young tit . . . let alone two of them.” He roughly squeezed and kneaded both breasts, causing gasps from both girls. 

				“What’s the matter, you’re not trying to make out you don’t like your tits played with, are you?” he said giving each nipple a vicious tweak. 

				“N-No S-Sir.” Both girls were now biting their lip in pain as Dennis gripped the nipples as hard as he could, rolling them to and fro. 

				“Good,” he said giving each breast a final squeeze, “now show me your arses.”

				Two round firm white young bottoms were immediately displayed before him. Once again his scrawny hands set to work, feeling and poking. Both were told to touch their toes, with legs spread wide. They shuddered as they felt a finger poked, first up their pussies and then their assholes. 

				Dennis, although paralysed from the waist down, had feeling where it mattered most. He felt his cock stiffen against his trousers. Could do with sticking it up one of these juicy cunts right now, he thought as he worked both fingers in and out. Still, plenty of time for that, right now the old cow’s due back any second. 

				Reluctantly he withdrew his fingers and ordered the sisters to dress and get back to the kitchen. 

				Relieved that their first ordeal at this beast’s hands was over, with cheeks aglow, Lucy and Camilla hurriedly dressed and returned to the kitchen. 

				About ten minutes later Maud returned. Lucy and Camilla stood with bated breath as she inspected their work. Begrudgingly she had to admit to herself that she had never seen the kitchen looking so clean. 

				Then she inspected the crockery. 

				“You lazy couple of bitches!” she screamed, “you call these clean? I’ve seen cleaner plates put into dustbins! ” Maud picked up the cane from the corner. “Get yourselves across the table. Think you’re too bloody high and mighty to do my cleaning, do you? Well I’ll show you! ” she shouted. 

				She yanked up first Lucy’s and then Camilla’s skirts and in her temper she almost tore both girls’ knickers as she tugged them down to their knees. 

				Gasping and sobbing they lay over the table, four round orbs pushed out awaiting their fate. They didn’t have long to wait either. 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				It was Camilla that took a gulp of air as the garden cane whipped down across her bare buttock cheeks. 

				“Aaaaahhhhh . . . . oooohhhh . . . . G-God! ”

				Camilla had been caned numerous times during the past few months, but never before had the first stroke hurt quite so much. 

				If anyone has had the pleasure of caning a females bottom, they will know that a supple springy willow or school cane will bend round the contours of an upthrust pair of buttocks. With the garden cane things are very much different. The rattan cane is nowhere near as pliable, therefore when it bites into taut flesh it only comes into contact with about three inches of each cheek, so it stands to reason that the whole force of the blow is absorbed in that small area. 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				“Aaaahhhh . . . . oooohhhh . . . . aaaahhhh! ” Lucy jumped, up clasping frantically at her bottom. 

				“Get back down! Get down this fucking second,” Maud yelled pushing Lucy back down across the table by the back of her neck. 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				Three excruciating cuts in quick succession had Lucy’s firm round bottom twisting from side to side over the edge of the table. 

				

				“Aaaahhhh . . . . oooohhhh . . . . oooohhhh . . . . no more, aahh, no-no more! ” Lucy dug her fingernails into the wooden table top, her head was thrown back and her eyes staring in disbelief that such pain could exist. 

				“Remember, you insolent bitch, that if I want to cane your arse you keep it still, right? ” Maud screamed above the din Lucy was making. 

				“Ohhh . . . ugh . . . yer-essss . . . M-M-Ma’am . . . ye-yes.”

				“And now for you, my girl . . . get this arse pushed out!” Maud poked Camilla’s right buttock viciously with the tip of the cane. 

				Camilla needed no second telling. She thrust her hindquarters out as far as possible, gripping the far side of the table until her knuckles were white. She screwed her eyes tightly closed and bit hard onto her lower lip, holding her breath as she waited for the burning pain. 

				Maud brought the cane down in the same manner as she had across Lucy’s nates. 

				The effect was the same as it had been on Lucy’s bottom. Camilla screamed and begged with each consecutive, searing blow, but she didn’t move. 

				Smiling, Maud stood back and looked at the two sobbing girls as they lay across her kitchen table. 

				“Get those knickers up then wash every piece of crockery again, in cold water. You,” Maud barked at Lucy, “go and fetch some earth from the yard. That’s what the workers had to use to wash up with in the olden days. ”

				 

				***

				 

				It was past ten o’clock that night before Maud was satisfied that the dishes were finally clean. She supervised both girls while they took a shower, then locked them, naked, in the shed for the night. 

				Camilla was the first to hear the sounds outside the shed door. She pulled the coarse blanket around her and shook Lucy awake as the door creaked open. 

				“I told you they would be in here!”

				Both girls heard a slightly slurred male voice whispering. 

				“Get inside quick before old Cook hears us!”

				The door closed and in the gloom the two girls could just make out the silhouette of two youths. Then a torch was shone into their faces. 

				“Not bad, are they?” the taller of the boys said, reaching forward and pulling the blanket away from Lucy. 

				“Not bad . . . they’re fucking great,” the second lad said, taking the lead from his friend and removing Camilla’s blanket. 

				Lucy and Camilla fell into each other’s arms, each holding the other very tightly. 

				“What . . . what do you w-want?” Camilla plucked up courage to ask. 

				“I’m your owner’s nephew and what we want is a piece of this.”

				The youth bent down and thrust his hand between the tops of Camilla’s thighs. Camilla gave a scream as she clamped her thighs together. 

				The young lad fell on top of her, crushing her to the floor as he put his hand over her mouth to silence her. 

				“Shut up, you stupid cow, my aunt said we can come in here and do what we want with both of you,” he lied. 

				They had been told during training that they were now available sexually for anyone with authority over them or, anyone that their owners decreed and that included both males and females. 

				Camilla felt sick as she realised that there was no option but to go along with whatever these vile youths wanted from her. 

				“So, little Miss Prim, I want your nice little cunt up in the air. Turnover and get on your hands and knees. ”

				Fighting down her natural instinct to refuse and fight this man off, hating herself for being so weak, Camilla turned onto her stomach and with a groan, drew her knees up beneath her. 

				“You do the same,” the second youth ordered Lucy. 

				As Lucy complied with his wishes, the two lads took off their trousers and pants. 

				The first youth shone the beam of the torch onto Camilla’s up thrust rump. “Get your legs apart,” he said, aiming the beam at her inner most private parts. When she had carried out the shameful order he placed a finger inside her warm sex lips. 

				“Fucking hell . . . she’s really tight,” he said drunkenly and, dropping the torch, he began to rub his cock into an erection with his free hand. 

				The second youth knelt behind Lucy and, gripping her hip with his left hand, he tried to force his limp cock into her. 

				Lucy and Camilla held hands as the two young lads tried everything they knew to get their pricks into the two warm bodies. The alcohol they had consumed to give them the courage to sneak into Dennis’s shed was working against them getting an erection. 

				“Get round here!”

				Camilla’s hair was pulled forcing her to turn and face her assailant. 

				“Get it in your mouth and suck,” he ordered. 

				Camilla retched as the limp piece of flesh was unceremoniously pushed into her mouth. Glad that in the darkness she was at least spared the humiliation of having him able to watch her, she sucked him into erection. 

				Lucy was ordered to join her sister in the same act by the other youth, but he took great delight in shining the torch in her face so he was able to watch his cock sliding in and out of her wet, warm mouth. 

				“If either of you pull away when we cum I shall tell my Aunt Maud,” the first youth said, his voice thick as he tried his hardest to hold back and enjoy every second of this up-market bitch sucking him off. 

				“Yes, and you know what that’ll mean . . . you’ll both end up with sore arses tomorrow,” the other youth laughed. 

				It wasn’t long before both mouths were filled with the hot salty cum of the two boys. The sister’s retched and spluttered as they forced the foul stuff down their throats. And still the pricks were held in their mouths, only now their heads were clamped in powerful hands as the youths fucked their mouths. 

				“Fiver says I’ll cum again before you,” the first boy said, panting. 

				“You’re on. Come on, slag, use that tongue, get flicking the tip,” came the eager command and he almost choked Lucy as he thrust his cock deep into her throat. 

				Lucy and Camilla sucked on the pricks that had become rock hard again, as they went like pistons in and out of their mouths. Nostrils flared, eyes squeezed tightly shut, mouths dribbling, they accepted the two strangers’ right to fuck their mouths if they so wished. 

				“Ahhhh . . . uugghhaaa.” The first youth had cum again in Camilla’s mouth, pumping back and forth until every last drop of his spunk had been shot down her gullet. 

				It wasn’t long before the second youth also grunted like an animal as Lucy received the same reward for her efforts. 

				As the fast softening pricks were pulled from the wet mouths, both girls slumped to the floor, weeping. 

				“That’s a fiver you owe me,” the first boy said, pulling on his underpants. “I knew you had no chance, she’s one of the best blow jobs I’ve ever had,” he added, ruffling Camilla’s hair. 

				“Bollocks! It was that slag’s fault, she couldn’t suck a cock if her life depended on it,” came the reply as he pulled a fiver from a wad of notes. “Turn around and get your arse in the air,” he ordered Lucy. 

				“Ohh . . . p-please . . . no-no more . . . pleaseeee,” Lucy wailed. 

				“Do it bitch or I’ll kick your arse right through the fucking shed wall.”

				Sobbing and shaking, Lucy once again rolled over and got into the undignified pose. The lad picked up the torch and before his friend could protest, he pushed the rolled up fiver right up Lucy’s anus. 

				“There’s your fucking fiver,” he laughed, moving towards the door. 

				“You bastard,” the other boy said grabbing the torch from his hand. He turned to the still up thrust bottom and, holding the torch in his left hand, he pulled Lucy’s right buttock as far over as it would go. The tip of the fiver could just be seen. 

				“Get your arse up higher and pull your cheeks apart,” he said, giving Lucy a slap. 

				She reached round and placed a hand on each cheek and pulled them apart as wide as she could. She felt his fingers poking as he tried to grip the end of the bank note but she also felt the note moving deeper inside her. 

				“Fucking hell,” he said, “you get it out, your fingers are a lot smaller than mine,” as he turned to Camilla and flashed the torch into her face. 

				Camilla looked up her sister’s anus and gently worked her fingers in until she could feel the note. Lucy’s anus contracted around her fingers and she gave a little gasp. 

				“Come on get it out or I’ll stick this up your arse,” the youth said, waving the torch at Camilla. 

				Having no doubt that he would carry out his threat, she managed to grip the tip of the note and slowly remove it. She turned to hand it to its new owner. 

				“Piss off, it’s got her shit all over it.” Then, with a sadistic grin he said; “You clean it off.”

				Camilla looked around in the gloom for something to wipe the fiver clean with. 

				“Put it in your mouth, close your lips around it and then pull it out slowly,” Camilla heard him order. 

				Had anyone been able to see Camilla’s face they would have seen a look of both disgust and horror. However, as she knew she must carry out the obscene command, she placed the still rolled up fiver into her mouth then slowly pulled it out. 

				“Fancy giving her a French kiss, do you?” the second youth laughed. 

				“No I fucking well don’t. I wouldn’t want my cock in her mouth again, let alone my tongue, until it’s been washed out with carbolic soap. ”

				The fiver was put away and the door slowly pushed open. 

				“When we come to the house to visit my aunt, neither of you will let on that you have ever met us before, okay?” the first youth whispered, shining the torch into the girl’s faces. “Did you fucking well hear me?”

				“Yes . . . yes,” the sister replied, thankful that they were about to be left in peace. 

				As silently as they had arrived, the two youths slipped away. 

				Lucy and Camilla lay down and comforted each other, softly crying in each other’s arms. What had they done to deserve such treatment? Was it their fault that they had been born into a family of wealth? 

				The answer was no. But they had flaunted their wealth and used their power for their own gains. That was the reason. 

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Marina Pearson

				Aged Twenty Nine

				 

				Marina Pearson, prior to the revolution, had been the Assistant Governor of a women’s prison that housed female political prisoners. 

				It will therefore come as no surprise when told that as soon as it was obvious that the New Order was only days from victory, Marina, along with thousands of others, went into hiding while awaiting the chance to flee the country. 

				A tall, slim, dark haired woman, she had revelled in her job. So much so that even the governor had to cancel many of the privileges she had given the prisoners because of Marina’s constant complaints to those higher up that the prison was far too easy going. 

				Being only a minor civil servant and not having a great deal of wealth, Marina found it difficult to flee the country. She had been at the safe house for over six months, during which time many people that had arrived after her departed for safety, leaving her still there waiting. 

				 

				***

				 

				I was woken by the sound of motorbikes at about five thirty in the morning. As I gathered my thoughts, I heard our host and his wife shouting that our cover had been blown. 

				I pulled on a blouse and jeans over the underwear that I had slept in and gathered my few possessions. I stuffed a leather pouch that contained the jewels and cash I had to pay for my escape into a pocket, then ran downstairs and out of the back of the house. 

				Having climbed the low barbed wire fence that surrounded the farmyard, I set off across the field as fast as I could run. Suddenly I felt a sharp pain in my side. My legs became heavy and my vision blurred, the next thing I knew I had fallen and was unable to move. Then I passed out. 

				When I came to I was lying in the farmyard along with others I knew. I went to cover myself as I discovered that, like those around me, I was naked. It was as I went to move I found that my wrists were in handcuffs and my ankles enclosed in leather cuffs attached by a length of chain. 

				“This one comes too,” a girl in a leather jacket and dirty jeans called out, grabbing me by the hair and pulling me to my feet. 

				“Put her over with the others,” a male voice shouted in reply. 

				I was unceremoniously dragged forward and pushed, stumbling across the yard into a paddock. Both men and women, handcuffed and chained, stood or sat around with a look of utter defeat on their faces. 

				As I sat in a corner trying to hide my nakedness, I became aware of what had happened. We had been captured by a gang of ‘Hell’s Angels’. These once outcasts of society now roamed the land, ferreting out enemies of the New Order. They were paid fifty pounds for each prisoner they brought in, after it was established that the person was in fact an enemy and not just some poor unfortunate that they had taken a dislike to. 

				About thirty minutes later, when all those that had been tranquillised as I had been, joined us in the paddock, four bearded, dirty, leather clad men and two equally scruffy girls stood outside the paddock counting us. 

				“Eighteen, not a bad morning’s work,” the man who appeared to be their leader said. 

				“And there’s this lot,” one of his companions said, waving a large wad of bank notes in one hand and a box full of jewellery in the other. “This’ll keep us for a few weeks, must be the best round up we’ve had yet. ”

				“We’ve got to get them handed over first and checked out,” one of the girls said, climbing onto the fence to get a better view of us all. 

				“That won’t be much trouble, every one of them had a passport otherwise they couldn’t get into another country,” the other girl said. 

				I noticed that among the badges and bric-a-brac she wore on her leather jacket were many pieces of expensive jewellery. One brooch that was worth well over five hundred pounds and had, until a few hours ago been mine, was among them. I went to protest to her about stealing my brooch before I had been found guilty of any crime, when a man at my side placed his hand on my arm. 

				“I wouldn’t if I were you. See what they did to her over there when she complained? ”

				I looked over to where a woman in her mid-thirties stood. Her naked breasts were covered in brooches, the pins stuck deep into her flesh. A cluster of earrings hung from her nipples that had been crudely pierced and as I looked I noticed that even her bottom hadn’t escaped, there was a brooch pinned to each cheek. 

				“All she did was ask to be allowed to keep one piece that had been her mother’s,” the man said. 

				I thought it prudent to allow the girl to keep my brooch. 

				As our names were called out we were made to leave the paddock where we were being held and were herded into small groups. A rope was threaded through the handcuffs of each member in the group and then attached to the back of a motorbike. 

				With each group secured in this way, the bikes set off, pulling us along behind. They didn’t go very fast but with our ankles chained as they were, it was fast enough. The two girls rode pillion but sat so that they were facing us. From time to time they would call a halt as some unfortunate stumbled and fell. They would jump from the bike and lash the person responsible for holding them up with leather belts. The woman that had been covered in her own jewellery did her best to stop her breasts swinging under the weight they now carried but from time to time she would cry out in pain as one of the group bumped into her. 

				When we finally reached the town it was very early and there were not many people around, much to my, and my fellow prisoners’, relief in our naked state. 

				The few people that witnessed out arrival took very little notice, only glancing our way as if we were a herd of cattle being driven to market. 

				

				We were taken into the police station where each of our names were checked on their computer. I, with another couple and a middle-aged man, were told we were to be denied a trial as we had already been found guilty in our absence. Therefore we were to await the arrival of the officers who would escort us to the Rehabilitation Centre. 

				We waited all day until two male and two female guards arrived to take us away. The husband and wife cried and begged not to be parted, to no avail. In fact, it only made matters worse for them. 

				The guards, pretending concern for their enforced parting, said that they could hold each other for what could be the last time. As the couple kissed goodbye, one of the male guards said that they should also kiss each other’s sex organs for the last time. When they protested at this remark, they were both hauled across a table and each received ten or twelve strokes of the guard’s switch across their squirming bottoms. 

				I looked away in disgust as they were not only made to carry out the suggested embrace, but also forced to have full intercourse in front of everyone present. As I stood with my head turned away, one of the female guards lashed my buttocks with her switch and ordered me to watch, unless I wished to perform next with the middle-aged man. The very thought of doing such a thing in public revolted me and after that my eyes never left the entwined bodies. 

				 

				***

				 

				After a sleepless night, still naked and wearing ankle chains, I was taken to the governor’s office, pushed and hurried along by a girl who was barely out of her teens. 

				I dreaded what I knew was about to take place, as we passed women on their hands and knees scrubbing already spotless floors. 

				As we passed the main hall I saw two women hung up by their feet slowly turning at the end of their bonds. As their bottoms came into view I saw blood dripping from a criss-cross of cuts that covered every inch of skin. Around each woman’s back hung a notice proclaiming ‘THIS IS HOW YOUR BUTTOCKS CAN BE MADE TO LOOK BY THE BIRCH - BE WARNED! ’

				We arrived at the office door. A door I had been through so many times but under other circumstances. This time things were different, so very different. 

				I was pushed in front of a woman who was perched on the front of the desk. 

				“One of the new prisoners, Ma’am, Pearson,” my escort said, standing to one side. 

				I thought I was going to faint as I recognised the person that was now the governor of the prison I had once set my heart on running. 

				“That’s right, ‘Assistant Governor’ Pearson,” she sneered, “it’s me, Alice Davy. You must remember me after all I have spent at least a couple of years in and out of this hell hole that you helped run. ”

				I most certainly did remember her. Her brother was one of the leaders of the New Order and she had been imprisoned many times for short periods. Always to be kept in solitary confinement and fed nothing but bread and water. She stood for all I detested and at every opportunity I would put her on report, ensuring she would lose at least a few days’ remission. Now this girl held my fate in her hands and had much more power than I had ever dreamt of. Also there was no doubt in my mind that she would use her power to get her revenge on me. How I wished that I’d treated her more leniently. 

				“I’m not here a great deal of the time, so your trainers will be in complete charge of you.” As she spoke two other women entered the room. 

				“This is Maggie,” she said, indicating the smaller of the two women, “and this . . . is Doris.”

				The second woman must have weighed at least eighteen stone: in fact she was built more like a man than a woman. 

				“And I am Helen,” said the girl at my side who had brought me into the office. 

