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Chapter 1

She leaned over and picked up the contraption with a certain amount of distaste. She adjusted her spectacles on the bridge of her nose and carefully typed out the message. She wasn't in any sense a supporter of frivolous modern technology, but her mobile telephone did have its uses. It was a late winter afternoon and the sun was quite low, the drawing room was a haven of peace and tranquillity, the only sound that could be heard was the sonorous ticking of the large, ancient clock in the far corner of the room.

Miss Bainbridge was a great believer in peace and quiet. In her house there was a place for everything and everything had a place. The large, ornate room was, as usual,  immaculate. The oak floor boards had been dusted and freshly waxed that morning, the Turkish rugs taken out into the yard and beaten. Every surface and every ornament had been dusted to with an inch of its life. The large bow windows had been washed of course, both inside and out.

She sat calmly and erect at her carefully arranged, antique writing desk, tapping out her message before checking it and then pressing the 'send' key. She was secretly quite proud of having mastered her new telephone, especially at her advanced time of life. Although, if hundreds of thousands of the great unwashed could use one, then so could she. She'd lived long enough to have developed a rather jaundiced view of her fellow human beings.

So many of them were really quite stupid and deserved every misfortune that befell them. Others were slaves to their particular weakness, drinking to excess, consuming drugs, eating far too much unhealthy, cheap food. She had no sympathy for them, only contempt. They weren't born alcoholics or drug abusers or grossly fat, God didn't make them that way. But that was so often the path they chose to follow.

Miss Bainbridge wasn't quite sure why. Poor genes? A sub-standard education, or just plain stupidity and ignorance? Who could say for certain? All that she knew was that there were an awful lot of them, feckless, hopeless individuals who were reluctant to take any sort of ownership for their own shortcomings or weaknesses. She'd virtually given up all hope, but then a serious, responsible political party had come to power, one that she passionately believed in. And then everything had changed.

***

"Are you coming into town tonight, Carrie? Steve's bringing some of his mates from work, should be a good night?"

Caroline Stamford smiled at her friend.

"Hope so, I haven't been out in ages."

It was true, various things had conspired to prevent her to enjoy her regular nights out with the girls. Not that she was any sense a party animal, but she did enjoy the camaraderie  and a few laughs with her friends from work and maybe just a couple of glasses of wine. That's what Friday nights were made for wasn't it?

She was making herself a coffee in the little communal kitchen when her phone buzzed. Absent mindedly she picked it up, her mind still thinking about Steve and his mates. Steve was Judy's boyfriend and therefore off limits, but he did have some decent looking friends. One of them she met before was quite cute as she recalled. She looked at the text, shit, it was her again!

'You are required to report this evening at 6pm. The usual conditions will apply.'

Shit, shit, shit! There was no way around this. Reporting was one of the conditions of her release. She'd have to make up some sort of excuse for the girls, as she had to do a couple of weeks ago, and for the same reason. At least like this she could still lead a relatively normal existence. The alternative was too awful to contemplate. Her friends knowing, her parents knowing, the shame of it would kill them.

***

Caroline sat on the bus looking out of the window as the familiar streets slipped by.  She could still remember the look on Judy's face when she had to make something up avoid going to the pub with her and the rest of the office. She could tell by the look on Judy's face that she didn't believe her, but what else could she do? That nasty, vindictive old woman just about ruled her life at the moment. And all because one bloody, stupid little mistake.

She walked slowly down the length of Acacia Avenue and then, inevitably, a left turn into Laurel Grove. She was a little bit early, but she knew that if she knocked on the navy blue door any earlier than the 6pm agreed time, then she'd simply be ignored. She subconsciously checked her appearance, tugging at her jacket and smoothing her hair down a little. This was always so nerve-wracking, but in a sense, Caroline knew that she deserved it.

As soon as she summoned her nerve and knocked on the ornate door, it opened. As if the smartly dressed maid had been standing there for an hour waiting for Caroline to knock. The woman, who Caroline guessed was maybe half a dozen years older than her, held out her hand for her coat.

"Good evening, miss," she said brightly, giving a little curtsey as she did so.

Hi, Jackie," replied Caroline, in a much less chirpy sort of tone. "How's things?"

"Very good, thank you miss. If you could follow me please?"

With a sinking heart, Caroline followed the traditionally dressed maid down the corridor to their right. About half way along a door opened and she was ushered inside.

"Your clothes are on the table, miss. Miss Bainbridge will see you in the drawing room just as soon as you're ready."

Caroline nodded wearily ,"thanks Jackie."

"And I'd hurry up if I were you, she's not in a good mood," whispered the woman, glancing around as if the walls  might have ears.

"Thanks again."

Miss Bainbridge was rarely, if ever, in a good mood.

***

Miss Eileen Bainbridge had spent a large part of the afternoon preparing herself for her forthcoming meeting with young Miss Stamford. She flexed the nasty-looking cane in her hands and then swished it through the air a few times. Her clothes were most appropriate, she thought, glossy, green high heels. black stockings and black underwear, a knee length black pencil skirt, and a nice dark green , long-sleeved silk blouse that matched her rather attractive shoes.

But as usual, it was the detail that mattered. The high collar of the blouse buttoned to her throat,  her greying hair piled on her head to make her look even taller than her 5' 10", her black academic gown, and her mortar board perched tidily on her head. Everything she wore was calculated to emphasise that she was in charge, and that Miss Caroline Stamford , despite her 25 years, was just a silly little girl.

She glanced across at the grandfather clock in the corner, but as she did so there was a knock at the door.

"Enter."

The girl entered, head bowed, and gave a deferential little curtsey before standing straight, arms by her sides.