				“And,” continued Alice Davy with a smile, “each one of them has my blessing to treat you as hard and rough as they fucking like. Oh, by the way, I don’t have to tell someone of your experience of prison life, you address me as Ma’am and your trainers as Miss. That is unless they wish to have you address them in some other manner. As I said, they have a free hand in your training. ”

				Something seemed to snap inside me. “You can’t do this to me, you bitch! I’ll kill you! Who the hell do you think you are! ” I screamed. In my rage I lunged towards Alice, but, forgetting about my chained ankles, I crashed to the floor at her feet. Immediately, Helen and Doris seized me roughly by the arms and prevented me from any further struggling. 

				An unpleasant smirk played on Alice’s lips. “I’m glad you did that, cow. Now I have a real reason for giving you the hiding you were going to receive anyway. That little performance has just added strength to my arm. Take her out and get her ready for me,” she said to the two women holding me. 

				Each supported an arm as they dragged me back along the passage we had come along earlier. My feet scraped over the smooth floor covering with the chains rattling behind me. Women stopped their work and cowered against the wall as Doris shouted at them to clear the way. A bucket of water was sent flying as Helen kicked it out of our path. 

				I was taken out into the exercise yard, in the centre of which was a raised block. I needed no telling as to its purpose. I was thrown over it and within minutes strong expert hands had me secured tightly over the whipping block. 

				My tormentors stood looking down at me while they waited for Alice to arrive. 

				“Got a nice bottom on her, I’m going to enjoy working on that a few times,” Helen said. 

				“I’ll have it squirming more than a few times before I’m done with her,” the young Maggie grinned, giving my left cheek a pinch. 

				“And I can’t wait to have it moving in a very different way,” Doris laughed. 

				“She’s used to working with women all her life and she might enjoy your dildo up her now and again,” Maggie giggled. 

				“She had better fucking well not. Are you a lessie? ” Doris said, poking me with her switch. 

				“No . . . no I’m not,” I shouted. 

				“Tut, tut, forgot to call you Miss. I wouldn’t let her get away with that,” Helen said happily. 

				“She won’t.” The tone in Doris’s voice left me in no doubt that I would suffer for that error in the future. 

				Swaggering over to where I helplessly waited, my new ‘Mistress’ toyed with the fearsome looking tawse in her hand. I began to feel butterflies in my stomach as I realised I was about to endure my first taste of corporal punishment. 

				“I like softening up a new prisoner in the beginning, just to let them know what to expect if they’re slow in learning.” She gave a cruel laugh and I knew that I was in for a hard time in the hands of this sadistic bitch. “So, let’s hope you’re in good voice so all can hear the one time Assistant Governor yelp! I’m going to make sure you won’t enjoy sitting down for a while. ”

				She moved round behind me until she was no longer in my sight. The other overseers remained in front of me, no doubt to enjoy my expressions of pain. I broke out in a cold sweat as I felt the meaty three-thonged tawse tap my vulnerably exposed backside. Having measured her distance, I braced myself for the first stroke. 

				The awful, fiery pain which coursed through my body still took me by surprise. I strained to choke the scream which forced up from the pit of my stomach, as I wildly shook my head from side to side. Then the biting leather struck for the second time and I shrieked as it felt as if a thousand hornets had stung me. A third stroke slashed into the taut flesh of my lower buttocks and the world seemed to dissolve into a red mist of agony. I felt I could take no more. I screamed, I pleaded, swore and cursed my tormentor but all to no avail. Each well aimed stroke was laid on with all her strength and calculated to cause the most intense agony, which I did. 

				Thwaaaakkkk . . . . Thwaaaakkkk . . . . Thwaaaakkkk! 

				Thwaaaakkkk . . . . Thwaaaakkkk . . . . Thwaaaakkkk! 

				Thwaaaakkkk . . . . Thwaaaakkkk . . . . Thwaaaakkkk! 

				I thought I must surely die or go out of my mind as the red hot thong bit into my cleft and the tender regions at the top of my thighs were repeatedly struck. I knew I would do anything to avoid more of this torture and this I tried to convey to Alice between incoherent sobs and howls. But still the thrashing continued. I had long since lost count of the number of strokes I had been given. My sweat drenched body shuddered convulsively as I realised that the awful scalding blows were no longer falling. 

				Alice re-appeared in front of me and held the thick tawse to my face. 

				“Kiss this strap! ” she snapped, “kiss and remember there is lots, lots more where that came from. ”

				I instantly obeyed her, desperate not to incur her anger. I now understood how the other prisoners I had seen in the past could be so completely broken. Pain was a potent reminder and instiller of fear. 

				My wrists, ankles and waist were untied from the block. “Up,” I heard someone order. I stood up from the block, stiffly and unthinking, I clasped my hands to my burning bottom cheeks. 

				“What the fucking hell do you think you’re doing, you insolent sow?” Alice yelled. “Did I tell you to touch your bottom?”

				“N-no . . . no,” I stammered, then hastily added, “No, M-Ma’am.”

				“On your knees, sow, I’ve a good mind to have you put back over the block!”

				“Please . . . pl-please Ma-am . . . n-no . . . no more,” I begged with terror at the very thought of another dose. My voice cracked owing to my earlier screaming. “I’ll . . . I’ll do-do anything . . . you s-say Ma’am . . . I promise.” My pride had been forced to take a back seat in the knowledge of the torment she could inflict and make me endure if the whim took her. 

				“Right, you’re obviously not much of a grown up woman if a slight touching of the tawse makes you create all that noise. Wait until you get a birching, then you’ll have something to yell about! ”

				I shuddered at the idea. My whole bottom was still on fire. 

				The other three stood grinning down at me, delighting in my pleas for mercy. 

				“Since you act like a nine year old schoolgirl, rather than a twenty nine year old adult, I will punish like a schoolgirl for touching your bottom without permission. Hold out your hands, one on top of the other,” snapped Alice. 

				I hesitantly did as she ordered, afraid to even plead anymore. Alice drew the black leather tawse back over her head and brought it down with a swish on my outstretched palm. The force of the stroke separated my hands and I gasped again as the tawse punished the hand that had touched my bottom. I quickly replaced my hands as I’d been instructed and again the lash thwacked down onto my stinging flesh. Frantically, I tried to maintain the position, but the pain was unbearable and it was impossible to keep my hands touching with each blow. Tearfully I rejoined my hands and gritted my teeth as I watched Alice, smiling, take aim once again. This time I screamed and saw the clear imprint of the tail of the tawse on my wrist. 

				Then Alice, to the amusement of the other three, made me lay the unmarked palm on top of the reddened one. Three hard strokes fell, before I was once again told to kiss the leather that had punished me. My fingers were numb, my buttocks on fire and I vowed that I would never give this female any excuse to punish me again. 

				Fool that I was, I should have known that no excuses were necessary. Whoever’s charge I was in, be they male or female, child or adult, they could do to me what Alice had just done and even more, purely for their own perverted pleasure. 

				“Now you know what naughty little girls get that touch their bottoms without permission, don’t you, ‘Assistant Governor’?” Maggie said at my side. 

				“Ye . . . y-yes . . . Ma’am . . . M-Miss,” I hastily said realising I had addressed her as I should only address Alice. This all four found quite amusing. 

				

				“Do you think she should have a few more for being a silly little girl and making that mistake?” Doris smirked. 

				My blood ran cold for what seemed an age before an answer was forth coming. 

				“No, I don’t think she’ll make a simple mistake like that again, will you, Marina?” she said at last. 

				“No . . . no Ma’am . . . I won’t . . . I-I swear . . . Ma’am, I-I’m . . . s-sorry Ma’am.” I grovelled at her feet, I was so relieved at her decision to overlook my mistake. How she must have enjoyed having me grovelling at her feet. I who had treated her so badly in the past. Hate rose up inside me, but my burning bottom and palms helped me to fight it down. 

				I was led back into the main prison where I was placed alongside three other females whose backsides bore the same marks as my own. Mine, however, felt much worse than any of theirs looked. One of the women I recognised as one that had been arrested with me the previous day. 

				“Stand facing the wall at attention, toes touching the skirting board, nose pressed hard against the wall,” Helen snapped. We all carried out her order without any hesitation. “Get your hands on top of your heads with elbows pushed back!”

				When she was satisfied that her commands had been carried out and we were all in the correct position, Helen and the two other bitches left. But not before warning each of us of the consequences should any of us fail to maintain our position. 

				Silently we stood in line displaying our reddened bottoms as the familiar sounds of the prison carried on around us. From time to time there would be the sound of leather striking flesh, or a scream as some poor unfortunate was undergoing some form of torture. Less than a year ago I had walked these same corridors and prisoners would hurry past me, their eyes fearing to meet mine. If I spoke to them they would stand to attention and address me as Ma’am. I would never have believed, at that point, that one day I would be standing in this main hall naked, showing off my backside. A backside that had been thoroughly thrashed. 

				We remained on display for the rest of the day. Arms aching, heads throbbing from the pressure of our hands clamped on them. 

				During this time we had been the butt of many jokes and comments from both male and females as they passed by. I in particular received the most and the worst as the word spread that I had been captured. 

				“Which one’s the old boss woman then?” I heard a man ask. 

				“The tall one with the sorest arse,” his colleague replied with a chuckle. 

				“Hope I get in on her sex training.”

				Out of the corner of my eye I saw him move around to my side. 

				“Not a bad bit of tit on her either,” he said, reaching round and quickly squeezing my right breast. 

				“Pack it in,” his friend hissed, “do you want us both to lose our jobs? ” And then they were gone. 

				At long last we were allowed to remove our hands from our heads and we were taken to the dining hall for our first meal of the day. It was seven o’clock in the evening. 

				As Miss Davy had boasted earlier, I found it very uncomfortable sitting on the hard wooden bench as I ate the foul mess they called ‘dinner’. Overseers walked between the tables ensuring that we ate every last piece of the slop. 

				Then we were allowed to shower, a cold one of course, and then taken to have our hair and make-up tidied and fixed. Finally I, along with the other newcomers, were taken to what used to be the prison library. It was obvious it was now a room of correction. Chains and ropes hung from both walls and ceiling, there were pillories set at different angles and heights, there were four ominous looking black leather blocks one end of which lifted into a high round hump, just below this was a step one would be made to kneel on before bending over the hump, with straps attached to the sides for securing the victim. I felt my buttocks twitch just looking at them. 

				Other frames and devices were placed all around the room. Along each wall were racks from which hung implements of all kinds. It took little imagination to realise that they were solely for inflicting pain. 

				Miss Maggie ushered us through the gruesome array of torture implements and we were brought to a halt in front of a line of two foot square wire mesh doors, set about six feet off the floor. Miss Maggie took a key from her pocket and opened the first door. 

				“Right, inside, you,” she said to the woman closest to her. 

				The short, plump woman climbed the three small steps, placed her arms inside the box and pulled herself up and forwards, struggling to squeeze her hips through the small gap. 

				Ssssppppllllaaaatttt! 

				The woman gave a cry as her already reddened buttocks received a none to gentle slap from our overseer. 

				“Come on, get that fat behind in there, woman. I can see you’re going to be sweating off a good few pounds over the next few weeks,” she said as the large bottom disappeared inside. 

				The door was closed and locked before the second girl was ordered inside her box. 

				“Next!” Miss Maggie said. 

				I was next in line and walked forward, stepped up and placed my arms in the opening and pulled myself inside. The interior was a little larger than the door, some three feet square. One side was made of what appeared to be a thick piece of glass. I heard the door at my feet being closed and locked. 

				I could just about turn onto my side in the confined area. How long was I to be kept in this claustrophobic cell? My body, wedged to the sides, cut out what little light came through the wire mesh door. 

				Suddenly I felt movement and with a judder, the box began to slowly rotate horizontally. A light flickered above me bathing me in a very bright light. 

				“All of you listen to what I have to say,” I heard Miss Maggie say from outside. “When you hear this buzzer sound …” There was a low buzzing for a few seconds, “you will all turn on your side facing the glass panel, taking your arms away from your tits and pussies. On the following sound, you will turn over with your bottoms towards the glass. I don’t have to elaborate on what will befall any of you not in the correct position at the right time. ”

				The box came to a halt and I looked towards the glass. Horror filled me as I gazed out into a crowded street. People were going about their everyday activities, traffic sweeping past, couples going out for the evening, all just glancing towards where I lay. None seemed to be at all interested that I, along with these other females, lay on display, naked. 

				The buzzer sounded . . . with eyes closed I forced myself onto my side, holding my arms away from my private parts as I had been instructed. 

				After a short while I opened my eyes to see a group of teenagers and even younger children, grinning at me. Nobody else, it would appear, seemed to be interested in looking at a line of naked women. I felt my cheeks becoming almost as hot as my bottom. I closed my eyes again trying to relieve my embarrassment. 

				A speaker crackled inside building. 

				“Keep your eyes open at all times and smile when facing the front. You never know, the person looking at you may one day have you as their servant. ”

				I lay there, doing my best to smile at the vile creatures I could see. They were happily laughing and joking at my plight, then they moved off towards the next window, only to be replaced by another group. One of the older boys looked up and down the street, making sure no adults were around presumably, before getting his penis out and waving it up and down at me. His friends thought this most amusing and for a second, the shock of his act took the smile off my face. But my stinging bottom reminded me of the stupidity of this act and as I once again forced a smile to my face, there was a great burst of laughter from my audience. 

				At last the buzzer sounded for us all to turn and thankfully I was spared the shame for a few minutes at least, of having to face those animals. Now no doubt, they were having their fun looking at my crimson, tenderised bottom. 

				

				The street was deserted, apart from a few down-and-outs, when at last the light inside my box went out and we were told we could sleep. Sleep! How was one supposed to sleep in such cramped conditions? Nevertheless, I did manage to sleep from time to time. 

				 

				***

				 

				At six thirty, I, along with the others, was allowed to crawl stiffly from the box. We then had to reach inside and wash them out with disinfectant and hot water. 

				After we had been fed another meal of slop we were taken for a shower. Naturally, freezing cold. I noticed that a number of men stood around taking delight in watching women of all shapes and sizes, bouncing their breasts and buttocks as the cold water hit them like tiny needles. As we waited for our turn in the shower, once again we were made to stand with our noses pressed to the wall. 

				“Next six,” the overseer in charge called out after I had been allowed my three minutes to wash completely. 

				After this we were herded into the make-up room, where we had to put on make-up and do our hair. Ridiculous, considering that in next to no time it was obvious that we would all be looking a mess again. 

				The longer serving inmates were issued with their clothing. White cotton knickers, a white unflattering bra, white ankle socks and some heavy black low heeled shoes. Their dresses were also made from cotton, some green, some blue and a few yellow. I learnt later that the colour of ones dress denoted how far she had progressed in her ‘rehabilitation’, therefore the low number of yellow dresses, their wearers having been lent or hired out to the public. 

				“You lot needn’t hang around here, you’re not permitted clothing for the first four days,” the overseer issuing the clothing called out to us. “Report to the main centre. ”

				Miss Doris took the woman who’d had trouble fitting into the box the night before, along to ‘Begin getting the fat off her’. Before doing that, though, she had us all running on the spot as we waited for the arrival of our trainers. 

				What a spectacle we must have looked, with breasts bouncing left and right and then from side to side. I didn’t think I would ever be pleased to see Miss Helen arrive to set my morning’s task, but after jogging up and down for ten minutes, I was pleased to see her arrive. 

				Miss Helen set me to work scrubbing a very long corridor, on my hands and knees. I was very conscious of my swinging breasts and up thrust hind quarters as office staff and maintenance workers walked by without giving me a second glance. It appeared it was quite normal to see a naked woman on her hands and knees scrubbing the floor. 

				The floor was gleaming before I had begun to scrub it. The purpose of the exercise, it seemed, was purely to humiliate. I had been working for about thirty minutes when Miss Helen returned. She stalked around me, simply willing me to slow down. 

				“This should have been finished by now. Get up,” she ordered. 

				I placed the scrubbing brush on the floor and stood up. 

				“I can see you’ve never done a day’s work in your life, you lazy trollop. Also, this passage should have been swept before you scrub it, dolt! ” She pulled her switch from her belt as she spoke. 

				“Touch your toes and call out the number of each stroke. Fail to count, or move out of position and you’ll get the stroke again. ”

				I assumed the undignified position and shivered as Miss Helen tapped my well-presented rear with the tip of her springy switch. Between my slightly parted legs, I saw two male maintenance workers stop to watch the show. 

				Out of the corner of my eye I saw Miss Helen draw back her arm and I gritted my teeth as the switch whistled down. It caught me square across both buttocks, wrapping around them. How I managed to maintain my position I don’t know, with my bottom still extremely painful from the previous day’s thrashing, but I did and I even managed to call out “One. ”

				Such is the power of pain, you accept it over and over because knowing that if you don’t you will suffer even more later. 

				Miss Helen laid the switch across my bottom half a dozen times. With each venomous stroke I cried out, hastily remembering to add its number. 

				“Stand!” ordered Miss Helen, picking up the scrubbing brush. Relieved that my punishment was over, I stood at attention. 

				She walked round to the front of me and ordered me to open my mouth wide. As I did, she pushed the brush between my teeth and as I choked on the soapy water, she pulled two straps attached to the ends of the brush and fastened them tightly at the back of my head. 

				“Perhaps this will remind you to carry out your tasks correctly,” she sneered into my face. “Get on with it, girl. ”

				Knowing in my mind what she meant, I knelt and pushed the brush into the bucket. Soapy water went into my eyes and up my nose. I bent forwards and, placing the brush on the floor, I moved my head right and left and carried on scrubbing the floor. 

				I had to bend so low to enable the brush to reach the floor that my thighs were forced wide apart. The two maintenance men walked round behind me, no doubt to get a better view of my sex. 

				Miss Helen, who I thought had gone on her rounds, returned. 

				“Would you two gentlemen be so kind as to hold this wretch in the position she’s in now? I don’t think she’s going to like this,” I heard her snigger, as I moved my head faster on her return. 

				One of the men gripped my shoulders forcing them to the floor, while the other knelt by my side and placed his arms around my waist in a vice like grip. Then he lifted my bottom high into the air. 

				I felt Miss Helen’s switch tap my thighs as she ordered me to part my legs as wide as possible. I waited with bated breath, expecting any second that her switch would slash into my vulnerable raised behind. 

				“Aaaaaggggghhhhhuuuuuggggg. . . ” I bit hard onto the scrubbing brush as pain racked through my body. It started in my anus and tore right up inside me. I thought my brain would burst so great was the pain. I reached back with my hands trying to stop whatever it was hurting me so and my wrists were grabbed and locked together behind my back. 

				“You may release her,” Miss Helen said calmly. 

				I straightened my back, only to fall forward and down again as pain shot through my body. 

				“That is a broom up your bottom, Marina and its there to teach you to sweep a floor before scrubbing it. Now, get on with both jobs at the same time,” she said from above me as she tapped my bottom once again with her switch. “This will also make sure you don’t feel as much pain in the future when your bottom will be used for buggering,” she scoffed. “I’ll be back in fifteen minutes in which time, I expect you have completed, to my satisfaction, at least half of what you have left to do. Is that clear? ”

				Frantically I nodded my head up and down then at once began to scrub. 

				I worked my way along the passage, neck aching as I scrubbed, coughing and spluttering and choking each time I placed the brush into the soapy water with my mouth. With each backward movement the broom handle thrust up my bottom as its head slid over the floor. With my arms cuffed behind me I had no way of taking the weight off my aching back. 

				I carried on, tears of both pain and humiliation mixing with the soapy water. People scoffed and made derisive remarks as they passed me. 

				“I say,” I heard a female voice say in shocked surprise, “that looks like that cow Pearson, you know, the old Assistant Governor. ”

				“No such luck, she’s probably got herself some cushy little job abroad somewhere by now. Anyway, can you see a stuck up cow like her scrubbing a floor, let alone doing it with her mouth and sweeping it with her arse at the same time? She’s the sort that would rather die than be made to look a prat like that woman does,” her friend replied as they walked away. 

				“Pity that, I would have like to smack her bottom for all the work she used to pile on us,” the other said with a giggle. 

				Thankful that I was saved the humiliation of being recognised, for the time being anyway, I burst into tears. I knew I was too much of a coward to kill myself. I had thought of it over and over these past twenty four hours, because I knew deep down, that I would spend the rest of my days like the others before me, serving others, doing my best to please and being forever grateful towards them if they decided my work or sexual performance didn’t deserve punishment of one sort or another. 

				Suddenly I heard the clip clop of Miss Helen’s high heeled boots returning. I glanced behind me and my heart sank as I realised that I had nowhere near scrubbed half the remaining floor. I felt my bottom cheeks give several involuntary twitches as she came closer. 

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Susanne Plant 

				Aged Thirty

				 

				Susanne Plant was due to be returned to the outside world. She had completed her ‘rehabilitation’ and was being assigned her new role by Alice Davy. 

				Alice glanced once again through the notes regarding the Plant woman. She studied the attached photograph. A blonde haired woman of thirty, not a bad figure though, shame she was only five feet five. Alice knew that the public preferred the taller women and girls. There was something much more satisfying giving orders to a person taller than yourself, especially if that person had, in the past, been your superior. Never mind, thought Alice, I’ll soon have her fixed up. Those sharp features and slightly hard looks will no doubt give someone pleasure. 

				That evening, Susanne Plant, dressed smartly in a business suit, was taken into Alice’s study. 

				Looking at the way she was dressed, someone who was a stranger would have believed Susanne was there for a business meeting, until she fell to her knees at Alice’s feet and pressed her nose to the thick carpet. 

				Alice kept Susanne in the degrading position while she poured herself a drink. She studied the full, round buttocks pushing against the tight skirt. The short blonde hair she could see was dyed. She picked up the folder. ‘Susanne Plant has dyed hair and she has been allowed to keep it as it sets off her arrogant looks’. 

				A wise choice, Alice thought. “Stand,” she said as she seated herself in front of the new arrival. 

				Susanne, trembling slightly, stood to attention in front of the younger woman. She knew this female held her very existence in her hands. It was up to her where Susanne would be sent to work. Past experiences were of little consequence. It didn’t matter that Susanne had been head of department in a multi-national company. If Alice decided she was best suited sweeping the streets or on working on some factory floor, then that’s what she would be assigned to. 

				“I take it the clothes you are wearing are your own?” Alice asked. 

				“Yes Ma-am, they-they are, Ma-am,” Susanne replied, dry mouthed. 

				“I prefer being addressed as Miss when I’m away from the prison. Ma-am is more in line with someone of your own age,” Alice said. 

				“Miss . . . s-sorry Miss.” My first mistake, thought Susanne. 

				“You’d best remember it, girl. I only tell the likes of you things once. ”

				“Yes Miss . . . I-I will remember, Miss . . . a-again I’m so-sorry, Miss.”

				I can see how this woman got her position in the company she used to work for, Alice thought. She’s a right crawler. 

				“You were, I believe,” Alice checked her notes, “head of department prior to being denounced for exploiting both staff and position?”

				“That-that is correct, Miss.”

				“Do you agree with the charges made against you?” Alice asked, sipping her drink. 

				“I-I only . . . only did what I be-believed r-right, Miss.” Once again Susanne’s throat dried up. She was going to have to be on her guard against this girl’s questions. This Miss Davy wasn’t to be fooled as easily as the trainers and overseers at the prison. 

				“So, those clothes you have on were what you were wearing on your arrest, correct?”

				“Y-yes Miss, they are, Miss.”

				“They are far too expensive for such as you, take them off. In fact, strip completely. ”

				Immediately Susanne began to hurriedly strip. 

				Alice smiled at her nervousness as she became all fingers and thumbs. Understandable, as over the last few months all she had worn was the loose prison clothing. 

				Alice always found this the best part of her job. Deciding where a person was to be placed. It was fun watching them as they tried their hardest to appear humble and to have learnt their place. She’d had Lords and Ladies, Dukes and Duchesses, you name them, all standing where Susanne Plant now stood, awaiting their fate. All eager to please this twenty five year old girl that, up until the ‘revolution’, they wouldn’t have passed the time of day with. 

				Only that morning she had amused herself and some of her friends. She’d had Lord and Lady Beckworth spank each other’s bottoms with an old slipper, before ordering Lady Beckworth to take her husband’s cock in her mouth, while his Lordship frigged his wife with a cucumber. After that little performance they had been assigned to two of Alice’s friends that had just wed, as servants, his Lordship as garden labourer and her Ladyship as the kitchen maid. 

				Susanne stood naked at attention, while Alice nonchalantly looked her up and down. 

				“I’m pleased to see that they also dyed your pubic hair. It always looks tacky when it’s different from the hair on your head. See that it’s kept dyed. ”

				“Y-yes Miss. ” Susanne had never bothered before. After all only a very chosen few, those that might help her gain promotion, were ever allowed to see it. In her eyes that alone was an honour, let alone having to dye it just to please them. 

				“What are your measurements, starting with your breasts?” Alice asked. She had them in front of her but there was no harm in checking. It was all part of the fun. 

				“Thirty-thirty f-five . . . Miss . . . twenty f-four Miss and . . . and Thirty five . . . M-Miss.” Susanne hoped she hadn’t put on any weight since she was last weighed. At her age one was expected to keep to a specified weight, gain as much as an ounce or two and you paid dearly. 

				Alice signalled with her glass for Susanne to turn around. Two soft, round buttocks jigged as she placed her legs tightly together. 

				“Touch your toes, legs spread,” Alice said, rising from her chair. She strolled over and inspected Susanne’s rear. “Are you married?” Alice ran her hand over the taut flesh of Susanne’s bottom. 

				“I-I was Miss, I-I’m divor-divorced now . . . Miss.”

				

				“Hmmmm . . . the size of this cunt I wonder at it. I see on your report you got an ‘A’ plus for your performance at intercourse, a ‘B’ for both fellatio and cunnilingus, but only a ‘C’ for buggery. Was that because you enjoy being fucked or because you wished to curry favour with your overseer? ” Alice said returning to her seat. 

				“I . . . I don’t-don’t know, Miss.” Susanne did know, but the truth didn’t matter. In these games of cat and mouse you always had to give the correct reply. 

				“Then I shall put down that you don’t enjoy being fucked. That will put anyone off that fancies your large cunt. As regards you being buggered, I am recommending that you receive it at least three times a week until your performance improves. What do you say, girl? ”

				“Thank you . . . thank you for helping me-me to improve, M-Miss.” Susanne felt the dangerous feeling of anger welling up inside her. She gritted her teeth and fought it down. One always had to suppress those sorts of feelings, because at the centre they were looked upon as one of the most serious crimes. Once one had been passed fit to rejoin the outside world, however much of a travesty that was, the only punishment that could be given and was always meted out, was a public birching every other day for a week. After that one had either learnt their lesson or become a gibbering idiot. This also applied to escapees when, as always, they were caught. 

				“You will be pleased to learn that I am assigning you back to your previous place of employment,” Alice said. 

				Susanne could hardly believe her luck. She was pleased that she’d fooled this little cow with her grovelling ways. Her old job back, she must have been forgiven and they must really believe that she had truly repented. Free, well almost. 

				“However, you will have a new boss,” Alice continued, “also you will receive no salary but you will be kept by your new head of department.”

				Sod the money. I’ll soon have some old duffer eating out of my hand, Susanne thought. From between her parted legs she saw Alice stand, walk to her desk and press a bell. 

				“You may get back to attention,” Alice said in a condescending manner. 

				Within a few seconds the door opened and a girl in her late teens entered. “You rang, Alice?” she said with a broad smile. 

				“Sure did, Ann. There’s a good quality suit on the floor over there, if you know anyone who might like it,” Alice said, returning the smile. 

				Ann picked up the jacket. “It’s certainly up-market, whose was it, hers?” she said nodding towards Susanne. 

				“Yes. The trouble is that all the girls and women at the centre are overflowing with designer gear. They think that anything below a thousand pounds is rubbish and they have to learn the difference. We can’t allow the likes of her to keep any of it on their release. Remind me to have a word with Mrs. What’s-her-name, tomorrow about it. ”

				“Will do, Boss,”

				Ann was Alice’s oldest and most trusted friend and it followed naturally that when Alice’s brother was made a member of the new government and she herself was rewarded for her work within the party, Alice’s first thought had been to make Ann her private secretary. The fact that Ann couldn’t even type and had absolutely no knowledge of office work, mattered little. Ann saw to it that her own ‘office staff’ kept things running smoothly for Alice. 

				“Find hr something to wear then put her away for the night. Her new owner will be along to pick her up in the morning,” Alice said, “I’m off out.”

				“Going anywhere nice?” Ann asked, picking up the rest of Susanne’s clothes from the floor. 

				“I’ll probably end up in some club later, but first I’m calling in at the centre and see how our ex-governor is behaving herself. Probably have a bit of a laugh at her expense as well. ”

				Ann gave Susanne a sharp push between the shoulder blades towards the door. “Move!” she snapped. 

				Susanne, taken by surprise, stumbled forward. She had been thinking of what Alice had said. ‘Her new owner will be coming for her in the morning’. Surely that had been a slip of the tongue, she was to go back to her old office. That was it, Alice had meant to say, ‘Her new boss will be coming to take her back to work’. This just went to show how arrogant Susanne still was in her mind. 

				Ann pushed Susanne along to the back of the building and out into the yard. A pile of black bin bags stood by the rear gate. Ann undid the cord binding the top of one of the bags and tipped the contents onto the muddy ground. 

				“Here, that should fit you,” she said, throwing a light blue skirt towards Susanne. Next came a matted green twin set. Susanne looked at the garments in disgust. 

				“Bra will have to be adjusted, whoever that belonged to had bigger boobs than yours and here’s a pair of drawers. Not your normal style, but then who cares anyway? ”

				Ann began to replace the other garments into the sack. “Get dressed then, girl, plenty of time to show off your wares later.”

				“But . . . but these are d-dirty, Miss,” Susanne said holding up the large pair of drawers. 

				“Of course they’re dirty, you don’t think we wash things before they are thrown out, do you? You’re a stupid cow, think yourself lucky the bin men haven’t been, otherwise you’d have to wear one of these sacks,” she chuckled. 

				 Ann finished putting the other clothes back into the black bag and straightened up. 

				“Get fucking dressed, girl, now, unless you want me to take you down to the punishment room!”

				The very mention of punishment brought Susanne quickly back to her senses. She’d begun to think of herself as a free woman. Reluctantly she pulled on the dirty knickers, the elastic around the bottom of the legs reaching below her knees. 

				“For Christ sake, pull them up,” Ann said, catching hold of the waistband and tugging it up under Susanne’s breasts. She stepped back and laughed. 

				“A little bit longer and you wouldn’t need any other clothes.”

				

				When Susanne was dressed, apart from the bra which could no way be made to fit around her breasts, Ann led the way to where Susanne was to spend the night. 

				Pushing the door open, Ann dragged Susanne into a large room with whitewashed walls and ceiling. The room was filled with rows of bunk beds. As they entered some eight or ten women and girls immediately jumped off their beds and fell to their knees. 

				“Carry on, I’ve only brought another one to help stink this pig sty out.”

				Ann watched them crawl back onto their beds. Each one was waiting for collection by their new owners the following day. 

				“Find a bunk, get on it and stay there,” Ann ordered Susanne, then strolled over to where a young girl of about sixteen or seventeen lay curled in a ball. 

				“Looking forward to your new home, are you, Debbie?” she said, smiling down at the blue eyed girl. “You should be getting a nice big cock up you this time tomorrow.” Ann glanced at her watch as she spoke, “or you might even be sucking a juicy cunt,” she continued. 

				Susanne sat on a bottom bunk in the centre of the room. “You get stripped off before getting into bed, you imbecile,” Ann snapped at her. “Do it now, you never know, Miss Alice might bring some boyfriends home with her later and want a show from some of you. We don’t want to waste her time having to undress, do we, girls? ”

				“No, Miss Ann,” a chorus of female voices replied. 

				Ann left with a smile on her lips, while Susanne slowly began to undress in the dim light. Suppose they think these clothes are mine, she thought, how embarrassing. And these knickers. Susanne mumbled something to the effect that she had been forced to put on the well-worn and dirty garments and in no way were they hers. 

				Nobody heard her and if they had they wouldn’t have taken any notice anyway. Each had their own troubles to concentrate on. 

				 

				***

				 

				

				Chris Dabb rose early. This was to be the greatest day of his life. Today he was going to visit the most powerful woman in the town and the reason for his visit was to become an ‘Elite Citizen’ but even better than that, he was going to collect his first servant, Ms. Susanne Plant. 

				At thirty five years old, Chris had spent ten years taking orders and covering up mistakes for his head of department. If the mistakes had come to light, then as far as Ms. Plant was concerned it was his fault for trying to cover them up. She was rude and arrogant to all beneath her, reducing office girls to tears simply because her coffee was either too strong or too weak. 

				If she knew that a person had a special reason to leave the office on time she would set them work that ‘must be done now’. 

				As far as Ms. Plant was concerned, the office staff was hers to order about and do with as she wished. One of her favourite pastimes was to reprimand members of her staff in public, screaming and shouting, while all they dared to do was stand in front of her saying, ‘Yes Ms. Plant or no Ms. Plant’. If they didn’t like it they could leave and if they dared to argue back, they were fired. In those days before the revolution, unemployment was high. The fat cats had milked the economy dry, investing their profits in Third World countries where labour was cheap. If you had a job you were lucky and if it was a well paid job you were a king. 

				Chris though about all these things as he drove to Alice Davy’s home-come-office. He had been made head of department the very same day that Susanne had been arrested. He smiled as he recalled the look on her face as she was led from the office and he also recalled the smiles on the faces of the other office staff. 

				Ann led Chris to Alice’s office. 

				“Mr Dabb to see you, Boss,” she chirped, holding the door open for him. 

				“Come in and have a seat,” Alice said shaking his hand warmly as she gestured towards the chair beside her desk. “You’ve come for the Plant woman, am I right? ”

				

				“Yes, that’s right, Miss Davy. ” Chris thought for a moment that he might wake up and find that it was all a dream. 

				“Alice, call me Alice. Can’t have all the old formalities now. It would ruin the image of the New Order and that’s the last thing we need. I believe titles should only be used by the servants. After all, they were the ones that though so much of them. ”

				Chris thought it best to just nod and smile. 

				“Ann’s gone to fetch her,” continued Alice, “she won’t be long. In the meantime I’ll get you to sign a few papers and then she’s all yours, unless of course, we have to recall her for some reason. One piece of advice I give to all people taking on a servant for the first time. Treat her bad, punish her if you think she needs it and, most of all, never feel pity for her. Always remember, they are the ones that ruled us, they took the cream and left us the sour milk. But most of all, always remember, that ninety nine percent of them continuously abused their positions. ”

				While Alice was speaking, Chris had signed on the dotted lines and the file was then replaced in a drawer. 

				“Right, lecture over, here’s your receipt to say you’re in charge of her. Your pass as an ‘Elite’ will be sent on to you in the next few days. Any trouble, just get in touch and the best of luck. ” 

				As Alice spoke the door opened and Ann came in, leading Susanne. 

				Not looking at the seated man, Susanne walked around the desk and fell at Alice’s feet. 

				“Get round the desk and kneel before your new owner, girl,” Alice snapped. “On your hands and knees and get your nose on the carpet.”

				Chris was surprised at the change in Alice’s voice, from a happy-go-lucky young woman to one that commanded obedience - and got it. 

				Without a moment’s delay, Susanne crawled and placed her blonde head at Chris’s feet. For a moment he felt a little silly, not knowing what to do or say. He was very conscious of both Alice and Ann watching him. 

				Summoning every bit of authority he could muster, Chris cleared his throat. “Get up!” he said. 

				Susanne got to her feet and stood to attention. The false smile on her face turned to a look of both shock and dismay as she recognised Chris. 

				“You don’t look too pleased, Plant, would you rather I assigned you down a coal mine or something equally as back-breaking?” Alice smiled. 

				“Oh, n-no . . . M-Miss . . . it . . . it’s just, I-I know Da . . . this . . . this gentleman, Miss.” Susanne’s stomach had turned to water as she was confronted by her new head of department. 

				“I’m well aware of that. Now, Chris, if you would be so kind, I have a lot to do. ” Alice stood and held out her hand. 

				Outside the building Ann was saying her goodbyes. 

				“I wouldn’t let her inside your car, the clothes she’s wearing came out of the rubbish bag and will probably stink your car out,” laughed Ann. 

				“Right, thanks,” answered Chris. He was feeling more confident now he was outside and away from the far more experienced Alice. He opened the boot of his car. 

				“Inside,” he ordered his new charge. 

				Susanne took no time in climbing into the tiny boot, she had to curl up into a tight ball so that she could fit in. 

				Chris slammed the lid down, waved to Ann then drove off. 

				He drove into town and parked in the main car park, sitting for a few moments trying to make up his mind what to do next. Opening the boot, he ordered Susanne out. 

				“Get those filthy clothes off,” he snapped. 

				“But-but there’s people about . . . S-Sir,” Susanne remembered to add at the last minute. She hated having to call this one time minion of hers ‘Sir’. That alone as far as she was concerned, was humiliating enough. 

				“I know there’s people about, get stripped unless you want to go back to Miss Davy right now.”

				

				Chris could feel himself getting angry. The cow still thinks she can give me orders, well, I’ll soon fucking knock that out of her head, he thought. 

				Glancing from side to side, Susanne removed her shoes, skirt and twin set. It was all Chris could do to stop himself bursting in laughter when he saw the big pair of knickers. 

				“Leave them on,” he smiled, “we don’t want you catching cold.”

				He led the way across the car park towards the shopping area. People looked and smiled at the strange pair of knickers that the half-naked woman wore who was trotting along at his side. Chris noticed that Susanne held her arms folded across her breasts as she hurried along, red faced. 

				“Get your arms to your sides, you’d better get used to showing off those tits, you’ll be doing it a lot from now on, including showing off everything else,” he said. 

				Sick to her stomach with embarrassment, her head bowed, Susanne followed Chris into the busy high street. People were used to seeing naked men and women paraded around the town so that they only noticed a servant if they were different. Susanne’s knickers certainly made her stand out as different. 

				They arrived at a fashionable ladies’ clothes shop. A notice each side of the entrance proclaimed: ‘SORRY NO DOGS OR SERVANTS’. 

				Tied to a low rail along the wall were two dogs and between them, bent forwards owing to the short length of chain around her neck and the lowness of the rail, stood a woman of about forty. She wore a black sweater and, for her age, a ridiculously short skirt and bent forwards as she was, her small pink knickers were fully exposed. Chris, not having a collar and lead for his slave, wondered what would be the best thing to do. He saw two small boys standing and looking at the woman that was tied to the rail. 