"There you are, Stamford. I'm so glad that you could make it."

Caroline nodded her head slightly, but said nothing.

"You're looking very smart this evening, young lady?"

"Thank you, madam," replied Caroline.

Although she knew she looked absolutely ridiculous. It was always best to agree with madam and her pronouncements. She'd quickly learned that over time.

"In light of your crime and your subsequent behaviour, I think it most appropriate, don't you?"

Caroline could feel the tension in her stomach. She knew where this was going.

"Yes, madam."

"Remind me why again, dear?"

"I..it's to remind me that I act and behave like a silly little schoolgirl."

Miss Bainbridge nodded and gave a thin-lipped smile.

"And?"

"And as long as I do so I must be dressed in an appropriately schoolgirl manner," she managed to blurt out without stuttering.

Madam didn't approve of stuttering. She regarded it as yet more proof that Caroline was acting like a child again, and was in further need of chastisement. She looked Caroline up and down carefully, scrutinising her for any errors she might have made. She was really quite intimidating, despite her age. In the old days, Caroline and her school friends would have taken some pleasure in mocking her appearance or her looks if she'd been unfortunate enough to be one of their teachers at school. Now, however, nothing could have been further from her mind. She stood ram-rod stiff as if at attention.

Caroline knew exactly what she looked like, she'd seen her reflection often enough in the mirror of the dressing-room. Her pale face scrubbed clean of make-up, her blonde hair tied with blue and yellow ribbons and finished in two childish pigtails. Her shiny black ballet flats, white ankle socks and thigh-length, pleated grey gymslip. Her white school blouse with the chafing, stiff collar and the tightly-knotted blue and yellow striped tie.

The transformation was quite amazing, rather than a sophisticated 25 year old office worker, she looked like a small, terrified schoolgirl,. Which, she thought bitterly, was exactly what Miss Bainbridge intended. And not only did she look like a scared little mouse, that was exactly how she felt. She promised herself, as she did at every meeting that she had with the horrible woman, that as soon as she was no longer required to attend these humiliating sessions with her that she'd make damn sure that she did nothing to warrant another punishment like the one she was undergoing.

She watched as the woman settled herself behind her imposing desk.

"Perhaps we should start by reviewing the past few days, Stamford? When were you last here?"

"On Tuesday evening, madam," she replied.

"And what has transpired since then?" Asked Miss Bainbridge.

She always spoke like that, like someone might have done in a previous century. It was quite unsettling, she wasn't even sure what the word 'transpire' meant until Miss Bainbridge had spanked the knowledge into her bare bottom.

"I've been at work, madam, on Wednesday, Thursday and Friday."

"Remind me what it is you do again?"

Caroline managed to stop herself sighing or, heaven forbid, rolling her eyes. Miss Bainbridge knew exactly what she did for a living.

"I'm a secretary, madam, At Danvers, madam."

The woman stared at her for just slightly too long as if trying to detect a hint of insolence.

"A junior secretary, Stamford, If I'm not mistaken?"

"Yes, madam," she was such a horrible old bitch!

"Then why not say that, you silly girl? It's nothing to be ashamed of, in fact it's probably the most you'll ever achieve."

Caroline could feel the first tears already forming in her eyes. Miss Bainbridge could make her cry without raising a hand to her.

"Well?"

"I'm sorry, madam. I'm a junior secretary."

"Although you were a senior secretary once, weren't you?"

Caroline could feel that familiar tension in her stomach again.

"Yes, madam."

"But what happened?"

"I was sacked, madam."

"And why was that?"

"It was as a punishment for my crime, madam"

Caroline blushed horribly. She hated to be reminded of her mistake. Which Miss Bainbridge was thoroughly aware of, of course.

"Thieves never prosper, young lady. As I'm sure you're fully aware now?"

"Yes, madam," she blushed again.

It was true, she was a thief. As Miss Bainbridge never seemed to tire of reminding her. She was a little thief, a shoplifter, and now she was paying the price for it. And a long and painful price it was turning out to be. After Caroline was quietly sacked from her old job, it was easy enough for Miss Bainbridge to find another one for her at Danvers, a larger business in town. Although nothing was actually said, Caroline was aware that certain senior managers knew all about her and her past history.

But at least her shame and humiliation was largely a private thing. Her name had been kept out of the newspapers, her new workmates, her friends, and more importantly her mum and dad and the rest of her family didn't know that she was a thief. She didn't particularly like working at her new place of employment, it was far more old-fashioned and strict than her last place.  Plus she was on a much lower salary than now that she had in effect been demoted. But on the other hand she actually did have a job, which was something to be grateful for at least.

Under the new legislation, she had taken the opportunity of being dealt with at the whim of the local magistrate, Miss Bainbridge in this case, as opposed to a mandatory two years in prison with no chance of parole. Caroline was unlucky enough to commit her crime when a policy of zero tolerance was being ferociously pursued by virtually all local councils. As a result she'd admitted her guilt without going to trial and accepted her sentence, a minimum two years of mentorship under a responsible local person.

On the face of it, that sounded by far the best option. No publicity, no trial, no shame, and the opportunity to retain a job of some nature. Businesses came under pressure to sack their employees found guilty of any crime, even one so insignificant as hers. And that's partly what was so galling as far as Caroline was concerned. When she was at school, petty shoplifting, especially in the lunch break was something that lots of her girlfriends did. It was like a rite of passage.

Even if they were caught it might end in scolding from their form teachers who weren't that much bothered anyway. Nowadays things were far different. Nowadays almost any crime, no matter how insignificant or petty was dealt with by imposing a two year jail term or a year in reform school for the younger miscreants. Although it was a system that was widely criticised at first the government stuck to their guns and were rewarded with a huge fall in petty crime.