				“Bet you wouldn’t,” said the smaller of the two. 

				“Bet I would,” his friend replied looking up and down the street. 

				“Bet you twenty pence.”

				

				“Right.” The boy looked up and down the street again, then, darting forwards he took hold of the woman’s knickers and yanked them down her thighs. Apart from a gasp, the woman made no move to replace them; she was but a servant. And for all she knew, her knickers may have been taken down on the instructions of her master or mistress. Anyway, far worse things had been done to her in public. 

				As the boys stood grinning at the woman’s naked buttocks, Chris, with Susanne following him, went over to them. 

				“Could you two lads do me a favour?” he asked, before they had a chance to run off. 

				“It’ll cost you,” the loser of the bet said. 

				“Fifty pence,” Chris said reaching into his pocket. 

				“Pound,” came the reply. 

				“Okay, a pound it is. Fifty pence now and the other fifty when I come back. I won’t be long. ”

				“Depends what it is you want us to do,” one of the boys said. 

				“I just want you to keep an eye on my servant while I go into this shop. I haven’t got anything to tie her to the rail with,” Chris said, pulling Susanne forwards. 

				“What, her?” The two boys looked at Susanne and the big knickers and giggled. 

				“Yes, she won’t be any trouble,” said Chris as he handed over the fifty pence piece. “I won’t be two minutes,” he called out as he headed for the shop door. 

				Susanne stood, red faced, alongside the two boys. 

				“What’s your name and why are you wearing those silly knickers?” one of the boys asked. 

				“I’m . . . Susanne-Susanne P-Plant . . . and I-I have nothing . . . e-else to wear,” Susanne answered, looking everywhere but at the two boys. 

				“You just finished your training?”

				“Yes-yes, that’s right,” Susanne looked around, hoping to see Chris coming back. Anything was better than having to stand here, dressed as she was, with these two little brats. 

				“I knew that, because you forgot to call us Sir when we spoke to you. When I tell your owner he’ll probably give you the cane. Or maybe have you taken up there and given the birch,” one of them said. 

				Susanne looked to where the boy was pointing. A raised platform stood in the centre of the shopping precinct on which was placed both a whipping post and a birching hurdle. Susanne’s blood ran cold. 

				“Sir . . . I’m sorry . . . Sir.” Susanne, for the first time, looked from one to the other of the boys, trying her hardest to stop the look of anger showing on her face. 

				“I think you should have your bum smacked for forgetting a simple thing like that, don’t you?” one of them said, giving Susanne’s bottom a none to gentle pinch. 

				“Yes . . . let’s pull these knickers down and smack her bum for her. After all, he did say to keep an eye on her,” the boy that had lost the twenty pence said, trying to regain some credibility. 

				Chris then returned and said, “Thanks,” as he handed over the remaining fifty pence. 

				Susanne was never so pleased to see someone, even him. 

				“Hope she behaved herself?” Chris said to boys, taking Susanne by the arm. 

				“She didn’t say Sir when she spoke to us . . . not very well trained, is she?”

				Chris stopped dead in his tracks. “Is that right?” he snapped at Susanne. 

				“Y-ye-yes . . . S-Sir . . . I-I did-didn’t know I had to call-call child-children S-Sir as well. They said noth-nothing about it at . . . at the centre . . . Sir. ” Susanne wrung her hands as she pleaded her case and saw the two boys grinning at her anguish. 

				“Right, my girl,” said Chris, “you will get down on your knees here and now and apologise to each of them,” and as he spoke he placed his hand on the back of Susanne’s neck and forced her to her knees. 

				

				People passing by stopped to see what was taking place. It was a common enough sight to see a servant being punished in public but there was always the chance that something special or different might take place. 

				Susanne, wishing the world would come to an end, tried her hardest to shut out the onlookers from her mind. Her mouth opened and closed a few times before she could bring herself to apologise to the two smug faced boys. 

				“I-I wish to . . . I wish to apologise to you both for . . . for not add-addressing you . . . b-both cor-correctly when . . . when I spoke. I hope . . . you will . . . you will b-both forgive me . . . S-Sir . . . Sirs. ”

				Susanne’s face was as red as the pillar box that she stood close to and it didn’t help when the people that had gathered to watch gave a mock cheer. 

				“Get up!” Chris said, pulling her to her feet by her hair. He turned towards the two boys and handed them a card. “Here’s my card,” he said, “if your parents phone me to say that it would be all right for each of you to come around to my place and give this insolent bitch a sound spanking, then you can come by all means. Alternatively, I can send her to your own homes if that would be more suitable. ” Then he gave Susanne a push towards the shop. 

				“Cor, I hope my mum lets me, I’ve always wanted to smack a woman’s bum.”

				His friend nudged him with his elbow. They both looked around for any sign of danger, then walked slowly over to where the servant still stood with her knickers pulled down. Another quick look around. 

				Ssssppppllllaaaatttt . . . . Ssssppppllllaaaatttt! 

				Each bottom cheek received a very hard slap before both boys ran off, laughing loudly. 

				The servant, taken by surprise, jerked her head up with such force that the thin chain attached to her collar snapped. She looked around, desperation in her eyes. Her mistress was a cruel woman and she knew that the slaps the boys had given her were going to earn her far more pain when her mistress returned and saw the damage she had done to the chain. 

				Customers in the shop looked at Susanne with disgust and disdain as Chris guided her through to the rear of the premises. 

				The manageress was adamant that servants were not allowed inside the store. Gayle Goodman was a typical jumped up manageress who liked to think that she was very sophisticated in both manner and dress. She was very ambitious and wished to become one of the ‘Elite’ and have servants of her own, even just one servant would be fine. She ran her shop like a military training school. She was thirty two and was angry that younger women had jumped over her on the promotion ladder. It seemed the only servants she would ever have would be ones sent to her branch from time to time to give the place a face lift. But even those had an overseer so she had little to say in their disciplining should there be any complaints. The only good point about her was her figure, or for those who liked dominant looking women, she would have seemed beautiful. 

				Claire had decided that this man was no more than a hired help, sent to purchase clothing for his employer’s servant. 

				Chris had insisted that she allow him to use her telephone and had rung Ann, Alice’s secretary. Quickly he explained that he had no idea of women’s clothes sizes and that the manageress was giving him a lot of hassle. He turned to the snooty woman and told her that someone wished to speak to her on the phone. He was very pleased as he saw the bored look on her face turn to one of panic when Ann introduced herself. 

				From then on her Chris heard her saying was, ‘Yes, Miss Grant, No, Miss Grant, I’m sorry, Miss Grant, I didn’t know, Miss Grant. ’

				Chris felt very pleased with himself when she finally replaced the receiver and almost bowed to him. She agreed immediately that he should be allowed to bring his servant into the shop. As he returned with Susanne, Claire rushed forwards to make sure she served him personally. She even opened the curtain of a changing room for Susanne to enter. 

				“No, she will try the clothes on out here,” Chris said and, turning to Susanne, told her: “Take those disgusting knickers off and stand here in the light.”

				With head once again bowed, Susanne felt her whole body blushing as, among the throng of customers, she stood as naked as they day she’d been born. 

				“What did Madam have in mind?” Claire asked, thinking it prudent to play the role as if this were a normal sale. 

				“It’s not her decision,” Chris butted in, “firstly, half a dozen pairs of knickers and half a dozen bras, but your cheapest.”

				“And what size is Madam?” Claire asked Chris the question this time. 

				“Measure her!” came the reply. 

				Having been measured, Susanne donned a pair of knickers and a bra. She stood, grateful that at least she now wore some clothing even if it was only underwear. 

				Chris picked out four short skirts and made Susanne try each one on so that he could be sure that the ‘V’ of her knickers showed. Next he ordered a couple of thin see-through blouses and half a dozen tee shirts. 

				Susanne was made to strip once again and the manageress went to pack the goods. 

				When she returned, Chris asked how much he owed, only to be told that the bill was to be sent to Miss Davy’s department, as was normal procedure when fitting out a new servant. On hearing this good news, Chris decided that he could after all afford his original plan for Susanne’s reinstatement at the office. 

				“I would also like a business suit for her,” he said. 

				“I’m sorry, Sir, but we don’t stock them at this branch. Perhaps one of our other branches might be able to help you. I’ll phone and find out, if Sir doesn’t mind waiting a few minutes? ” Claire fussed about with the parcel as she spoke, only glancing up from time to time. 

				An idea hit him out of the blue. Why not see how strong my influence is now that I am a member of the ‘Elite’? 

				“That one you’re wearing will do,” he said. The manageress was roughly the same size as Susanne. Besides she was only going to wear it once. 

				“B-but I told you Sir, we don’t stock them. ” Claire wished the man wasn’t so stupid and would listen. 

				“You’ve already told me that. I’ll take the one you’re wearing,” repeated Chris, putting every ounce of authority into his voice that he could muster. 

				“But Sir . . .”

				Chris ignored her and picked up the phone and started to dial. 

				“Well, as Sir is no doubt in a hurry . . . I-I suppose I could let you have it. I’ll just find something to slip into. ”

				“I’ve no time for that. In here and take it off. ” Chris pulled the curtain of the changing booth open. 

				Hands clasped and wringing together, Claire ducked under his arm and into the booth. To her surprise and embarrassment both he and Susanne also came in. 

				Chris closed the curtain. “Hurry up, woman,” he barked as Claire slowly began to unfasten the buttons of the jacket. She handed it to him before lowering her skirt and stepping out of it. 

				Chris thought it best to have the matching blouse as well. Claire stood with her arms folded across her chest, very red faced. Pity she’s wearing a slip, Chris thought, what the fuck. “I’ll take that as well,” he said rubbing the material between his thumb and finger. 

				“Err . . . we do stock them . . . Sir. If you care to hold on I’ll get one of my girls to pack one for you. ”

				Chris was really beginning to enjoy his new found power. 

				On not receiving a reply, Claire could see there was little point in arguing with him. After all, she had no wish to end up like this naked docile creature standing next to her. Turning her back she pulled the slip over her head and handed it to Chris over her shoulder, placing her free hand over her breasts. 

				Chris looked down at the round buttocks straining against the white silk knickers. 

				

				“Have you any of these in stock?” he asked, fingering the waistband and peering down inside at the beginning of the swell of Claire’s nates. As he released the elastic he made sure that the top half of her bottom was on show. 

				“Ye-yes Sir . . . we-we do stock them,” Claire stammered. 

				“I’ll take a pair.”

				Claire moved to the curtain, still trying to cover her cleavage and with her free hand pulled up the back of her knickers. Making a chink in the curtain she looked for an assistant. 

				“I won’t keep you a moment, Sir,” she said desperately trying to catch one of the girl’s eyes. 

				“For Christ sake, woman, go and fetch them yourself,” Chris barked at her and with his left hand he pulled the curtain open, while with his right hand he gave Claire a hard slap right in the centre of both bottom cheeks. 

				Claire’s gasp, accompanied by the loud slap, had every eye in the shop focused on the cubicle as she stumbled out. Trying to cover herself with her arms and hands, she made a pretty sight wearing only knickers and bra, black stockings and high heels, as she hurried the length of the store. 

				Customers smiled in amusement as, bobbing between them, she hurried past. Even her colleagues behind the counters found it hard to suppress a smile. Some of the more junior openly laughed aloud, though they stopped suddenly as Claire’s red face glared at them. 

				After going behind a counter, Claire re-emerged clutching not one pair but half a dozen of various colours and sizes. She had no intention of being ridiculed a second time. 

				“Which colour would Sir like,” she panted on her return. 

				“White will do.”

				Chris liked the way in which people hurriedly averted their eyes as he looked towards them. He noted that one or two of the women smiled before turning away. Power most certainly attracts women he thought. I’ll have to find out how much in the future. There were even one or two men above him at work that weren’t members of the ‘Elite’, and some of their wives were a bit too big for their boots. 

				What could the husbands do to him if he decided to invite them to dinner and ask their wives to stay overnight while still at the dinner table? None he knew would dare refuse, he’d seen it happen before. Yes, I really do love being a winner after all these years, he thought. Also, from time to time he would bring women, just like this Claire, down to earth with a bump. 

				“Who is the under-manageress here?” he asked. 

				“We don’t have one Sir.” What now? Claire thought. 

				Chris looked around the shop and, finding what he was looking for, he walked over and spoke to the youngest looking girl working there. Claire hid behind her arms as he returned with the girl. 

				“I am placing Miss Holden in charge for the rest of the today and you will take over her duties,” said Chris. 

				“But-but Miss Holden only started work here last month, Sir,” Claire stammered, “she-she has only just left school.”

				“So be it. Perhaps it will teach you to treat all customers on an equal level in future by having a child supervising your work. ” Then, turning to the young shop assistant, he continued: “She is to remain dressed as she is, also I want you to find her jobs to do out on the shop floor so that everyone can see what happens to self-opinionated manageress’s.”

				Claire, her eyes filled with tears, clasped her hands in front of her. “Please, please Sir . . . I-I was only doing my job . . . please don’t do this to me, please,” she wailed. 

				“Silence or I’ll put a report in about your behaviour to the authorities and then there will be no doubt that you will end up like this wretch,” Chris said, indicating Susanne. 

				Claire knew when she was beat. There was nothing to do but accept his decision, but how would she ever be able to look her staff in the face again? Who would be fearful of a manageress that had been forced to work in her underwear all day under the supervision of her most junior member of staff? Claire knew that from that moment on she would be a laughing stock. She would have to resign. But suddenly even that hope was dashed. 

				“If she gives you any trouble, ring me on this number. Also, after today, if she picks on you in any way you must also give me a ring,” Claire heard Chris saying to the young girl. 

				“I wouldn’t advise you to resign, either,” he said, turning to Claire, “they might ask this young lady why and I’m sure she would only be too pleased to tell them. Wouldn’t you, my dear? ”

				“What-whatever you say, Sir,” the girl replied with a shy smile. 

				“That will be all,” said Chris. 

				He told Susanne to gather up the shopping and moved to leave the store. As they passed through he saw that Claire had been assigned to stacking shelves. The girl had certainly found her a job where she would catch the public’s eye, he thought. One last point he had to make. 

				A quick word with Miss Holden sent her over to where Claire was working. He watched as Claire stood, while Miss Holden pulled the back of her knickers up so tight that they cut into the cleft of her bottom cheeks making it appear, from the back, as if she wasn’t wearing any at all. Next she pinned Claire’s badge, proclaiming to the customers that she was: MISS CLAIRE GOODMAN, MANAGERESS, to the front of her knickers. 

				Chris left the store, feeling very pleased with himself at now being one of the winners of the world. He glanced at his watch; it was just eleven o’clock. In just under three hours of gaining his new status he had, acquired a slave, had a shop manageress running around her crowded shop in her underwear, temporarily promoted the newest member of staff to manageress and ordered that the real one should work as if she herself were a slave. And the best part of the day was yet to come. 

				Chris, on arriving back at the car, made Susanne get into the boot again. He stopped off on the way home to buy some cosmetics plus a few other items he thought he might need. He bought some canes of varying thickness, together with one light and one heavy leather paddle plus a three inch wide leather strap. 

				The manager of the government run ‘Discipline Shop’ had been most helpful in advising him as to what he might need. He also sold him a few finer instruments that Chris hadn’t even thought of. 

				Chris had been allowed to try each of the instruments of correction on the behinds of a man and woman that had been loaned to the shop for this sole purpose. Chris had been told they were both escapees, assigned to him in place of their daily birching. 

				“Don’t know which is worse, this job or the birching,” the manager had laughed whilst taking Chris into the back room where the two were each tied over a hurdle. 

				After a satisfactory testing of each implement, Chris went back to the car and placed the straps and canes in the boot, taking great care that Susanne could easily see them. 

				On their arrival at Chris’ home, after Susanne had made two nerve racking trips to and from the car, bringing the purchases into the house, Chris thought it best that he give his slave a thorough body inspection. 

				During the next ten minutes or so, Susanne’s ears and teeth were checked and her breasts, stomach, thighs and buttocks mauled for signs of excess fat. Susanne felt like a prize piece of livestock being inspected in a market. Finally she was ordered to bend over with legs splayed for an anal and vaginal examination. 

				“This cunt looks well used,” said Chris, pulling the lips apart and peering inside, “however, this asshole looks nice and tight. I take it, it had never been fucked before you were sent for your training? ”

				“No . . . no it hadn’t . . . S-Sir. ” For a second, Susanne’s old self rose to the surface, her voice containing a certain amount of its old indignation at such an impertinent question. 

				Chris then showed her where she would be kept when not required for housework, his pleasure or the amusement of his friends. 

				Taking her by the ear he led her down into a damp cellar, the walls of which were covered in peeling whitewash. The floor was rough concrete, the ceiling, the joists and walls were dusty and black cobwebs hung everywhere. In a corner was a thin horsehair mattress with a few extra blankets folded alongside. 

				

				“This is where you will sleep and eat. In your spare time you will clean the place up. I advise you to make a good job of it, especially the floor, as for the first few weeks you’ll be eating off it,” Chris said. 

				Susanne looked around the cellar. One dim light bulb covered by a rusting hoop that looked like it might once have been a shade, was all that supplied the light. She had thought her cell at the centre was sparse, but this was disgusting. 

				Taking Susanne back upstairs to his living room, Chris placed her across his knee and gave her a welcoming spanking. He told her to keep her legs straight with just her toes touching the floor, this way her buttocks bounced and wobbled delightfully with each slap. The spanking wasn’t too severe; it was more for his pleasure than anything else. He didn’t want to introduce Susanne back at the office with a bruised and battered bottom. 

				Towards the end of her spanking, which hurt her pride more than her bottom, Susanne gave a few gasps. 

				Like most women, Susanne found that although a cane or strap laid hard across the buttocks was both painful and humiliating, being placed over someone’s knee and spanked was far less painful, but much more humiliating. It was reducing the woman to the status of a naughty child who was being punished. 

				Susanne was made to thank him for her spanking before being ordered to take a shower, fix her make-up and hair and then report back to Chris in the bedroom. 

				 

				***

				 

				Chris lay back on the bed, sipping a glass of wine, having examined every inch of Susanne’s body again. She was told to climb onto the bed and lick his balls and cock. The tip of her warm tongue ran the length of his rock hard cock, around the knob then back down to the base and flicked his balls. 

				He looked down at the blonde head. They certainly had trained her well at the Centre he thought; I won’t be able to hold out for much longer at this rate, I’d better get on with it. He placed his wine glass on the small table next to the bed. 

				“You have my permission to take my cock into your mouth,” he said, shutting his eyes. 

				“Th-thank you . . . S-Sir.” Anyone listening to her would have thought that she really meant what she said. But had they been able to see her face they would have known the truth. She screwed her eyes together tightly and her nostrils flared as she slid her lips over the cock and went right down until it touched the back of her throat. 

				“I didn’t say you could suck it, I just told you to get it in your mouth,” snapped Chris. 

				The mouth immediately stopped all movement and just let the cock lie still. 

				“Carry on . . . slowly,” he murmured, once again closing his eyes. He only managed to take about half a dozen thrusts of Susanne’s mouth before he was forced to grab a handful of her hair and pull her mouth clear. He fought down the throbbing urge in his brain and cock to shoot his hot spunk into her mouth. 

				This lot’s going up your cunt, he thought, as slowly he won the battle over his nervous system. 

				He ordered Susanne to kneel with her bottom thrust high and her head buried into the pillow. Then he got behind her and, without giving a damn that she was still very dry, he rammed his cock in her sex up to the hilt. 

				Susanne gave a gasp that terminated in a scream. 

				It only took ninety seconds before Chris had to let go. He rammed back and forth spurting, spurting and spurting. In fact, he couldn’t ever remember cumming for this length of time or this quantity, in his life. Mind you, after the sort of day he’d had, it shouldn’t have been a surprise to him at all. 

				 

				***

				 

				At seven o’clock, Chris told Susanne to put on the suit he’d taken from Gayle and make herself presentable. 

				He explained to her what was to take place at the office that evening, giving her right nipple a hard tweak as he told her in no uncertain terms what would happen to her on their return to his home if she didn’t play her role exactly as he had told her to. 

				They arrived at the office, Chris having allowed Susanne to ride in the front of the car this time. He had a quick look around to make sure that the coast was clear before leading a nervous, shaking Susanne round to the rear of the building and up the fire escape. 

				He went into the building this way because he didn’t want the slightest risk of being discovered until he was ready with his plan. 

				Susanne, knowing she was about to experience the worst evening of her life, turned to him as they entered the typing pool of her old department. 

				“P-please . . . please do I-I have to be brought in here . . . is-isn’t it enough that I . . . I am reduced to . . . to what I am?” she sank to her knees in front of him as she spoke. 

				Chris caught hold of her hair and pulled her to her feet. 

				“Get up, you fucking cow,” he said pushing her towards her old office. “Shut up and get in there!”

				“Oooohhhh . . . pl-pl-please,” Susanne was now sobbing. 

				“I said shut up! You’ve already got yourself a bloody good caning coming when I get you home for speaking without first asking permission. And even worse for failing to address me correctly. Also, I dare say your bottom will already be tender before that time comes,” Chris said, shaking her by the shoulders. 

				“Ugh . . . ugh . . . I’m . . . s-sorry . . . S-Sir . . . I’m very s-sorry. ”

				Chris looked at his watch; he only had five minutes before the office staff arrived for the small party he’d laid on. He looked at Susanne’s tear streaked make-up. 

				“If you ruin this . . . I’ll take you back to Miss Davy’s first thing in the morning and you know what that will mean!”

				“Noooo . . . p-please noooo. I’m s-s-sorry, S-Sir! ”

				Chris shoved her into his private bathroom. 

				“Get in there and clean yourself up and that’s the last warning you’re ever going to get from me. Now fucking well do as you’ve been told and be quick. ”

				Trying her hardest to halt the flood of tears, Susanne looked into the mirror. It seemed such a long time ago when she’d looked into this same mirror when it had been her private bathroom. 

				When all the members of staff were assembled and standing with filled glasses, Chris called for hush and attention. 

				“Ladies and gentlemen . . . I have an announcement to make,” he said, looking from one to another. “As most of you know and those of you who are relatively new here will have heard tales about her, the former Head of Department, Miss Plant, was taken away for rehabilitation. I am pleased to say that she has now been returned to us and will once again be working in this department. ”

				A stunned silence greeted his words and he watched as heads were shaken and looks of both disgust and anger showed on most faces. 

				Chris had a job not to blurt out the true story as he continued:

				“I would like you all to give a great big welcome to Miss Plant,” and he held up an arm towards the bathroom. 

				Trying her best to look as if she were enjoying her return, Susanne stepped through the door. A half-hearted round of applause greeted her entrance. Susanne went from one to the other, shaking their hands and saying how good it was to be back. Each person that remembered her and remembered what a bitch she had been, forced themselves to welcome her. 

				Chris once again called for silence. 

				“Before the party begins, Miss Plant would like to answer any questions that any of you might have about her confinement. Has anyone a question they would like to ask her? ”

				Most of the staff looked down at the floor or at each other, none daring to ask a question. One of the new typists, a young girl who didn’t know about Susanne’s quick mood changes, raised a hand. 

				“Yes? ” Chris asked. 

				“I was wondering,” the girl looked as if she wished she’d never thought of the question as all eyes turned towards her. “Is it true that-that you have to do whatever the male guards tell you to, as well as the female ones? I-I mean like-like undress? ”

				“Yes . . . yes, it is,” Susanne replied trying her best to make her voice sound as normal as possible. 

				“And can the male guards carry out punishments in the same way as the females?”

				This came from a short, stout man that was about to retire so he didn’t give a damn about upsetting the arrogant bitch. 

				“Yes . . . yes they are allowed . . . allowed the same leeway as the females. ” Susanne had to take a large mouthful of her drink. 

				“And is it true some of the guards are only teenagers themselves?” the stout man called out again. 

				“Ye-yes . . . they are mostly overseers or . . . or trainers though.”

				“That must be a bit embarrassing, I mean, it must be bad enough getting your behind smacked by an adult, but by a teenager!” He’d waited a long time to see this cow squirm and had never thought he would get the chance to see it. Now it was happening he wasn’t going to let her off the hook that lightly. 

				“Yes-yes it was,” replied Susanne, her cheeks getting redder and redder. 

				Chris thought it about time that he joined in. 

				“Were you ever punished on your bottom, Miss Plant?” he asked smiling. 

				Susanne almost broke the glass in her hand as her body tensed. It was the beginning of her humiliation in front of her one-time underlings. 

				“Y-yes, Sir, I w-was.” Susanne looked at Chris pleading with her eyes that he forgive her slip of the tongue in calling him Sir. 

				“It must had taught you something, you have a job forgetting you’re free now, calling Chris Sir,” a woman from the back laughed loudly, although she kept well out of sight. 

				“Yes . . . yes I did, didn’t I?” Susanne forced herself to grin. 

				“Who was the youngest person to smack your bottom?” the bald man chimed in. 

				Susanne looked at Chris. She knew she must answer truthfully, didn’t he have all her records at home to check that she did tell the truth? 

				“One-one of the over-overseer’s little boys.”

				“How old was he and how did he punish you and why?” the bald man was really going to town as his confidence grew. 

				“He was,” Susanne gulped, “he was about t-ten years old . . . I-I was new at the centre and didn’t know that I should address everyone, except prisoners, as-as Sir, Madam or Miss.”

				“What did he do to you?” Every single pair of eyes in the room was glued to Susanne’s face. 

				“He . . . he spa-spanked me . . . over . . . over his knee in front of his . . . his friends.” Susanne looked down at the floor wishing it would open up and swallow her. 

				“Did he take your pants down or give it to you over your skirt?” This time it was a different man’s voice that asked the question. 

				“He-he took my . . . my knick-knickers down.”

				Nobody in the room could suppress a chuckle as they pictured the sight of big, tough, hard, Miss Plant laying across the knee of a ten year old boy while he smacked her bare bottom. And in public. 

				“Tell me, Miss Plant,” Chris chimed in, “what position did they make you adopt for say, a strap to be laid across your bottom?”

				“Normally one would . . . would be secured over the whip-whipping block, but-but if it were under six strokes you . . . you had to . . . you had to sometimes hold your skirt up or . . . or bend across a chair or a table.” Susanne fought back the tears as she spoke, conscious that all eyes were on her. Each person was hanging on to her every word, the men all leering and the women with smug looks on their faces. 

				“Care to show us what you had to do if you were to have the strap while standing? ” Chris asked as if he really wished to know. 

				The staff thought he’d gone a little too far or completely off his head. Either that or he’d found himself another job. They were even more stunned when Susanne replied, “If you . . . if you all wish me to.”

				“I think we’d all like to know what goes on inside our prisons nowadays, wouldn’t we?” Chris said getting a kick out of watching the different expressions on the sea of faces. Looks of part excitement, part gloating and part fear, fear of what the outcome of all this might be at a later date. 

				A murmured reply from all, agreed that they most certainly would like to see Susanne’s bottom. 

				“When you’re ready, Miss Plant,” Chris said, sitting on the edge of one of the desks. 

				Susanne, her face now bright red, placed her glass down on the desk that Chris was sitting on and turned her back on the onlookers. She took hold of each side of her skirt and tugged it up over her hips. After a short pause, she placed her thumbs into the elastic of her knickers, another short pause, then, taking a deep breath she pushed her knickers down to her knees. She then lifted the back of her skirt as high above her round orbs as it would go and stood with her head bowed. 

				She could feel every eye in the room boring into her exposed, round, firm buttocks. Susanne had been made to display them on numerous occasions and although she felt extreme shame at first, she had gotten used to it, also, they had been officials giving the order. This however was different. These people, with the exception of Chris, were just ordinary everyday workers. And they were workers that she had treated badly in the past, had she not done so it could have been her ordering one of them to stand as she was. 

				“It must have been humiliating for you having to do that in front of strangers,” she heard Chris scoff. “Tell me, did they also make you bend over and touch your toes?”

				“S-sometimes.” Susanne could feel the tension in the office. 

				“Could you do that for us, please? Bend over, like they would have made you at the centre. ”

				Another deep breath and Susanne reached down placing the tips of her fingers on her toes. This time it wasn’t only the tension she could feel, but every pair of eyes in the room gazing at her wide open bottom cleft. She knew what would be coming next. Still, she had to gather every inch of her will-power to make herself conform to the ‘request’, as she had done many times during her training. 

				“I am also told that you would have to bend over like that for many hours, with your legs spread wide. Also, at times they would make you pull your bottom cheeks apart. Could you do that for us as well? ” Chris was really beginning to enjoy himself. He noticed that most of the men were starting to realise what was taking place. 

				After parting her thighs, Susanne’s hands appeared and her hands gripped the already parted cheeks. She pushed them into the cleft and after a slight pause, pulled them as far apart as they would go. This time she heard the guffaws from the men and the embarrassed titters from the women. She held her head up so as not to have to look between her parted thighs at the mocking faces. 

				But even this act of modesty was denied her. 

				“Wouldn’t it have been to your advantage to give the impression to the trainers that you enjoyed showing yourself off? You know, like smile between your legs or something? ” she heard Chris say. 

				Susanne didn’t answer; there was no need. She lowered her head and looked at the eager faces. Then her face broke into a smile, a forced smile which was understandable, but nevertheless it was a smile. 

				Chris left Susanne in the undignified pose while he walked around making sure everyone’s glass was full. Most of the men managed to find an excuse to move a little closer to Susanne’s exposed charms. Chris also noticed that the majority of the men had one hand in their pockets which appeared to be moving around quite a lot. 

				Chris gave Susanne permission to release her buttocks and place her fingers back on her toes. 

				“As by now, you have no doubt guessed, Susanne here,” and he gave Susanne’s bottom a fatherly pat, “who from now on will be known as Plant, is returning to work here. However, her duties will be nothing like they used to be. During working hours she will be the office skivvy, running errands and doing any odd jobs that need doing.”

				Every face in the office lit up at this statement. 

				

				“During this time, if she displeases any of you, you have my permission to give her six slaps across the bare bottom with a ruler. Also, you will report any such incident to me. ” 

				Chris paused before coming to what he believed to be the very best part. 

				“During lunch breaks, however, she will be available for personal services in my private bathroom, for any of you men, or ladies if you’re that way inclined.”

				This remark brought laughter all round. 

				“My bathroom will be fitted with a small camp bed for this purpose.”

				A soft groan came from Susanne as she stayed bent over. 

				“Did you say something, girl?” Chris asked. 

				“No . . . no, Sir.” Susanne thought it best now that the truth was out, to revert to her role as servant. 

				“Then keep your mouth shut,” Chris snapped. “Where was I? Oh yes, so that you ladies cannot accuse me of sex discrimination, from seven thirty until nine o’clock each weekday evening, you may have her in your homes for doing any housework or other jobs you find tedious. If your husbands or boyfriends wish to make use of her and you don’t object, then they will be free to do so during that hour and a half. ”

				Everybody began to talk at once, saying what a kind person Chris was sharing Susanne amongst them. He’d had to think hard about it; after all, he didn’t want his servant exhausted within the first week. But after the episode in the clothes store, when he realised just how much power he had, he intended using that power on one or two of his old boss’s wives and daughters, to even up old scores. He realised that Susanne, although fun to amuse himself with, was but small fry to what he had in mind. 

				“One last thing,” Chris called out, “there will be a small charge for her services, the money will be placed in the office Christmas party fund. To begin with, let’s say fifty pence an hour for housework and I’ll work out a price list for her sexual duties later. ”

				

				All agreed that this was a great idea. All that is, except Ms Plant, who by now was openly sobbing after listening to the details of her new office role. 

				Without more ado, Chris ordered Susanne to strip and having done so she was made to kneel as each member of staff walked forward, held out a foot and had their shoe kissed. When Susanne had kissed every shoe in the office, the party got into full swing. 

				Susanne, no longer the guest of honour, served the drinks naked, while being forced to listen to what some of the men intended doing to her during their lunch breaks. 

				Chris looked at his watch and decided it was time for him to leave. This was greeted with loud cheers and remarks about ‘Don’t over do it . . . leave some for us, you randy sod’. These were some of the less crude comments made as he led the still naked Susanne out of the office and away from the party. 

				A woman in her mid-fifties walked over and slapped Susanne hard on her right bottom cheek and, keeping her hand in place squeezed it very hard. 

				“I can’t wait to have this around my place for a couple of hours to spank,” she said, smiling at Chris. 

				He made a mental note to restrict the punishments that the women could give Susanne to a twenty-four slap hand spanking. If he thought she deserved more, then they could carry it out but only under his supervision. 

				As they arrived back in the car park, Chris walked past his car and over to a kind of lightweight rickshaw standing in the corner. Placing Susanne between the shafts, he climbed aboard and took a riding whip from out of a holder. 

				“Home, donkey!” he called out, flicking the tip of the whip upwards so that it caught the overhang of her right buttock cheek. 

				With a squeal, Susanne strained forward, pulling the cart out of the car park and into the stream of traffic. 

				Chris got great pleasure as passing motorists hooted their horns and waved at him for his ingenuity. He was cutting costs as well as causing no pollution to the atmosphere. Maybe I could market the idea, he thought as they wove in and out of the traffic. His only criticism of this mode of transport was that he had to call out instructions at each turning. This was soon remedied by a stop off at the ‘Discipline Shop’. A few purchases and they were soon on their way again. Chris was now steering his trusty steed by a metal bit between her teeth, which was attached to the reins he held in his hand. This left his other hand free to administer the whip to the soft, round jogging buttocks that swung in front of him. 

				As it was a warm night, Chris had stripped to the waist and drove Susanne as hard as he could. He thought that she would be able to stand the long way home and he went up and down hills, driving the sweating creature to her limit. All the while he kept thinking of what must be going through her mind, being reduced to her present state. He enjoyed every perverted and sadistic thought. 

				Arriving home, he gave the exhausted Susanne six hard wristy strokes with the light cane. It wasn’t any act of mercy, but her bottom was already marked from the riding whip and it made it very hard for her to keep her bottom well presented. She managed to do it, much to his surprise, but then he wasn’t fully aware of the treatment she’d been used to at the centre. 

				After having Susanne ride his rock hard cock, precisely to his instructions and being very tired from the excitement of the whole day, he dismissed her with the order to awaken him at seven in the morning by sucking his cock. 

				Susanne received another three strokes of the cane, as when she arrived in her cellar she realised she didn’t have an alarm clock and she had to return to her Master and disturb him and he wasn’t very pleased about it. 

				 

				***

				 

				Susanne spent her first day at the office with her knickers down far more than they were up. By the time she’d served the morning coffee, her bottom was glowing pink. Even the most junior of office girls and boys had ordered her to drop her knickers and bend over. Once she got two slaps on each presented cheek just because a typist had run out of paper clips. 

				Chris had worked out a price list for her sexual favours, which was pinned to the front of her blouse. It read as follows:

				 

				STRAIGHT FUCK . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £1. 00

				BLOW JOB . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £1. 25

				BALLS LICKED . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £1. 25

				LICKED ALL OVER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . £2. 00

				 

				TODAY’S SPECIAL OFFER

				BLOW JOB WITH FUCK . . . . . . . . . . . £1. 75

				 

				Beneath the list of charges was a card which stated, PLEASE ENTER TIME WHEN BOOKED. Already there were six names along with the times on the list. 

				Likewise, the list on the office notice board, asking if any females wished to book Susanne for an evening, was fully booked for that week. 

				At the end of her first day, a well fucked, well spanked Susanne Plant used what energy she had left to pull her owner home in the cart. Naked once again, bridled with her arms and legs feeling like lead, she ran. Each flick of the whip felt twice as hard as it had the night before, owing to the punishment her bottom had received that day in the office. Added to this Susanne knew she only had about an hour and a half before being sent out to her first evening’s duty as a domestic. 

				As she ran she dribbled, owing to the bit between her teeth and she sweated with the exertion of first pulling up the hill, then trying to stop the cart pushing her down on the other side. Susanne found that things were just as hard, if not harder, than when she was at the Centre. This was now her life, to be abused, beaten, humiliated and used. 

				the movements of her shoulders could have been thought to be caused by the effort she was putting in. If one had taken a closer look, they would have seen that it was caused by her great sobs of self-pity. 

				 

				***

				 

				Having despatched Susanne to her evening task, Chris sat down to relax and make out a list of females he thought could do with being brought down to earth a little. Then the phone rang. 

				“Could I speak to Mr. Dabb, please?” a woman’s voice asked. 

				“Speaking.”

				“My son tells me you have given him permission to spank your servants bottom, providing his father and I agree. Is that correct? ”

				Chris had to think for a moment or two, so much had taken place since then. 

				“Yes, yes that’s right.”

				“When would be best for you to have her sent round? I think it only right that children should be taught how to control servants,” the woman continued. 

				“Very true,” answered Chris, “let me just find my diary and I’ll make an appointment for her to be sent to your home. ”

				The woman replaced the receiver, having fixed a date for Susanne’s spanking and turned to where her son and his friend sat. 

				“Now I know you’re nice boys at heart, but when this naughty lady comes round, I expect you both to give her the spanking she deserves. After all, she had to be taught how to behave herself, especially in public. Do you both hear me? ”

				“Yes, mummy.”

				“Yes, Mrs. White.”

				The two boys sat trying to look like the angels that the woman believed them to be, but all the while they were both thinking of the fun that was in store for them. 

			

		

	
		
			
				Mrs Vera Thomas & Mrs Susanne Norman

				Aged Thirty Seven & Thirty Eight

				 

				Mrs Thomas and Mrs Norman were wives of local officials who had used their husband’s position to take advantage of local traders financially, or, whenever it was needed or suited their purpose. 

				The two women, having upset teenager Jane Dalison, along with three of her school friends, soon found themselves regretting their threats to report the girls to the Rehabilitation Police. 

				Jane, herself the spoilt sixteen year old daughter of the local party leader, found no trouble digging up every piece of dirt she could find out about the two women. The consequence was that Jane talked her father into letting her take care of their wrong-doings. 

				Jane made the women an offer they couldn’t refuse and their husbands, wishing to remain in their high office, had little choice but to agree to Jane’s demands. The two women also had no wish to be denounced, also had no choice but to obey Jane’s every command and, although they both found it humiliating and painful, they had to agree it wasn’t half as humiliating as the other option would have been. At least they still had their servants and were free, to a certain extent at least, certainly in the eyes of all others. 