Encouraged by the positive response, the new government had not only doubled down on their promises, but increased the number of crimes that were punishable by prison sentences, mentoring or even corporal punishment. The voting public loved it and returned them to power with an even greater majority. The newspapers declared it a run to ‘proper moral viewers’, some even was as far as to describe it as a new Victorian epoch.

It was Caroline's misfortune to have been caught up in this new reforming zeal, wrong place, wrong time, as she constantly reminded herself. All of which meant that she'd come under the control of a particularly mean, vindictive old woman. Miss Bainbridge had decided, for some reason, to appoint herself as Caroline's mentor, and for the last two months her life had been turned upside down by the elderly woman and her demands.

For instance, she regularly received texts messages at work or in her flat directing her to do something or another. She was very much at Miss Bainbridge's beck and call. The alternative was too terrible to contemplate, two years in one of the frightening new prisons she'd heard so much about. And should Miss Bainbridge request a prison sentence for Caroline, which as a magistrate she could, the whole two year term would start from that day. There was no possibility of parole, in fact the sentence could be increased on the whim of the prison governor.

No, better by far was her mentorship under Miss Bainbridge, no matter how shaming or demeaning it was. And it was certainly both those things.

She had committed a crime, she’d been caught and sentenced, and now she was suffering the consequences. She couldn’t even discuss the matter with anyone. It wasn’t so much the crime that she’d been found guilty of, it was the shame of being mentored. What would her friends think if they knew, for example, that she was at the beck and call of a horrid old woman like Miss Bainbridge? She would never be able to live it down.

Chapter 2

She had tried to sit still, she really had. But her bottom was sore, the pew was hard, and she'd been sat there in the same position for nearly two hours. She felt the bony fingers of the shrew sat on her right side slide across her thigh and take a firm grip of bare flesh between her thumb and forefinger. The nip, when it came was so painful that she had to bite on her own finger to prevent herself squealing out loud.

"Sit still, missy!" whispered the older woman fiercely. "I’ve warned you before haven’t I? Just you wait until we get you home!"

Melanie sat as still as she could, staring straight ahead at the vicar at the front of the church still lecturing his flock after two soul-destroying hours. The pain in her bottom had subsided to a dull ache. She had been spanked early that morning, over uncle's knee as a warning to be on her best behaviour, and then she'd been paddled by Mrs Beckett in her Sunday School class just before being sent into church. Including the time spent in Sunday school she’d been sat on a hard, unyielding wooden bench for nearly three hours.

She felt the cold, clammy hand of her uncle on her left thigh, squeezing and stroking the bare flesh just above her knee. Melanie managed to resist the urge to angrily remove it and made herself sit and ignore him. He wasn't her uncle of course, no more than the old shrew was her aunty. But those were the name s that they wanted her to call them, Uncle Trevor and Aunty Margery.

It was a ridiculous, humiliating nonsense, of course. Especially considering her age. But unfortunately that's what the terms of her mentoring contract had included. She's signed away her independence in order to save herself from prison. And to make matters worse, the crime she was accused and sentenced for was committed without her knowledge. She hadn't been employed for very long in her new office, maybe three months maximum, when it was discovered that a major fraud had taken place there.

Melanie had been as confused as anyone else when it all came to light. It had been a long-running affair by all accounts involving no more than half a dozen of the more senior staff. They'd all fled the scene by the time it was probably investigated. In order to placate the public and encourage the government's 'tough on crime' approach some of the more junior staff had been punished. Melanie as the recent PA to one of the ringleaders, had been found guilty of being an accessory and sentenced to three years in jail.

When she was offered the chance of being enrolled in the Mentoring scheme, she'd taken it without a second thought. After all, who wanted to have a prison record at the age of 22? Her career would have been over before it had properly begun. That was just over a month ago and ever since that day, the first of March, she'd had plenty of time to regret that impetuous decision.  It didn't take her very long at all to realise that her mentors were a pair of cruel sadists. A fact that she could do absolutely nothing about.

The fact that ‘Uncle Trevor’ was stroking her thigh in full view of people sat around her didn’t seem to attract any notice, let alone any condemnation. His age compared to hers would surely been enough in the olden days to draw at least some attention. But now, it seemed to be viewed as quite natural. Melanie knew for sure that she wasn’t the only woman undergoing mentorship. There were half a dozen in today’s congregation for example. But that certainly didn’t make it any more bearable. She stifled a sigh of self pity and tried to concentrate.

***

"Are you listening to me, girl?" Barked the sour faced woman from the front seat of the car.

"Yes, aunty, sorry aunty," she blushed as she said the words. Her long, dark braids flicking around as she turned to face the woman.

"Daydreaming is a part of your problem, missy. I thought that your Uncle Trevor and I might have taught you different now, but that doesn't seem to be the case!"

"She thinks she's a rebel, Margery. But I call it insolence, pure and simple."

Melanie felt her stomach knot. This was when it was worst, when the two of them took it in turns to bully and cajole her.

"I...I' so sorry, Uncle Trevor, I..."

"I don't think you are, young lady. But I can promise you that you will be, and very soon."

Melanie could already feel her eyes clouding with tears.

"I was asking you if you'd done all of your homework. If you bothered listening to me, you ungrateful child!" Shouted the woman.

"A...almost, aunt."

"Almost?!" Bellowed the man from the driver's seat. "What do you mean, almost?"

Melanie quickly wiped the tears from her eyes with the cuff of her blazer.

"I have some more algebra to finish. The questions were really h...hard," she managed to sniff.

"Well, let's hope for your sake that you get the hang of those questions very quickly,  missy. We're having dinner in exactly one hour, you have your two hours of bible study, and then I think an early night is in order for our little girl. What do you think, Uncle Trevor?"

"I'd say so, Aunty Margery. The child has been playing up, a smacked bottom and an early night would be the best option."

Trevor smiled to himself. Melanie was a real cutie, he could hardly believe his luck when the girl had been sent to his house. Margery's friendship with Eileen Bainbridge had really come in handy. They'd mentioned that they were interested in the mentorship scheme, having heard some of Eileen's stories, and within two weeks that juicy little morsel had been delivered into their hands.

She was some sort of white-collar criminal, apparently. He hadn't paid a lot of attention if he was honest. The only thing that interested him was the fact she'd been convicted of a crime and a part of her punishment was to be incarcerated in his home. She was a very attractive girl, she was really a woman of course but he couldn't help but think of her as a girl.

Margery and he had decided that she was to be treated as the daughter that neither of them had ever had. Eileen Bainbridge herself had suggested the idea, apparently it was all about making sure that those in the mentorship scheme learned a memorable lesson. A way to set them back on the straight and narrow as it were. Humiliation, apparently, was considered to be a most appropriate tool with which to reinforce that particular message.

Trevor Simpson smiled indulgently to himself as he drove the car. There was no doubt that the little criminal in the back seat was receiving more than her fair share of that. The vehicle pulled into their long, gravel drive. Almost before the car had stopped, Margery Simpson had unbuckled her seatbelt and opened her door. Melanie had tried to shrink away, but the woman took a firm grip on her ear lobe and manoeuvred her out of the car before angrily propelling her into the large, detached house.

Trevor smiled again as he watched the girl scurry alongside his sister. Her silly little straw hat with the purple and white ribbons had stayed resolutely jammed to her head. Her tiny, pleated green gingham skirt had flipped up just enough to afford him a glimpse of her virginal white knickers. As he climbed out of his car, he heard the familiar noise of a large, calloused palm being very firmly applied to the back of a pair of long, white, coltish legs. Accompanied by a panicky squealing noise as Melanie tried unsuccessfully to avoid her deserved punishment.

Chapter 3

"Spillage in aisle 3. Spillage in aisle 3. Immediate assistance please."

As soon as she heard the disembodied metallic message, Harriet put down her pricing gun and scurried over to the sink. Underneath she found a bucket which she half filled with water and  then, pausing only to collect a mop from its place in the corner she hurried off with her cart to where she was needed.

Someone had dropped a carton of orange juice and it had split. There was a pool of the stuff already in one half of the aisle.  As she pulled up alongside and picked up her mop she could see two of the management team already on their way to meet her.

"Where the hell have you been, you lazy old bitch?" Demanded the young woman placing her hands on her hips.

"Yes, get a bloody move on, someone could have been badly hurt thanks to you," added the young man, fixing her with a stern expression.

Harriet didn't reply, she simply got on with mopping up the juice as the two management trainees stood and watched her.

"Don't forget to check under the fittings in case any of it has gone under there."

Harriet did as she was told, getting down onto her knees to peer under the shelves. Everything seemed okay. She pulled herself up on to her feet. Now to just put up the yellow, 'slippery when wet' warning cones...shit! She hadn't picked them up from the janitor's closet.

"You stupid girl!" Scolded the smartly dressed young woman, realising what Harriet had done. "Run and get the cones right now!"

Harriet turned to go, her cheeks blazing with humiliation. That little bitch wasn't even half her age and yet she was ordering about without a second thought.

"Run, girl!" Shouted the spotty young man, which caused several heads to turn a stare as she made her way back down the aisle.

Harriet could feel herself blushing again at the sheer humiliation coursing through her veins. She was thirty eight years old, and a former Partner in a thriving legal firm and yet here she was at the beck and call of two absolute nerds. She jog-walked back to the scruffy little windowless box room that was now laughingly referred to as her office. Trying desperately not to draw attention to herself and at the same time hurry.

Despite these brief flashes of self-pity, Harriet knew that she'd bought the situation on herself. Even now she couldn't really explain what had possessed her to steal from client funds. She had been very well remunerated and she already had a nice house and a nice car. But she knew others that weren't half as clever as her and worked half as hard as she did and yet lived in bigger houses and drove even more desirable cars.

She had managed to convince herself that somehow what she already had wasn't enough, that she deserved more and better stuff. That, she supposed, was why she had taken those few thousand pounds. When the company books were audited without forewarning, her embarrassingly simple subterfuge had been quickly discovered. Her employees were left in a quandary. Clearly they couldn't continue to employ someone as untrustworthy as Harriet, but on the other hand a long, drawn-out trial would be very bad news for a business that prided itself on its discretion.

The answer was for Harriet to plead guilty in a magistrates court on the understanding that, for now at least, she'd be spared a jail sentence. As a result, here she was, a former high-flying, mature solicitor stacking shelves and mopping floors in a low-rent supermarket. The one saving grace of which was that it was tucked in a small, provincial town. Far away from the big city where she'd made her name. Her former employees had insisted on that. They didn't want her friends and colleagues bumping into her and the true story leaking out.

Her judge at the trial had smiled as he gave her a five year sentence. The population, he'd told her, needed protecting from avaricious, untrustworthy predators like Harriet Barker. There would be no possibility of parole for her, and if she was unwise enough to appear in front of him again, she would be sentenced to five more years in prison with hard labour which was where, in his opinion, she really belonged.