				 

				***

				 

				Jane arrived at Vera’s house without warning. She did this from time to time to ensure that the women kept up the high standards she had set them. Opening the door with her own key, she walked into the lounge and ordered the servant girl busy polishing to tell her mistress that she, Jane, had arrived. She had little doubt that Vera would be at home, because it was up to her what hours and how many Vera was allowed out. 

				After checking that the room was indeed up to standard, Jane sat down and lit a cigarette. 

				On being told that Miss Dalison had arrived, Vera quickly looked into the mirror, touched up her make-up, flicked her hair and hurried downstairs. She had learnt long ago that Jane didn’t expect to be kept waiting for very long. 

				Jane was lounging on the settee. 

				“Good morning, Jane, so kind of you to call,” said Vera. 

				Jane allowed her two charges to address her as if they were the best of friends but only in public or when the servants were around. 

				“Good morning, Mrs Thomas,” Jane replied, noticing the fact that Vera practically stood to attention in front of her. “I’ve called to check over your servants and to see if you want to request giving any punishments,” Jane continued, remaining in her seat. 

				Vera remained standing. Although things were allowed to appear normal on the surface, there was still a certain procedure to be carried out. 

				“I don’t wish to punish any of them, they have been quite well behaved these past few days,” said Vera. 

				Like Susanne, Vera had to have Jane’s permission to punish her own servants. The servants believed that Jane had been appointed by her father to keep a check on their welfare, in fact, it had been Jane’s idea, just to show the dominance she held over the two women. 

				Had Vera asked for permission to carry out a punishment, Jane would have weighed up the offence and asked Vera what punishment she’d had in mind. Then, she would either sanction it or reduce it. If Jane thought that the punishment that was requested was too hard then she would reduce it and the women themselves would receive the outstanding amount. One can understand why Vera and Susan’s servants were among the best treated in the whole town. 

				In fact, both the women’s servants were much more afraid of Jane and her friends than of their mistresses, as it was they who decided the outcome of any misdeed that they might have committed. 

				“Good,” Jane said leaning back on the settee, “before you ring for your servants I think we’ll have a quick knicker check. What colour did I decide you were to wear on a Saturday? ” Jane knew full well the colour they had to wear each day of the week. 

				

				“I-I’m not allowed to wear knickers on a Saturday,” Vera said as quietly as she could, hoping her servants were out of earshot. 

				“I’d best check, show me.” Jane watched as Vera walked to the door and went to close it. “Don’t waste my time, woman, lift your skirt, front and back!” she snapped. 

				Vera, thankful she had the door between herself and the hallway, didn’t need telling twice. She hoisted her skirt up immediately, showing that she indeed didn’t have any knickers on. 

				Jane kept her standing, showing herself for a full thirty seconds before saying; “Good girl, now run along and fetch your servants.”

				Vera, knowing that Jane was always setting traps for her remained with her skirt held up. “Can I put my skirt down please . . . Miss?” Vera added the Miss thinking it best under the circumstances. 

				“Of course, dolt, unless you wish to show your servants your fat arse,” Jane said, flicking cigarette ash on the white carpet. 

				She had never been so happy in all her life. It had been a great day when she’d fallen out with these two self-centred, arrogant, jumped-up women. Along with her friends, she found it more fun humiliating them, than caning their full round bottoms. After all, one could always cane or strap a servant if you felt like it. 

				As if a woman in her late thirties didn’t find it humiliating enough having to present her naked buttocks to a sixteen year old for a sound spanking, Jane had learnt a lot more ways to make these two women squirm with shame. 

				Vera’s two male and two female servants stood in line, naked, before Jane. Each had been called forward and been inspected for signs of any unauthorised punishments. Hands, buttocks, inside of thighs and the soles of their feet, were carefully checked by Jane. It didn’t really bother her in the least if they had been punished or not. She knew that neither of the two women had the guts to defy her orders. 

				“Any complaints regarding your treatment by Mrs Thomas?” Jane asked, while Vera fought to control her temper at seeing her authority undermined in front of her own servants. 

				“No, Miss,” the four replied. 

				Jane would have been surprised had there been any, after all they weren’t to know their mistress was as afraid of her as they were. 

				Jane turned to where Vera stood at her side. “Have any of them any requests to make?” she asked. 

				“Nigel has asked permission to spend an hour in private with his wife, Sophie and Peter also wishes to spend time with his wife, Victoria,” Vera answered as pleasantly as she could under the circumstances. 

				“Nigel, this is your wife, isn’t it?” Jane said poking a toe under the chin of one of the naked women. 

				“Yes, yes it is, Miss.”

				Vera could have kicked herself for not explaining the facts. It was little things like that which could earn her a discipline point. These were tallied up on a Sunday evening by all four girls and then some form of punishment was dispensed. 

				Last week she’d earned three points. For that she was made to slap her own bare bottom twelve times on each cheek with a ping pong bat, with the promise of twelve with a heavy cane if any of the girls thought that she didn’t hit herself hard enough. Her friend Susanne had fared much worse, having taken too long in running an errand for one of Jane’s friends, plus being three minutes late, through no fault of her own, that evening. Susanne had been caned, first six strokes across her naked bottom and then she was made to lift her breasts and hold them out and up for one stroke with the cane across each. 

				When Susanne had made too much fuss about the pain, she’d had a large candle pushed up her anus, before what had become a tradition at the end of every Sunday’s discipline evening, a masturbation race between the two of them with the loser receiving her punishment again. 

				“And you both wish to have sex, do you?” Jane asked, looking from one naked man to the other. 

				Sophie hung her head while her husband stared straight ahead. 

				“Yes . . . y-yes Miss . . . we do, M-Miss,” he replied not daring to look Jane in the face. 

				“And you, do you want to be fucked by this wimp that you call a husband?” this time Jane flicked one of Sophie’s breasts with her toe. 

				“Ahhh . . . ye . . . yes M-Miss . . . I-I do, p-please, Miss.” Sophie’s face was a picture of embarrassment. 

				“I see.” What a decision to be asked to make. What fun. Should she allow them a fuck or should she refuse? Decisions, decisions, decisions. 

				“Aren’t you the couple I had fucked in this very room a few weeks ago? After you, Nigel, had your cock sucked by some trollop? ”

				Out of the corner of her eye Jane saw Vera move uneasily. 

				“Yes . . . yes Miss . . . I was, Miss. Only you-you had P-Peter make l-love to . . . to my w-wife . . . Miss.” Nigel was almost in tears with the shame. As much as he wished he had the guts to fly at this little cow and rip her to shreds, he knew that the outcome of such an act would not only bring great suffering to himself but also to his wife. 

				“Oh yes, I remember,” Jane said, clapping her hands together in delight. “As she had been fucked by Peter, along with this other girl,” Jane nodded towards where the other naked female servant knelt, “you were not allowed to come in the trollop’s mouth, but I allowed you to have a wank while you sucked Peter’s cock. Correct? ”

				“Y-y-yes . . . M-Miss. ” Nigel’s head dropped as he was reminded of his shame of being made to suck a man’s cock, not only in front of his wife but also the other girl. 

				“Permission granted but only for half an hour. See that they are left quite alone when I leave, Mrs Thomas. Perhaps it would be a good idea if you allowed them to use your own bed. Don’t you agree? ” Jane gave Vera a look that said she had better agree. 

				“That is a good idea.” Vera dug her nails deep into the palms of her hands at the thought of her servants using her bed to fuck in. Next she’ll suggest that I take them tea up afterwards, she thought. 

				“What about this wanker’s wife, where is she?”

				

				“She is one of Mrs Norman’s servants,” Vera said as pleasantly as she could. 

				“I see,” said Jane, “and you wish to have sex with her, do you?” Jane smiled. 

				“Yes . . . yes please, Miss.”

				Peter was a chinless wimp, a typical office clerk. Jane remembered his wife, one of Susan’s servants. It was easy to see why she had married him, she was ambitious and strong willed, while he was weak and she could easily push him into getting promoted, if he wanted her to remain married to him. 

				Jane had heard that at one stage it looked like Victoria would never accept her new role of servant, so much so, that the Centre was thinking of locking her away on her own in case she gave ideas to the others. However, suddenly she broke, but not before becoming the longest serving prisoner in the history of the Centre. 

				Jane sat staring at the nude man in front of her. I could really see if the bitch has been broken, she thought. 

				“I am going to Mrs Norman’s when I’ve finished here,” she said, “I will take him along with me.”

				“Thank you-you . . . Miss,” Peter stammered. 

				“I didn’t say I was going to allow you to fuck her, just that you were coming with me,” Jane snapped. 

				“I . . . I’m s-sorry . . . M-Miss,” Peter bowed his head. 

				“Mrs Thomas, I thought you said your servants were well trained and were kept in line by yourself?” Jane said. 

				“I do apologise . . . the man is a fool . . . I-I. . . ”

				“Give him six strokes of the heavy cane . . . Now!” Jane ordered. “I will talk to you later regarding this matter.”

				As Vera went to fetch the cane she was well aware of what Jane meant by talking to her later regarding her servant’s behaviour. She would be lucky to get off with just receiving the same punishment as him. 

				“Do you wish me to deal with this wretch now?” Vera asked, hoping she had said the right thing. 

				“As I’m taking him with me, that is what I said!”

				Vera dragged the man to his feet by the ear. She didn’t have to tell him to bend over and touch his toes. Her hand at the back of his neck was enough to let him know what was wanted from him. 

				Vera laid on each stroke with all her might. Wasn’t it this fucking idiot’s fault that she was likely to get the same now? 

				The whistling and crack of the cane and Peter’s grunts and cries, were the only sound in the room. 

				Jane was quite impressed by the way Peter kept his bottom thrust up in the correct position for each stroke. Only his fingers and head momentarily lifting after each whip lashing stroke fell across the centre of his bottom. He’d probably had enough experience in the past, she thought, knowing how both women had delighted in punishing their servants. That was the main reason she had stipulated that they now had to have her permission to give any punishment at all. 

				The punishment over, Vera replaced the cane. No point in leaving it out. Indeed, if Jane decided to deal with the other matter when the servants had been dismissed, it would be the height of stupidity to leave a heavy cane lying around. 

				Vera needn’t have worried. It was Jane’s intention to make her sweat over what she was going to get at a later date. 

				Jane dismissed the servants apart from Peter who was to accompany her. Sending Vera to fetch a penis restraint and chain, Jane smartened herself up while she waited. 

				When Vera returned with the restraint, Jane, not wanting to handle such a disgusting thing as a cock, ordered Vera to put it in place along with the thin chain. 

				Before leaving Jane took Vera to one side and told her that while the servants were fucking in her bed she was to write out five hundred times, ‘I must keep my servants under control or I will receive double their punishment’. 

				As Vera watched Jane lead her servant by his cock out into the street, she saw the six bright red cane weals across his bottom and it reminded her of what she was to receive later that day. Then she remembered the lines the little cow had given her to write. ‘Double their punishment’. Cursing herself for having such stupid servants, she picked up the phone and started to dial a number, suddenly changing her mind and replacing the receiver. She had intended to phone and warn Susanne that the ‘little slag’ as they called her in private, was on her way round. Why should I? she thought, let her find out for herself. If I’m to get the cane later today then I hope that she is too. With friends such as Vera who needs enemies? 

				 

				***

				 

				Jane led Peter along the High Street with the chain hanging over her shoulder. Everyone knew who she was, the daughter of the most powerful man, apart from Alice Davy’s brother, in the county. Accordingly her progress was slow, as both men and women, that liked to class her parents as their friends, thought it best to ask after their well-being. 

				Jane stood chatting while Peter stood docile at the end of the chain. Jane found it amusing, that as she chatted to the people, they occasionally glanced towards Peter, but none made any comment. Also the conversation continued for only as long as Jane wanted it to. 

				Sometimes, Jane stopped at the coffee shop and went in and had a coffee. Peter knelt outside on the pavement and Jane had asked a woman to hold onto his chain while she had her coffee. 

				A good friend of her father’s came over to her, the husband of the woman outside holding Peter’s chain and complained that his wife had tried to show him up in public and had bad mouthed Jane behind her back and could she do anything that would prevent it happening again? Teach his wife a lesson that she wouldn’t forget? 

				“O. K.” said Jane as she returned his smile then kissed him on the cheek as he left. She watched him have a quick word with his wife. She went white as she looked through the coffee shop window at where Jane sat. Jane waited five minutes before going outside. 

				“I’m so sorry if I’ve upset you, please forgive me, I really am sorry,” the woman said, handing Jane Peter’s chain. 

				“So you bloody well should be,” Jane said. 

				The woman’s face dropped at being spoken to in such a manner. “I-I” she began to say something in her defence. 

				“Shut up! While you wait for your husband there’s something you can do to remind you to keep your big mouth shut. That is, unless you want to upset me even more. ”

				“Anything . . . anything, as I said I wouldn’t upset you for the world, dear.”

				Five minutes later the woman’s husband returned to find his wife standing, side on, outside the coffee shop window with a large cream doughnut half pushed inside her mouth. 

				This however, wasn’t what caused passers-by to look at in amusement at the well-dressed woman making a spectacle of herself. The hem of her skirt was tucked into the waistband at the back and pulled forwards to show her buttocks, and her knickers were down around her ankles. At the top of her thighs, just below her bottom cheeks was another cream doughnut, with only half of it showing, giving an overall effect that the doughnut in her mouth went down her throat and out of her anus. 

				When she saw her husband she broke down in tears. “I’ll not-not ever sh-show you . . . you up again . . . in public . . . I-I pr-promise,” she wailed, pulling her knickers up and causing more laughter having forgotten to remove the cake from between her thighs. 

				“Well you can’t say I didn’t warn you, can you?” her husband, said leading her away. 

				“Please . . . please ask her . . . ask her not-not to tell her . . . her father, please.”

				“Well I don’t think she will if you behave better in the future, my dear,” the man said, putting his arm around her. He glanced over to where Jane stood with Peter. Jane returned his big wink and nod with a wave. 

				“I will . . . I will, I promise . . . I will,” the woman said, getting into the car. She felt the cake squash all over her crotch. 

				Jane went on her merry way leading Peter on the thin chain. That’s one good deed for the day, I bet she won’t be so fucking mouthy from now on, she thought. Now for my second good deed. “Hurry up, boy,” she said giving the chain a tug. 

				“Jane.”

				She heard the voice call and turned round. It was her best friend Shara. 

				“Where you going with him?” she asked. 

				“I’m going over to the Norman’s place to do a spot check on her. This thing here wanted to see his wife so I’m killing two birds with one stone. ”

				“I take it he wants to have a fuck?” Shara giggled. 

				“Sort of, he asked to have sex with her,” she leaned forward and whispered in her friend’s ear. Both girls gave a loud laugh. “Fancy coming over with me?” asked Jane. 

				“I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” Shara replied. 

				The two girls, with Peter in tow, arrived at Susanne Norman’s house in the highest of spirits. A bad sign, Susanne, thought as she welcomed them. 

				“Where are your servants?” Jane asked, pushing Peter into a corner. 

				“They are carrying out their duties.” Susanne didn’t know whether to add Miss or not, but with Peter standing in the corner she thought it best not to. 

				“Victoria is to have sex with him, her husband,” Jane said nodding towards Peter as she walked over to the drinks cabinet and took out a can of Coke. “Want a drink, Shara?” she asked, throwing a can of Coke to her friend. 

				“First though,” she continued, “we’ll have a quick knicker check,” and went and sat down on the couch and put her feet up on a chair. 

				“But-but,” stuttered Susanne, looking across to Peter. Admittedly he had his back towards them but he could still hear what was being said. 

				“No buts, woman, get your skirt up or I’ll bloody well have it up for a different reason,” Jane said spraying Coke all over the couch as she open the can of drink. 

				

				Susanne knew exactly what that meant. Standing in the centre of the room she lifted her skirt and two large round buttocks came into view. 

				“They seem to be getting bigger,” Shara said, giving each cheek a squeeze, “putting on weight, are you?”

				But before Susanne could answer, Jane spoke. 

				“I agree, we’ll have to put them both on a strict diet, starting today. We don’t want a couple of fatties as toys, do we? ” she winked at Shara. “O. K.” she continued, standing up, “put that down and take me to where Victoria is working.”

				Susanne dropped her skirt and led the way from the room leaving Shara alone with Peter. 

				Shara thought she might as well have a laugh at his expense while she waited. 

				“Over here, boy,” she called as she relaxed in the armchair, “and take that thing off your cock.”

				She lit a cigarette and told him to kneel in front of her. 

				“As you’re going to get a bit of the other you’d best get that cock warmed up. Play with it! ”

				Shara gave the order in the sternest voice she could muster. Peter didn’t hesitate in complying with the young girl’s wishes. 

				“Come on, man, I said play with it, get it up. At the moment it looks like you’ve wasted your own and Miss Dalison’s time. I don’t think she’ll be too pleased with you when she returns, do you? ” Shara said puffing smoke into his face as she spoke. 

				“N-no . . . M-Miss.” Peter tried his hardest to raise an erection. He knew too well what this girl said was true with regards to Jane coming back and finding his cock still limp. By the time she returned with Victoria he’d managed to get half an erection at least. 

				Victoria was well over six feet tall with a marvellous figure. High rounded breasts, a flat stomach above full hips and a perfectly round pair of buttocks. Peter was pleased at first to see his wife, until he saw the large black dildo strapped around her waist. 

				“Get yourself over the table,” Jane said, pushing Peter across the room, “bottom up and legs spread wide!”

				Her voice dared him to refuse. 

				“You,” Jane spoke to Victoria, “over here.”

				Victoria, having recognised her husband, realised the full horror of what was about to take place. She’d had many times, at the centre, on the orders of her mistress, been forced to carry out lesbian acts. Every disgusting act that one woman could do to another she’d been forced to do and do well. But never, never had she been forced to fuck a man . . . now it seemed she was about to be forced to fuck her own husband. 

				“Oohh . . . n-no . . . p-please not-not that . . . please Miss . . . noooo . . . noooo,” she said pulling back from the table. 

				“Shut up and get over here, girl, or I’ll have you both birched from one end of the town to the other, every day for a week,” Jane yelled, grabbing Victoria’s arm and pulling her forward. 

				In doing so, Victoria stumbled and the end of the dildo dug hard into Peter’s left buttock. Having heard his wife’s protests and seen the large dildo strapped to her, he put two and two together about what was going to happen. “No . . . no,” he said pushing himself up from the table. 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				Jane swung her switch down hard across the top of Peter’s bottom. 

				“Aaaggghhh,” he cried falling back across the table. 

				“Ooohhh . . . p-please . . . n-no . . . noooo,” he wailed. 

				With both of her victims reacting so badly, Jane thought she might have gone too far. If so, the threat of having them publicly birched would have to be carried out, even if it meant that both of them might be in a state of shock for weeks, if not for good. One couldn’t make threats of any kind towards servants and then fail to carry them out. That would be a sign of weakness. 

				Jane’s concern wasn’t for Peter or Victoria, the worry was what her father would have to say. After all, he knew about the arrangements with Vera and Susanne and probably he even knew about her little games with members of the public. But, if it came to a public birching that would have to be official then Jane would have to denounce Vera and Susanne to help in the cover-up. 

				Jane’s fears were however unfounded. To her immense relief Peter again lay docilely over the table while Victoria fought to gain control of herself. 

				“Haven’t you found the stuff yet, Mrs Norman?” Jane called out. 

				Susanne hurried into the room. “One of the servants had replaced it in the wrong place,” she said unscrewing a large jar of baby cream. 