Harriet remembered weeping at the sentence, partly because of the shame of it, but partly because she knew that in her heart of hearts, that she deserved it. Before she was brought to court, she was allowed to explain to the few people who were interested that she'd been offered a very good position in the middle east that was 'too good to turn down'. And then, when sentence was passed, she'd been driven in the back of an unmarked police van to begin her new career.

Her mentor turned out to be a man, an unmarried single man. A former officer in the navy in fact. He was 57, almost exactly twenty years older than her. A stern-faced, taciturn chap at the best of times. He would have been quite intimidating even if she knew him as  a friend, or as a work colleague. But in her present situation he was really quite terrifying. He was big and broad with massive hands. He had closely cropped, iron-grey hair and deep brown, almost black pupils. He was always immaculately turned out in a collar and tie, a perfectly pressed suit,  and freshly polished brogues.

Harriet knew that he looked down on her, he'd made that very plain from the start. He had no time for thieves or crooks, or 'criminal deviants' as he liked to call them, and he firmly believed that women weren't cut out for the legal world. They weren't, in his opinion, smart enough or tough enough. Harriet's momentary lapse was a case in point as far as he was concerned. Now, he'd warned her, she'd better settle down and behave herself.

A few years ago those sort of antediluvian attitudes would have been ridiculed, and rightly so in Harriet's opinion. But now she didn't feel much like laughing.

Now, where were those bloody warning signs? Ah, there in that cupboard. Harriet interrupted her reverie to pull the damn things out before turning and hurrying back to aisle 3.

She'd quickly found out that Commander John Reid, Royal Navy (retired), didn't joke about such matters. On her first night at his smart residence he'd given her a long list of rules regarding her behaviour while she was  in his house. After leaving her alone in her grim little room for a couple of hours he called her down and asked her if she'd read them thoroughly.

When she replied in the affirmative, he then proceeded to test her! That was certainly something she hadn't expected. Her subsequent dismal failure ended in her being ordered to bend over the large, oak dining table before being given ' a little dose of the stick' as he liked to term it. Despite her reluctance, and at first at least, her downright refusal to obey that particular instruction, he was far too big and powerful for her.

He simply bent her over the desk, pinning her by the neck, before applying a stiff Malacca cane to her writhing backside. Despite her struggling and kicking there was no way she could shake herself free. She simply had to accept whatever discipline he chose to inflict on her. And it was a long session. He simply carried on chastising her until she lay limp and defeated.

When she eventually gathered the strength to get up, she had to stand and attention while he explained that lying was unacceptable and would result in punishment. Not carrying out a task as mandated by him was unacceptable and would result in punishment. Trying to avoid a punishment was similarly unacceptable and would result in further punishment, and did she understand all those things? Sniffing and weeping she had told him that she did understand and that she was sorry and that it wouldn't happen again.

She'd been given time to compose herself he gave her supper and then a mug of warm milk before declaring that he believed she needed an early night. Despite the relatively early hour, Harriet didn't feel even slightly like contesting that particular decision and took herself, her striped backside and her shattered ego slowly upstairs to her miserable little room at the top of the house.

***

She turned into aisle 3 to find her two managers standing self-importantly around the damp patch, advising customers to look out and be careful. Harriet quickly erected the warning signs. Once she had done so, the two teenage managers simply walked away without so much as a word of thanks. Harriet watched them leave with a slight shake of the head. Neither of those two half-wits would have lasted ten minutes in any of the fast-paced, high pressured environments that she herself had thrived in.

But then on the other hand, she thought ruefully, despite their incompetence the two of them had their liberty and would no doubt be going home to their own houses or more likely, their parents' houses. She on the other hand would be making her reluctant way back to Captain Reid's house. While they enjoyed dinner and the TV, she would be back under his baleful glaze almost too scared to breathe in case that offended him in some way.

Chapter 4

Caroline was on 'her' stool again. It was a small wooden one about 12 inches high. It had always been her stool, ever since she had been coming to Miss Bainbridge's house. It was used for a variety of purpose. Sometimes the woman made her sit on it while she was being lectured or was awaiting punishment. The small size of it merely emphasised the difference in status between the two of them and made Caroline feel even smaller and less significant, if that was possible.

At other times she'd be made to stand on it while holding her skirt up and displaying either her tight, navy-blue knickers or her naked bottom. Sometimes, before a punishment, the cheeks were alabaster white. At other times they were a deep, scalding red after Miss Bainbridge had finished dealing with her.

This time, however, Miss Bainbridge had put one foot on the stool and Caroline had been hauled across her knee. Her childish gymslip had been removed and placed tidily over an armchair leaving Caroline in just her blouse and tie and knickers. She was bent like a hairpin over the woman's black stockinged knee.  Both her hands were being held in the small of her back in one of the woman's hands so that Caroline couldn't reach around to protect herself. Her feet meanwhile drummed along the expensive looking rug on the parquet flooring as Miss Bainbridge used her other hand to belabour the seat of Caroline's knickers with a black, rubber plimsoll.

Whop!

Whop!

Whop!

The sound reverberated around the room . Caroline struggled to stay silent but couldn't help but emit small sounds of distress. Miss Bainbridge was a very strong, determined woman who quite clearly liked to inflict pain.

Whop!

Whop!

Whop!

Despite the ever-mounting heat in her backside, Caroline knew better than to beg for her thrashing to stop. She used to do that all the time in the old days, but she'd very quickly learned that Miss Bainbridge didn't like her to do it.

Whop!

Whop!

Whop!

The only answer was to grit her teeth and bear it until Miss Bainbridge decided that she'd had enough.

Whop!

Whop!

Whop!

The tears streamed down he eyes as the cruel beating continued. Most of them due to the agony in her behind, but some of them due to the intense shame and humiliation she was being subjected to. And all for what? Just for slipping a little bottle of perfume into her handbag when nobody was looking...that was all!

It wasn't as if the perfume had been that expensive. If it had been five pounds cheaper she'd probably have got away with a punishment caning in the front of the department store. Put in the stocks for the morning and then caned at lunchtime in front of all the staff and shoppers. That would have been bad enough of course, but this...this, was far worse.

The value of her theft made it mandatory for her to appear in front of the magistrate, and the magistrate was Miss Bainbridge. There was absolutely nothing that Caroline or her parents, or anyone in fact could do about it. What her tormentor had done was absolutely legal and above board. Caroline had transgressed and now she was being punished to the absolute letter of the law.

Whop!

Whop!

Whop!

The slipper rose and fell with slow but consistent force. Miss Bainbridge was unrelenting in carrying out any sort of punishment. The rules regarding Mentorship were straightforward and clear. Any offender in the scheme was to be subject to any reasonable punishment for whatever reason that her mentor might decree. The word, 'reasonable' was the key in this description. Miss Bainbridge for her part liked to think that it meant anything that she personally thought to be reasonable.

Whop!

Whop!

Whop!

Which in her opinion was only right and proper. She was a stickler for the rules, old-fashioned and pedantic enough to adhere to them just as closely as she could. So, being urged to apply ‘any reasonable punishment’, that’s exactly what Eileen Bainbridge did. She was from an age when children were most definitely seen but not heard and subject to any punishment that a parent decided to mete out.

The long slump into decadent permissiveness as she thought of it  was most dispiriting as far as she was concerned. Young people allowed to run wild, to have opinions even on things that didn’t concern them was quite disturbing. But then, and just about in time to avoid the total breakdown of society, a government after her own heart had finally managed to establish itself. It was like a miracle! Miss Bainbridge wasn’t a religious person exactly but that’s how it felt.

In fact, like a majority of people nowadays, that was a factor in encouraging her to start going back to church on Sundays. Attendance was positively encouraged by the new government. It was felt by some that the ‘modernisation’ of the church had driven away more people than it had encouraged to join. A return to the old ways had seen a huge boom in the numbers at congregations up and down the country.

All government employees, for example, were very strongly ‘encouraged’ to attend their local places of worship. More and more big businesses made it a condition of employment that their workers, and their families, would be required to go to church on a regular basis. Most children of school age were required to attend Sunday school classes. Being a magistrate, Miss Bainbridge soon acquired positions on the management committees of a number of local churches.

In other words, she was ideally positioned to oversee the morality of a great many of her parishioners. A situation which Miss Bainbridge was only too keen to take advantage of. It was if her connections and power made her a de facto member of the local police force. She and her coterie of like-minded, reactionary old women were the people who established and enforced the moral regulations that governed the small town they lived in.

Whop!

Whop!

Whop!

And Miss Bainbridge took a certain amount of pride, as well as pleasure, in that arrangement.

Chapter 5

Caroline knocked on the general manager's door and entered only when told to do so by his elderly secretary. This new position at Danvers was so different to her relaxed, and dare she say it, easy job at her old place on the other side of town. This place was so strict and old-fashioned, all her managers in fact anyone senior to her had to be referred to as Mr or Mrs or whatever title was appropriate. Senior management, such as Mr Nugent were always 'sir' as far as she was concerned. She wasn't the youngest employee by any means, but she was definitely the most junior.

She didn't particularly dislike Mr Nugent, he was a dry old stick that was for sure. But although he was formal, humourless, and extremely serious he didn't seem particularly horrible to his staff . Miss Robertson, his long-term assistant, on the other hand was a particularly vindictive old witch. She looked like she was permanently unhappy, as if she'd never smiled in her life. Caroline didn't like her at all and she was sure that the feeling was mutual. The essential problem was that both Mr Nugent and Miss Robertson were two of the people knew all about her past... indiscretions.

Both had been secretly delighted to have a woman like Caroline in their employ. Miss Robertson was a church acquaintance of Miss Bainbridge and had a very similar outlook on life. She was a spinster, the sort of woman whom life seemed to have just passed by. She'd never been exactly a happy woman, her dour personality and her rather plain features had ensured that. But as she became older she became more and more embittered. The only thing she had in her life that she really enjoyed was her job, and her secret crush on Mr Nugent.

Mr Nugent, unfortunately, was married and he was far too much of a gentleman to make a pass at her. So there relationship was one of mutual respect rather than a romantic one. However, one area where their opinions did strongly coincide was their respect for the new government, especially its hard line on law and order. Miss Robertson's acquaintance with Miss Bainbridge made it easy for Caroline Stamford to be employed at Danvers. Mr Nugent was most supportive of the idea in fact.

And now here was the hussy herself, stood smartly to attention in front of Mr Nugent's large, imposing desk. How times had changed in the last half dozen years or so, thought Miss Robertson. In the bad old days, little thieves like Miss Stamford would have been given a laughably lenient sentence or even let off altogether if they could concoct a suitably sad back-story about themselves in the local court.

But now, thanks to the new government, magistrates were far more harsh. All crimes were punished now, no matter how seemingly trivial they were. But that was a good thing, all her like-minded friends agreed with her. At last the people had spoken and discovered that the government they had elected was actually standing up for them. Instead of laughing at good, honest people like Mr Nugent and herself, common little lawbreakers like Miss Stamford were being punished.

Miss Roberson looked over her spectacles at the young woman in front of her. She was a pretty little thing, she supposed, if you liked that sort of saccharine-sweet appearance. With her blonde haired and blue eyes, Miss Robertson was fairly sure that even her limited experience men would definitely chase after young Miss Stamford. Which, as far as Miss Robertson at least was concerned, was another black mark.