				“Get it smeared over that thing,” Jane said pointing to the dildo. 

				Susanne scooped out a large handful of cream and rubbed it over the full length, making the black rubber shine. 

				“Now put a big dollop up his arse.”

				Susanne felt demeaned having to touch a servant’s asshole, but the mood Jane was in she wasn’t about to argue and swallowed her disgust. 

				“Right then, we’re ready.”

				Jane walked to the end of the table and lifted Peter’s head by his hair. 

				“You wanted sex with your wife, well, here it is,” she said then returned to where a wide-eyed Victoria stood. 

				“Very well, now take that thing in your hand and shove it up his arse,” she ordered. 

				A shaking hand gripped the black rubber and moving forward, Victoria placed the knob against the tight round hole. Slowly she pushed her hips forwards. 

				Peter gave a gasp as the knob forced his anus open. 

				“Push back onto it,” Jane called out from where she sat with Shara. “Come on, get it right in so that your hips are touching his bottom,” she added, standing up and lashing her switch across Victoria’s bottom. 

				This resulted in Victoria jerking forward and pushing the dildo a further two inches up her husband’s ass. 

				“Aaaagggghhhh . . . oh-oh . . . God . . . uugghh.”

				

				Peter’s face was screwed into a study of pain and he felt as if he were being split in half. 

				Slowly Victoria’s hips pushed forwards as Jane’s switch lashed to and fro across her clenched nates. She felt her stomach press against her husband’s buttocks. The dildo was buried to its hilt inside of him. 

				“Good, now start fucking him,” Jane said, giving a giggle along with the order. 

				“Yes, get your own back, strike a blow for women’s rights,” Shara called out from where she sat. “Like that, do you, Mrs Norman?”

				“Ye-yes it’s . . . its very entertaining . . . M,” Susanne checked herself just in time. 

				“Have to think about it then, won’t we,” Shara said smiling up at her. “You and Vera Thomas,” she whispered so that only Susanne could hear her. 

				Susanne gave a sick grin and looked away. She had no doubt that Shara would suggest the idea of her and Vera performing for Jane and the others in this manner. After all, they had been forced to carry out acts very similar in the past. 

				Victoria pulled her hips back until only the round knob was still inserted, then slowly she thrust forward. Peter groaned as it once again disappeared inside him. 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				Jane brought her switch down in the dead centre of Victoria’s bottom. 

				“Come on move that arse . . . faster, girl . . . get it going,” she shouted. 

				Sobbing with shame and the burning in her backside, Victoria at once responded. Gripping Peter’s hips she moved her own backwards and forwards as fast as she could. With her teeth bared and trying to close her ears to Peter’s cries, she pounded away. 

				Peter’s grunts became groans and then gasps which built up into a pant. His prick had become rock hard as it moved along the table with each thrust that Victoria made. 

				“Uuuggghhh . . . . aaahhhuuuggghhh . . . eeehhhaaahhh. ”

				Jane, along with Shara, hadn’t been aware that a man could be made to cum by being bum fucked. The two looked on in amazement as Peter thrashed around on the table. First his head would come up, then hang over the end of the table, his eyes bulged and then he screwed them tightly closed. Finally, with groans and much squirming, he came his lot, shooting spunk all over the carpet. 

				When the two teenage girls had recovered from their fit of laughter, Victoria was told to stop and remove the dildo from her husband’s asshole. Then she was told to remove it from her body and kneel on all fours, facing her tormentors with her head held well up. 

				“You may now fuck this slag you call a wife,” Jane commanded. 

				Peter, rubber legged from his experience, pushed himself up from the table and weak and sore he stumbled to where Victoria knelt. Falling to his knees behind her he reached down and gripped his flaccid prick. After a few firm squeezes it returned to life. 

				“Put it up her bottom. It’s only fair you please her as she has just pleased you,” Shara called out. 

				Peter didn’t care about his pride any longer. After what had just taken place he had no pride left in him. He thrust into Victoria and, like her, kept his head up so as to give the two girls the maximum view of their contorted features, ensuring that they both performed well. 

				 

				***

				 

				Having sent Victoria and Peter to clean themselves up, Shara and Jane sat discussing the highlights of the show. A nervous Susanne hovered around the room. She didn’t wish to be seen standing around but on the other hand there was nothing for her to do. 

				“Best get that cleaned up,” Shara said pointing to the sticky mess of Peter’s cum on the carpet. 

				Susanne moved towards the door to fetch a cloth. 

				“With your tongue,” Jane called out. 

				

				Shara gave a shrill laugh and pushed Susanne forward with her arm. 

				“Great . . . come on, get your mouth down into the servant’s spunk, you can make up for the time we stopped him shooting down your throat,” she said between giggles. 

				“But . . . but . . . they will be back soon,” Susanne said waving an arm towards the door. 

				“Then you’d best get licking before they come in and catch you,” Jane replied. 

				Susanne went down on her hands and knees, looking towards the two girls in the hope of a last minute reprieve. There was none, only two smiling faces. 

				She bent forwards, retching as she pushed her tongue into the cold gooey mess. 

				“Come on, lick it up . . . I think I can hear them coming downstairs,” Shara lied. 

				Susanne knew she would have to do it. She knew these two little bitches would never relinquish. She tried to imagine that she was licking up ice cream and not spunk, all to no avail. 

				Shara walked over and pointed with her toe. “There’s a bit here that you missed,” she said. 

				Susanne crawled to where a spot shone on the carpet and removed it with her tongue. Shara pulled Susan’s skirt up so that she was now crawling around the floor showing her naked bottom. 

				“It’s a pity we put the dildo away,” Jane said. 

				They kept Susanne crawling around looking for spots of cum until they really did hear the servants returning. When the spunk was all cleaned up, they amused themselves by flicking peanuts across the floor and sending Susanne to eat them. As she bent over they tried to flick peanuts between her parted nates and if one of them managed to score a direct hit, they both fell about laughing. 

				 

				***

				 

				

				Jane was sprawled on the couch surrounded by her four school friends. They had arrived at Vera’s, having told Susanne to report there at four p. m., which was after the girls had finished their school day. 

				The servants were well out of the way and Jane thought it would be a good idea to have both women naked, this would keep them on their toes. 

				Vera, having submissively asked each girl what she would like to drink and, having served them, now knelt with her hands on top of her head next to her friend, both in front of Jane. All the girls, just having left school, still wore their school uniforms, making the scene even more bizarre. 

				“As you know,” Jane said, “this weekend is the anniversary of the Revolution. Lots of things to do and to celebrate, which, I am afraid neither of you two will have time to enjoy. ”

				She looked from one to the other, getting pleasure knowing that they were both waiting to hear what their fate was to be. 

				“I have volunteered both of you to help out at various stalls and side-shows. In your normal capacity as officials’ wives, of course. ”

				Vera and Susanne could both be seen and heard giving a sigh of relief. Neither would have put it past this cow to have them disguised in some way and used in a side-show. Like the time she had made them suck their male servants’ cocks. 

				“It will improve your standing among the locals, which we all know needs a boost after you’re cheating ways, don’t we, slags?”

				“Yes, Miss,” both replied. It was a bloody nuisance having to do charity work all over the weekend, especially when one could have been having a good time. But hadn’t they come to expect that Jane would never allow them too many good times. If any. 

				As Jane spoke, Shara and one and one of the other girls sitting behind the kneeling figures, amused themselves by placing a toe beneath the overhand of Susan’s bottom cheeks and seeing who could make the cheek bounce the most. 

				“However,” Jane continued, she was going to enjoy this part. “On the Saturday afternoon there is a children’s party at the orphanage. Locals as usual, have been asked to send a servant along to help out and make sure that the kids have a good time. I am replacing two of my mother’s servants with you two. ”

				Both naked women gasped. 

				“But . . . but people will-will recognise us, Miss,” Susanne stammered, was this the beginning of the end? she thought, had this fucking little bitch decide to denounce them after all? 

				“Shut it,” snapped Jane. 

				“S-sorry . . . M-Miss,” Susanne said meekly. She received a kick from one of the feet playing with her buttocks. 

				“Yes, shut it,” a voice said from behind. 

				“As mouth-almighty has just said, you would both be recognised at the local orphanage, therefore I have arranged for you to go to the one at Holton. As this is thirty miles away, no one should know who you are there. If they do, then it’ll be a laugh watching you both trying to explain what you’re doing there. ”

				All four girls tittered at the last part of Jane’s statement. 

				“I take it neither of you object to helping out? ” Jane smiled at them. 

				Taking a deep breath and fighting down their anger, both women replied simultaneously. 

				“No Miss.”

				Jane held her glass out to Vera. “Fill this!” she ordered. 

				As Vera rose, Jane glanced at her friends. “Well, now that’s all settled has anyone got anything they would like these two silly bitches to do for a laugh?”

				For a few moments nobody spoke as each girl tried to think of something that they hadn’t made their victims do before. 

				For the next hour Susanne and Vera were kept busy carrying out various awkward tasks as each girl thought of something different. Both women had been told to do twenty press-ups and as they were struggling after ten they had to get across each other’s knee and give the other a sound spanking. Next they were made to pluck twenty pubic hairs from each other, one at a time and each hair was checked to make sure it had been pulled from the root. Then they were ordered to eat them. 

				Jane and her friends were getting a little drunk by now and one of them, Kim, thought of holding a spelling game. Both women had to take it in turn to stand with her back to a girl, place her hands on her knees and spell the word that the girl called out. Of course it wasn’t long before they were using a dictionary and each time a mistake was made they received a hard slap on each bottom cheek from the girl’s gym shoe and had to spell it again until it was right. 

				Vera received over fifteen slaps on each well-presented cheek before she manage to correctly spell ‘efficacious’ which all the laughing girls agreed that the gym shoe was in fact very ‘efficacious’. 

				Finally, one of the girls suggested a frigging race and as there was nothing suitable at hand for them to use, two bananas were taken from the fruit bowl, peeled and duly stuffed up each quim. 

				 

				***

				 

				Jane delivered Vera and Susanne to the orphanage. Both had been told, in no uncertain terms, that they should take the next few hours as an example of what life would be like if they ever thought of defying her in the slightest way. Along with this piece of advice came a warning that if either forgot her temporary role, she would be tied down and receive the thrashing of her life in front of her own servants and then she would be denounced. 

				Rows of tables ran the length of the main dining hall and seated at them were children of all shapes, sizes and colour. Their ages ranging from five to sixteen years old. 

				Social workers supervised a number of servant women, dressed in the traditional French maids’ uniform, as they served jellies, cakes and other delights that were traditional at children’s parties. The maids hurried to and fro ever conscious that they were expected to treat these children in the same manner they would treat their owners’ children. 

				

				Vera and Susanne looked dejected as each bobbed a curtsy when introduced to the supervisor, a slim friendly girl in her mid-twenties. 

				“Good of you to lend them to us,” she said to Jane, “we’re always short on help but even more so today. We’ve had to put back the troublesome kids’ party as we had nobody to serve them or keep an eye on them. Pity really because they’ll miss the start of the games and sports later. ”

				“What about if these two serve them?” Jane volunteered. 

				“They are all a bit of a handful and as I said someone must keep a close eye on them.”

				Jane took the supervisor to one side and hastily explained that her mother had volunteered the two older women, as she believed that as they were fresh out of the centre, they needed to really be taught their place. What could be better than having them waitress at a children’s party, even more so, problem children. 

				At first the supervisor was reluctant to agree, knowing who Jane’s mother was and not wanting to abuse her kind offer of the two servants. But when Jane assured her that she would take full responsibility for harm they might come to, she willingly accepted. 

				Jane, followed by Vera and Susanne, was shown into a hall about a quarter of the size of the one they’d just left. The supervisor explained to Jane what was needed and, thanking her once again, she left. 

				Vera stood at one end of the table and Susanne stood at the other. Jane stood in the middle watching the children, noisily, getting seated. She had to break up a couple of fights over who sat where and give out a few warnings about bad language. 

				Once all the children were seated, Jane signalled for Vera and Susanne to begin their duties. She smiled to herself as she watched them both trying their hardest to smile and look as pleasant as possible. 

				Both ‘maids’ hurried to and fro taking bowls of fruit and jelly to each child. Jane had added a little discipline of her own. As each child was served, the server had been told to bob a low curtsy. Having to carry out this sign of submission, both women found it almost, if not more so, as humiliating as being dressed in the stupid maid’s outfits. 

				Jane was quite disappointed that, apart from having to remind them to smile from time to time, they carried out their duties very well. 

				As the last remnants of cakes and drinks were being served, Jane, a little bored by now, thought it best to go and find the supervisor and ask her what she should do with the children when the meal was over. 

				When she returned she stopped dead in her tracks. The scene in front of her was something to behold. 

				Susanne was stood on a chair singing ‘My Old Man’s A Dustman’ surrounded by a large group of jeering children. Her skirt was hitched up at both front and back, her bottom and face were covered in jam and cream, the bodice of her dress was ripped down to the waist and, as Jane looked, she saw some of the children throwing handfuls of jam at Susan’s breasts. In front of her, a boy of no more than about fourteen was swinging her knickers above his head and laughing loudly. 

				Jane saw Vera struggling to her feet having been pulled off of a chair. She had fared no better than Susanne, although she still possessed her knickers, they were halfway down her thighs and what was left of her skirt was, like Susan’s, hitched up. Vera didn’t have the same mess over her bottom; however, someone had tipped a full bowl of trifle over her head. The bowl was balanced like a glass hat and custard and fruit ran down her face and clothes. As Jane watched in amazement, Vera’s dress was ripped down the front, exposing her breasts. Jane stood spellbound. She had never seen such a pleasant sight in her life but, reluctantly, she called a halt. 

				“What’s going on!” she shouted at the top of her voice. 

				Indeed what had been going on . . . 

				Seconds after Jane had left the hall one of the older boys had become upset. He believed that Vera had given the boy next to him a bigger helping of strawberries and cream. It was in fact true but beyond Vera’s control as the bowls had been filled by someone else ready for serving. 

				Cursing, the boy threw the bowl of fruit at his neighbour, who immediately pounced on him. As they crashed to the floor, Vera naturally tried to part them. A foolish mistake for a servant to make and before she had time to think the whole hall was in an uproar. Chairs went flying as the other children joined in the fight. 

				Vera disappeared from Susan’s view under a mass of arms and legs and as she moved forward to help her friend she found herself pulled to the floor. Hands tugged at her skirt, grabbed her breasts, pinched and slapped her bottom and legs. As fast as she pushed one hand away another would take its place. 

				Susanne managed to get to her feet only to have her arms held in a tight grip then she felt her skirt being lifted over the hands that were pinching and poking her backside and then it was completely exposed to them. 

				“Stop it! Stop it at once! ” she shouted, swinging her fists at whoever was nearest. Susanne forgot she was supposed to be a servant, all she could think of was that a group of unruly children were attacking her, attacking her in the vilest way possible. 

				“Hold her . . . hold her tight!” someone shouted and Susan’s legs were immediately held in a vice-like grip by a number of hands. Her skirt was tucked into the belt of her apron and then, horror, a hand yanked and pulled at the elastic of her knickers and after a lot of tugging she felt the cool air on her buttocks as her knickers were pulled right down. 

				“Stop it! Stop it you little bastards! ” Susanne screamed. 

				Sssspppplllloooosssshhhh! She felt something cold hit her naked bottom and the children laughed and cheered as she felt, whatever it was, running down her legs. Before she had time to think a cream cake was pushed into her face and rubbed hard all over it. This brought an even bigger cheer. 

				After what seemed a lifetime of being hit, pinched and once or twice kicked on the bottom, Susanne began to weaken and, as she spotted Vera being made to stand on a chair in the centre of the hall with her skirt hitched up and her knickers around her knees, she suddenly remembered what their role there was supposed to be. 

				The children, taken by surprise at Susan’s sudden change from a fighting machine to a docile, frightened woman looking for an escape, they stepped back, but not for long. Like Vera, Susanne was forced to stand on a chair while being pelted with food, her final humiliation was being made to sing along with Vera as all kinds of gooey objects were thrown or rubbed over her naked flesh. 

				“Stop this at once! Stop it right now! ” Jane shouted again. This time she was obeyed immediately. 

				“Right, clear up this mess, I’m fetching your supervisor and by the time she gets here it had better be done!” she continued. “You two, get outside . . . Move!” Jane ordered Susanne and Vera like a mother would to a naughty child. 

				As the two shame-faced women went through the door, the now happy but silent children began to clear the mess up at once, as Jane walked her ‘servants’ along to the supervisor’s office. 

				“Fucking hell, what happened to them?” the supervisor asked. 

				“They’re too bloody thick to handle a few kids, the stupid cows,” Jane said reaching up and slapping Vera around the back of her head. “Get those clothes off!”

				Without any hesitation, Susanne and Vera began to remove what clothing they had left. They forgot about being naked in front of the supervisor, a complete stranger. Both of them realised they were very close to having Jane carry out her threat of what she would do if they showed her up. 

				“As I was saying, I’ll accept full responsibility for their actions. Also you will be reimbursed for the ruined uniforms and any other damage they might have caused, with fifty percent extra towards your funds. ” 

				As Jane spoke she glared at the two women; the look on her face was enough for them to know it would be them who footed the bill. 

				“I’ll go and sort the kids out,” the supervisor said, opening the door, “anything you need before I go?”

				“Only a shower for these two dolts.”

				“Fine,” came the reply, “first right, second left.”

				Jane opened the door. “Out!” she snapped. 

				“But . . . but there’s people . . . M-Miss . . . and-and we’re . . . n-naked, Miss.”

				“Oh golly gosh, so you are,” Jane said, “get outside, woman,” and as Vera passed her she received a hard kick on the bottom. “Move that arse,” Jane shouted in her ear. 

				With hands covering their breasts and pubes they stepped out into the corridor, their eyes looking all around in the hope that nobody would be there to witness their nudity. They were disappointed. For, as they turned into the corridor leading to the showers, the young female supervisor was directing the children who had caused their downfall towards them. 

				“Backs to the wall and let them pass,” Jane ordered, “and get those hands to your sides, you’re supposed to be servants, not a couple of shy virgins,” she said in a loud whisper. 

				Vera and Susanne stood with backs to the wall, blatantly showing the nakedness off to the throng of passing children, who scoffed and jeered as they passed. One boy reached out and flicked Susan’s breast as he passed, making it bounce. 

				“That’s enough of that, Wayne,” was all the supervisor called out. 

				Having showered and made themselves look presentable but still in the nude, Jane took the two women into the garden where the sports were taking place. Finding a male master, Jane explained what she required as punishment for her servants’ behaviour. 

				Cheeks red with embarrassment, Vera and Susanne stood, naked, listening to how they were going to pay for the earlier disruption. Susanne felt as if her whole body was blushing. It was her worst nightmare come true, being naked in a large crowd of clothed people. The fact that hardly anyone took any notice of her nakedness seemed to make it even worse. 

				Jane followed the man to the raised platform and he spoke to the woman organiser who smiled at Jane and nodded her head. Jane in turn, beckoned Vera and Susanne to join her. 

				The address system crackled into life. 

				

				“Ladies and gentlemen, we have an extra prize for the winner and runner up of the last race,” the woman who was organising it all announced, “would they please report over here.”

				Four girls in their mid-teens at once came over to where Jane and the others waited. 