She had no doubt that Caroline Stamford had been one of the favourites at school. All the boys and the male teachers after her. Getting away with things that would simply horrify Miss Robertson, dressing like the little tart she obviously was, for instance. Having a string of boyfriends, and indulgent, doting parents. All the things that Miss Robertson herself had lacked in her formative years.

But one thing was for certain. Now the boot was well and truly on the other foot. She, Olive Robertson may not be attractive or young or as perky or as popular as little Miss Stamford. But neither was she a wanton thief. She hadn't disgraced herself or been sacked from her place of work for being a criminal. She hadn't been placed into the mentorship scheme. She wasn't getting her bottom smacked on a very regular basis.  As she sat by Mr Nugent's side, ostensibly to make notes, she couldn't help but give a small, silent smile of amusement.

Carrie noticed of course, she was well used to seeing people's reaction at her unfortunate circumstances. Even that miserable old bitch was laughing at her now. She tried to keep her face neutral, she'd learned to her cost not to display what she was thinking.

"So, Miss Stamford, here we all are again for your monthly review. Is there anything you'd like to tell Miss Robertson and I before I begin?"

Carrie swallowed nervously. What she'd really like to do was to swear loudly at the two of them before angrily flouncing out of the room. instead she had to begin her painful recitation that she'd had to learn by heart.

"On the second of the month I was spanked by Miss Bainbridge for having a loose tie, sir. On the fourth, Miss Bainbridge reprimanded me for cheek and caned both my hands, sir. On the fifth..."

This was so desperately humiliating, having to detail every single punishment meted out by that bitch, Bainbridge, that she'd received in the last month, in chronological order without missing anything out.

"On the eleventh, Miss Bainbridge had me paddled in front of the committee of magistrates at their office in town as a reminder that my future behaviour must be impeccable, sir. On the fourteenth... "

Carrie clenched her fists until she could feel her nails digging into the palms of her hands. She could see Miss Robertson busily writing down every detail, a copy of which Carrie would have to present to her mentor to ensure that she'd omitted nothing. Mr Nugent meanwhile just sat and stared at her dispassionately as he always did. She hoped that maybe, just maybe he wasn't taking any pleasure in her shame.

If only she knew

Despite his unconcerned facade, Lawrence Nugent was very interested in Miss Stamford. Very interested indeed in fact. His marriage to his dull, boring wife was functional at best,  she'd lost all interest in sex and let herself go to seed. He sometimes thought that as soon as she'd got what she wanted, a ring on her finger and a man to look after her, she'd lost what little interest she had in him as well.

She spent most of her day snacking and watching witless television. Even when he returned to their family home after a long days work, those remained her two favourite occupations. As a result, most of his free time was spent in his little office surfing the internet for things that actually did interest him. He often smiled at his own  ability to disguise his true feelings. As far as someone like Miss Robertson was concerned no doubt, he was an upright, honest, a man of integrity.

In reality he was interested in the subjugation and dominance of women, especially attractive young blondes like Miss Caroline Stamford. His computer was full of images of women like her in all sorts of amusing and entertaining poses, usually having their bottoms smacked or tied in all sorts of humiliating positions. In many ways, the rise of the new ruling party and the abrupt changes in society had been a remarkably exciting time.

But in others it was incredibly frustrating, his wife for instance had absolutely no interest in his particular hobbies. Whereas at work, he certainly had the authority to deal with young women as he saw fit, the simple truth was that he just didn't trust himself. The current situation in his office for example was a case in point. Just listening to the attractive, shamefaced girl reeling off her various misdeeds and the ensuing punishments was enough to give him a very large and no doubt very prominent erection.

He had no doubt that if he were to take a girl like Caroline over his knee and administer a well deserved spanking that his...enjoyment would be plain for all to see. And that was the problem, he was coming up for retirement shortly, and he couldn't jeopardise that in any way. He'd successfully hidden his predilections for forty years, and he wasn't about to reveal them now. Plus of course, he had a reputation to maintain  within the business. Whatever would happen when a girl like Caroline learned his secret, or God forbid, an honest churchgoing woman like Miss Robertson? It didn't bear thinking about!

"And on the 31st I had my bottom slapped for inattention and fidgeting."

Lawrence Nugent realised just in time that the girl had stopped talking. His  erection was almost painful  as he watched the flush of humiliation on her pretty face.

"Miss Bainbridge has been very busy, I see?"

"Y...yes, sir," admitted Caroline.

He paused for a second to allow her to wallow in her own shame.

"Which I'm afraid seems to suggest that your behaviour is becoming worse, rather than better. What do you think, Miss Roberson?"

"Oh, I agree Mr Nugent. The girl seems to be getting worse . It's as if her punishments are having no real effect.?"

How Mr Nugent managed to not rub at himself was a mystery. He put it down to his iron will and self-control.

"As far as I'm personally concerned, your behaviour this month has been adequate. Although I'm afraid that Miss Robertson may have a slightly different interpretation?"

Miss Robertson did indeed have a different take on the situation. Miss Stamford was a lazy individual who simply wasn't pulling her weight at Danvers. And in Miss Robertson's opinion that warranted a short, sharp lesson.

Lawrence Nugent pretended to weigh up the pro's and con's , but in reality there was no question that Miss Stamford would be leaving his office with anything other than a roasted backside.

"Very well then, Miss Robertson, if you think it's for the best."