				The woman smiled. “Well done, girls. The owner of these two servants,” she nodded towards the crest-fallen pair, “has asked that they be punished for some poor behaviour while acting as waitresses earlier on. As the offence caused a slight blemish on today’s fun and goodwill, she thinks it only fitting that you, the pupils of the school, deal out that punishment. ”

				Vera and Susanne looked at each other in horror. 

				“Therefore,” she continued, “as winners and runners-up of the three legged race, you are invited to administer the cane to their backsides.”

				A cheer went up from the crowd that had moved closer to find out what the extra prize was. Vera and Susanne stared down at the ground hoping it would open up and swallow them. 

				A bunch of six new canes was produced and each girl was handed one. Jane also took one and swished it through the air as she looked at the two cringing women. 

				“I don’t have to tell either of you that I expect you to keep your bottoms square and well presented, while your fingers remain touching your toes,” Jane said very loudly so that all around could hear her as well. “Understood?”

				Both women nodded their heads as they agreed it was indeed very much understood. 

				“I think we will have you, Vera, over here,” Jane said leading her by the ear to the far side of the circle of onlookers, “and you Susanne, just here,” and she tapped a spot on the grass with the tip of her cane. 

				With both women in position, Jane turned to the four eager girls. 

				“I want these two numbskulls bottoms given a sound thrashing. If you would be so kind as to stand on either side of them we will begin,” she said, giving each girl a beaming smile. 

				The four girls got into their positions by their allotted victim. 

				“Vera, Susanne, bend over and touch your toes like good little girls.”

				This last remark brought a ripple of laughter, because whatever they were they couldn’t be described as little. 

				“Legs wide apart!” Jane added as a little extra for those that stood behind each bent woman. 

				With looks of utter despair on both faces they each bent over in the correct position to await their fate. 

				“I think you can do better than that, get those legs spread wider,” Jane said slashing her cane across Vera’s thighs as she spoke. 

				Squirming inside, their eyes screwed tightly shut, both women spread as wide as was possible. The groups of people seemed to have moved either behind Vera or Susanne. None were now standing alongside. How many of them would believe if told, who these two women really were? 

				“Right, I want each of you young ladies to cane these bottoms together. That is so each stroke falls simultaneously. So I suggest that one of you aims from this point down and the other from this point up,” Jane said, drawing an imaginary line with the tip of her cane across the centre of Susan’s spread buttocks, which to the amusement of the crowd, gave an involuntary tremble. 

				Each girl came to an agreement as to which half of the bottom they would lay their cane across. None of them having experienced anything like this before, they were understandably very nervous. They looked at each other and gave a girlish giggle. 

				“Well, get on with it!” snapped Jane, she was about to add that if they didn’t she would use the cane on their backsides but thought better of it. After all, it was supposed to be a day of friendship, at least for some of them. 

				Four canes were raised simultaneously, four bottom cheeks, taut and thrust upwards, tensed as they waited for the canes to be brought slashing down onto them. Vera and Susanne gritted their teeth knowing what was to come. Gone were any thoughts of their revealing pose, forgotten were the grinning faces they could see between their widespread legs and forgotten were the thoughts of their first public caning, all that was in the two minds was the thought of the pain they both knew they were about to feel. 

				Both had been caned by Jane and her friends on quite a few occasions. The most severe that either had received up to date, was on the first day when Jane had given them her ultimatum. In comparison to that day’s punishment what had followed, although painful, couldn’t be compared. 

				It’s funny the way the mind never remembers quite how painful a real caning is. Certainly Vera and Susan’s hadn’t. As the two canes whipped simultaneously into the upper and lower halves of their presented backsides both women gave a loud cry and jumped up grabbing at their burning nates. 

				“Aaaauuuugggghhhh!” they both cried, hopping from one foot to the other as they tried to rub away the stinging stripe that burnt into their flesh. 

				“Get back down into position, you insolent cows! Get down at once! I warned you what would happen if you dared to disobey me! ” Jane shouted loudly so that she could be heard above the laughter that came from the crowd when they saw Vera and Susan’s contortions. 

				She lashed out at the rubbing hands. “Get those hands away and those bottoms back up in the air . . . do it and do it now! ”

				Realising that they had made a terrible mistake they got back into position at once. This time, as they waited, neither could stop the twitching or clenching of their naked cheeks, even though they could both hear the amusement it caused the audience. 

				“Move an inch again and I’ll have you both tied down and every inch of skin flayed off those fat arses, plus what I previously told you I would do. Is that clear? ” Jane gave Vera a wristy cut of her cane across her back as she screamed the threat at both of them. 

				“Uuggghhh . . . ugh . . . Y-ye-yes Mi-Miss.”

				Jane could only just hear the words but she was sure she had put the fear of God into both of them. She doubted that either would relish the thought of being treated in this manner for the rest of their lives. 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				Gasps and groans came from between t clenched teeth, fingers momentarily left toes, knees buckled then straighten immediately and curved bottoms were again pushed out squarely for the next stroke. 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				Once more the cries only this time louder and longer and tears fell profusely onto the grass that was only inches from the bent heads. 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				Wwwwhhhheeeetttt . . . Ccccrrrraaaacccckkkk! 

				Vera’s knees buckled and she sank to the ground but through the mist of tears she saw Jane moving towards her and somehow she forced herself up and bent over just in time as the next double assault of willow fell across her rump. 

				Susanne was now gibbering and sobbing like a baby. 

				“Uugghhh . . . aaahhhggg . . . mer-mercy . . . mer-mercy no-no m-mooore . . . p-please n-no mooorrreee.” She raised her head seeking out Jane as best she could while keeping hr bottom in the air. “P-please . . . p-p-please . . . M-Miss . . . no mooorrreee!”

				Jane thought it best to call a halt to the show. After all, they both had received a total of eight strokes and the whole point of the exercise was to humiliate them in public. The caning had been added on as an after-thought to amuse the children. 

				“Very well, that will do,” she said taking the canes from the four girls, whose faces were flushed from the exertion. She kept Vera and Susanne bent over while she thanked the girls for their time and trouble and they all agreed that it had been a pleasure. 

				After this, Jane instructed the sobbing pair to kneel and thank the four girls for having punished them and teaching them their place. When this little ceremony had been carried out Jane marched the two women across to the entrance of the orphanage and placed them either side of the door with their hands on their heads, noses pressed to the brickwork showing off to everyone the bright red weals that encircled their twitching buttocks. 

				The two high officials’ wives stood like Roman statues guarding the entrance while Jane went off to enjoy the remainder of the afternoon. 

				The most amusing thing that Jane saw and even thought of having Vera and Susanne take part in, were the ‘Donkey Rides’ for the smaller children. Naked servant girls, wearing hoof-like shoes, were being ridden round and round a circle next to some real donkey, by the children. The servant girls placed their hands on their knees so that the child could sit astride her back and then they were steered by short reins. The children encouraged the ‘donkey’ to move by laying a light riding switch across their flanks. 

				 

				***

				 

				Jane enjoyed the train journey home and found it quite funny watching Vera and Susanne squirming on their seats as the train bumped and swayed along. 

				“Well I must say I really enjoyed myself today. Thank you, Mrs Thomas and you, Mrs Norman, for allowing me to go with you,” Jane said loudly. “Did you both enjoy yourselves too?”

				“Yes,” was all the two women replied. Both felt sure that everyone in the carriage secretly knew what had taken place that afternoon. Neither would have been the slightest surprised if Jane had ordered them to drop their knickers and display what she’d had done their backsides to their fellow travellers on the train. 

				“Pity about the tea party, I thought for a moment you two were going to get upset. But we sorted it out as usual, didn’t we? ”

				Once again the only reply Jane got was, “Yes” from both of them. 

				“Time for a cup of tea, I think,” she smiled at them, “would you like to join me?”

				Both nodded, knowing it wasn’t a request, but an order. 

				As they left the carriage they heard Jane say, “I did enjoy watching those two servant women getting their deserts for their bad behaviour, didn’t you? I expect they’re going to get another punishment when their owner gets them home. Still it will teach them a lesson and show them that they must be good in the future, won’t it? ”

				Vera and Susan’s reply was lost as Jane closed the carriage door. 

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Revolution Day Celebrations

				 

				Revolution day was a time for non-stop eating, drinking, dancing and enjoyment. Everyone from the humblest to those in high office was catered for. The celebrations began on the Friday and continued non-stop until midnight on the Sunday. 

				Friday was parade day and every servant from Lords, Ladies, Dukes, Duchesses and right down to the most common captives were led through the streets naked, in a line and attached to each other by slave collars and chains. Each carried a banner with their name and title in large letters in one hand and in the other a banner proclaiming, ‘Long Live the Revolution. Power to the People’. 

				On Sunday, the final day of the celebrations, every village and town held its own garden fete. The New Order garden fetes were very different from the traditional ones. Indeed, many a vicar or matron would have had a seizure should they go along expecting to find the traditional stalls and games. 

				Trying to keep some of the traditions alive, the New Order ensured that all monies raised at these functions went to children and old folk’s charities. Although children under fourteen were not allowed to take part in any of the ‘sport’ on offer, they were allowed to watch the proceedings. Knowing that the person tormenting you was an adult, might or might not be some consolation to the men and women used for this purpose. 

				 

				Tip The Lady Out The Bed

				 

				Two naked women are placed on single beds covered by a thin blanket, which is fixed to the bed at one side. Between the beds is a large metal container two foot deep with sloppy mud. 

				For the price of fifty pence, each contestant is given three wooden balls that they throw at a round disc about six inches in diameter. As the disc is about fifteen feet from where the participants stand on a line, it is understandable that there are few ‘hits’. This ensures that more people try their luck. 

				When the disc is hit it falls back releasing a spring which in turn tips one of the beds sideways and shoots the poor female into the mud at her side. She then goes to the rear of the stall and is replaced with another female. 

				The lucky winner has the option of a small prize or being allowed to hose down the muddy woman. Needless to say a very few prizes are taken. After being hosed down the woman waits in line until it is her turn to climb onto the bed again. 

				Each time the disc is hit the thrower receives lots of congratulations from the onlookers because although they had all seen this game before, it was never with real Ladies and never naked. 

				It might also be added, that there was an equally large crowd watching the ladies being hosed down afterwards, the pleasure coming from the squealing and hopping around as the naked women were hit by the powerful hose. 

				Fete organisers make a note to charge for this spectacle at next year’s fete. 

				 

				Rifle Range

				 

				Not a great deal can be said about this sport as it’s obvious what part of their anatomy was going to be used as the target area. Their buttocks. 

				Red, white and blue rings were painted on the bottoms of both men and women ‘targets’, they are then made to bend with their hands on their knees with their backs towards the firing line, naturally. 

				Four targets are set up at one time, in a straight line. Air rifles, with much weakened springs, are then used to fire hard rubber tipped darts at the target of your choice. Although these darts don’t do permanent damage, one can imagine just how much such a missile must sting when it hits the stretched, taut skin. 

				At a charge of ten pence a shot there are plenty of takers. Many ladies gather around this stand and when it’s their turn to have a shot they don’t always fire at the roundels painted on the men’s buttocks, but at the hanging testicles between his parted thighs. It’s just a good job for the men that most of the ladies are very poor shots. 

				The male targets can be seen biting their lips and screwing up their faces when they hear a female voice call out, “Go on, Sadie, see if you can hit the left one”, along with peels of female laughter. 

				 

				Slalom Race

				 

				In this game, cones are set out at various distances apart along a course. Up to four contestants can take part at the same time, the winner receiving a voucher that entitles him or her to a servant for one day. Each ‘horse’ can only take part in one race, so practically every woman or girl being used on other stalls will have a turn sometime during the day. 

				Bent forward, a naked female is blindfolded and her arms are tied across her back and reins are attached. These are two lengths of chain about eight feet in length. One end of each is attached to a nipple by clips. They are then passed between her thighs and held by her driver, who is supplied with a light switch. 

				When the flag is dropped all the contestants lay their switches across their ‘horses’ bottoms, (no instructions may be called out) who then trot forward towards the first cone. Her driver must then steer her between the remaining cones by pulling on either the right or left rein. If the ‘horse’ should touch one of the cones then the driver must steer her back to the starting line and begin again. 

				One can only imagine how the woman must feel not being allowed to see where she was going and being driven into the unknown, unable to save herself with her arms should she fall and waiting to have her nipples pulled by the tight clip. Should she fail to turn far enough to the left or right then another painful pull is given, go too far and the same applies. 

				At the end of the race her nipples are so swollen and sore that even taking the clips off the nipples is extremely painful. Also, the losers are allowed to give their ‘horse’ six strokes of the riding switch across their bottom for ‘not trying’. 

				Now one can understand why each ‘horse’ is only fit for one race and, having been round the course, she might well remember where each cone has been placed and the correct angle to go through it, thus spoiling her driver’s enjoyment. 

				Both men and women queue up, ready to hand over the five pound charge. The men enjoy the view of a round naked bottom with sex lips winking as he drives her on, the women enjoy the chance to cause pain and degradation to fellow females that once upon a time were thought to be their betters. 

				 

				Betting Games

				 

				There are always plenty of people willing to have a wager on anything, be it on matchsticks floating along a gutter or one of the classic horse races. It is little wonder that there is a large crowd around the bookmakers, waiting to lay their bets on the next race. 

				The Hudsons are hot favourites to win the next race having been trained over the last few months by their owner who wants to win the silver cup and the thousand pounds sponsored by the local bookmaker. Second in the betting are the Howard-White’s, last year’s winners but at thirty nine and thirty six respectively, are considered too old to last the course this year. Along with these are three other couples entered by their owners purely for the fun but also the slight chance they could pick up the prize money. 

				The rank outsiders are the Hortons, entered by Alice Davy. They are deemed to have no chance, having only been in her service for a few weeks and not yet used to being publicly humiliated. In fact, Lady Horton, a twenty year old brunette, already has four switch marks across her bottom for acting up in the paddock. These were laid on by Alice’s ‘stable lad’ to the delight of the watching crowd of men and women. 

				Having been paraded around the ring the contestants are made ready for the race as the last of the punters hurry off to place their bets. 

				To begin with, the husband and wife teams have to put on running trainers; these are not ordinary trainers though they have an added extra. Small spikes have been set into the heel of each shoe to ensure that the wearer keeps on his or her toes. 

				Next their arms are tied across the small of their backs and they are stood back to back. Then a clip is attached to each of the woman’s nipples from which is hanging a heavy chain; she is then bent forwards until she is at a right angle. Her partner is then made to stand with his buttocks pressed against hers, (where there is a big difference in height the more painful the race will become) then the chain is pulled between the woman’s thighs and, after some adjustment to ensure there is no slack, the other end is clipped to the man’s testicles. 

				As long as the woman remains bent over neither will feel too much pain but, running back to back makes that very unlikely. Either the man runs in front able to see where they are going and pulling his wife, who is not only bent double but has to keep her legs synchronised with his, or she goes in front not able to see clearly where she is going anyway because of being bent over. Needless to say anyway, whoever if at the back also has the added discomfort of trying to run backwards on their toes, because although the pins are no longer than a sixteenth of an inch high when forced through the heel of the running shoes, half a dozen of these sticking into a heel and taking all of your weight, can be, to say the least, uncomfortable. 

				At the start of the race it could be seen why the Hudson’s were the favourites. As the flag dropped they immediately turned sideways across the track and side stepped away and after a few hundred yards they had a six yard lead over their nearest rivals, the Howard-White’s, who having won last year’s race, were left behind after they had a slight collision with another couple right at the start. 

				The yelps from the men and the high pitched squeals from the women as testicles and nipples were pulled by the chain, signalled the off to those who were watching from further down the track. 

				After only taking three steps the Horton’s fell, bringing down two other couples. The cries and groans as the six people tried their best to sort themselves out caused a lot of comments and laughter from the crowd. Indeed, even when they had managed to get clear of each other it was a sight to behold as the couples tried to get to their feet. First the man would try to stand bringing screams of pain from his wife; then it would be his turn to cry out as she tried to stand up. Finally it took three course stewards to lift each couple to their feet, but not until the crowd appeared to have had their fill of the antics. 

				The Hudson’s crossed the line in front of all the others with a loud cheer from everyone who’d placed their money on them. The second couple home were not last year’s winners as had been expected. They had taken a fall after three quarters of a mile and, with a supreme effort that brought applause from the crowd, gritted their teeth and with agonising grunts and gasps had climbed to their feet. Painful as their efforts were, they were far less painful than the birching their master had promised them should they fail to complete the course. 

				The race over, bets won or lost, the punters returned to the paddock to look over the next field of runners. 

				One or two of the owners whose horses had fallen, rode them back to the paddock by sitting on the women’s back after collecting them from the stewards. 

				The race just described above is also run with the women bent over and the man facing the same direction as her. This brings many a crude comment from the crowd as it gives the impression that the man is trying to mount her while she does her best to run away. 

				Another game that the people can place a bet on the ‘The Matching Game’. Half a dozen women are placed behind a black curtain which has gaps that they thrust their breasts through, while at the same time pushing their backsides through a similar curtain behind them. 

				At the betting counter, one places a bet at odds of two to one, that they could identify all the women from a set of photos by their breasts, or odds of three to one they could do so from their bottoms. 

				In groups of six they would go forward and place the photos either above a bottom or over a breast. When the bets had been won or lost the women would either be changed for fresh ones or shuffled around. Next to this stall was one that, instead of having breasts and bottoms to choose from, there were cocks and bottoms for the lady punters. In both cases, one could feel or squeeze the items on display and it was very understandable that, all the cocks were sticking up in the air after the first female had made her choice. 

				From time to time a steward would have to remove items such as flowers, thin sticks or written words and drawings from their charge’s bottoms and in one case a walking stick. 

				 

				***

				 

				At the end of the day everyone always had a great time, that is, apart from the servants and two well-known ladies of the town. 

				The towns folk still couldn’t get over the change in Mrs Thomas and Mrs Norman. Who would have believed a few short months ago that they, of all people, would not only donate a large amount of money to the fete but also spend from first light until the last person had departed, selling raffle tickets and acting as guides. 

				Their reward for all this hard work was a pat on the bottom from Miss Dalison and being told how pleased she was with them both. As an extra treat for being ‘Good Little Girls’, as she put it, Jane told them they could stay out until ten thirty the following night instead of having to be home by nine thirty. 

				Vera and Susanne thanked her, both feeling pleased with themselves for doing such a fine job. They were also in danger of beginning to accept Jane’s authority over them. This was a silly thing to allow to happen, for once Jane and her friends realised this, it wouldn’t be any fun ordering two grown women around like children. After all, they could do this to their parents’ servants, well sometimes at least. 

				

				Unbeknown to Vera and Susanne, the time was getting closer to the day when Jane would take all the evidence against them and present it to the courts. So, the fact that she had said it was something she would only do if they refused to obey her, who kept promises to servants in this day and age and that’s all they would be after she had denounced them. 

				Jane, along with her friends, had already made plans for Vera and Susan’s last few days of freedom. They would have both women act as servants to their own servants. They would do all the household chores under the supervision of their own servants for one week. 

				But, before all this, they would both be fucked by their own and the other’s male servants, be made to lick each female servant to a climax and then receive a sound caning from each of them. 

				This was only a rough plan and Jane, along with her friends, knew they could think of much, much more before saying goodbye to the two women. 

				At a rough guess, Mrs Thomas and Mrs Norman had about two weeks left of semi-freedom. 
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