Olive Robertson was very sure that thrashing the junior secretary's glorious backside with a stiff, wooden paddle was very much for the best. Eagerly she got to her feet and picked the implement up from Mr Nugent's desk where it had lain threateningly for the last 15 minutes.

"Nose to the desk please, young lady, and give your hands to Mr Nugent as normal."

For a confirmed spanking enthusiast like Lawrence Nugent, this was an absolute dream come true. A beautiful blonde, unobtainable young woman having her bottom bared in preparation for having it paddled. The one regret was that it was his assistant who was about to carry out the punishment rather than him. But, on the other hand, he did have the best seat in the house. Which was some consolation at least.

"Keep your eyes on Mr Nugent please, Miss Stamford."

Her lovely, tear-filled blue eyes looked up at him. Thank goodness she couldn't see through the desk and witness for herself his burgeoning tumescence. He tried very hard to keep his expression neutral as he watched her face slowly dissolve into tears and then pitiful howling as the paddle crashed repeatedly into her backside. It was as if all his fantasies had come true at once.  He looked forward to these monthly meetings enormously.

Chapter 6

Because of her relatively young age it had been decided that rather being found another place to work, Melanie would be encouraged to extend her education. She'd managed to leave school with a few nondescript exam passes, but little in the way of any practical experience. As was the case with many of her contemporaries. And now that her work experience had ended before it had hardly begun, she was still in that same boat.

Fortunately for girls like Melanie, the Government had considered the problem of the surfeit of young women leaving schools and universities with no discernable skills, and had formulated a remedy. Under the new regulations, girls over the age of 18 could be enrolled in one of the many local colleges that had been established up and down the country. The colleges had been designed as stepping-stones back into the world of real work. Especially for the older woman.

Many of them had attended schools when they were more like social clubs than actual places of work where pupils should be educated. Ridiculous concepts like human rights and social obligations seemed to dominate, when in fact the sole purpose of attending school should have been to further one's education.  The new government had put a stop to all that sort of thing. Schools were now strictly regimented places that churned out well-educated, obedient, disciplined employees for the nation's businesses.

Colleges for the over 18's were even more strict because the women attending them generally didn't have the benefit of being educated in the current system. Therefore they had to be brought up to speed, and quickly. Offices, for example had changed enormously. Women in offices had become largely ornamental in many cases. Pretty girls in pretty clothes manning desks that dealt with the general public. Or if a woman was allowed to retain any sort of managerial or technical role, they were usually governed by a strict dress code and always subject to a male supervisor.

Melanie had gone straight from university into her new job. She'd actually celebrated her 22nd birthday while she was there. Then, after a mere three months or so, it had all gone horribly wrong. Due to her criminal conviction her examinations, all of them, had been rescinded leaving her with no job, virtually no experience, and no qualifications. She was an ideal candidate to be returned back to college, and that's what had been stipulated as a part of her mentorship programme.

Trevor and Margery Simpson had expended a great deal of time and effort in finding just the right place for their little girl. They toured three or four  colleges in the local area, much to their pleasure. Lots and lots of posh, uniformed little madam's being taught the error of their ways. What could be a better way to spend a few hours? In the end they chose Aldgate College. It wasn't Trevor's personal favourite, St Gregory's on the other side of town had his favourite uniform and the best-looking girls in his opinion.

But Aldgate, Margery's first choice, had a reputation for being famously strict. Even among the legion of  private colleges that had sprung up due to demand. And as far as she was concerned, that would suit her Melanie very well. In Margery's opinion she was a spoiled, entitled juvenile delinquent who needed to learn her lesson and learn it quickly. Aldgate seemed perfectly equipped to do just that. An entertaining chat with the headmaster and then a private tour was enough to convince her.

Aldgate was most insistent on traditional values, Mr Metcalf the headmaster had explained to her, most insistent. All pupils, no matter what their age, were to be perfectly dressed and presented at all times. Uniforms were to be worn perfectly, hair had to conform to regulations, the demeanour and behaviour of the pupils (and they were always to as pupils rather than students or other such ridiculous synonyms) had to be exemplary. There were no excuses and no exceptions in his school, he could assure her of that!

Margery could see for herself that was the case. 'Girls' of all ages scurrying around the college, heads down, brown leather satchels slung over the shoulders. despite their numbers, the only sound she could hear was the scuffling of brown sandals. There was no unnecessary noise, certainly no talking, apart from the occasional reprimand from one of the masters.

She and Trevor had been invited to attend a lesson. All the pupils had immediately risen to their feet as soon as Mr Metcalf entered and hadn't resumed their seats until the three of them had made themselves comfortable at the back of the classroom.

"Please carry on, Mrs Dixon, we are merely observers."

Margery couldn't deny that what she witnessed that day certainly influenced her decision. Twenty girls, heads all kept down and concentrating while the teacher simply read that day's lesson from a book. Her hand strayed to her left to rest on her husband's swelling cock while she listened to the headmaster's drone on her right. He was very taken with the scene, as was clearly obvious to her.

The girls were admittedly cute. Perhaps Mr Metcalf had taken them to the classroom with the prettiest girls on purpose? Their uniforms were especially cute as well, brown T-bar sandals, white knee socks, white blouses, purple ties, and juvenile, grey, pleated pinafores. Even on the younger, less well-endowed girls the childish uniforms looked vaguely amusing. On the older, plumper ones, they looked absolutely ridiculous.

But, after all, wasn't that the point? Thought Margery. The 'girls' sat in neat rows in front of her, eyes maintained resolutely on the blackboard were criminals. That stood to reason, or else they wouldn't actually be here? Margery had absolutely no sympathy for them. The new government had made it crystal clear that crime of any nature was no longer to be tolerated. All the 'pupils' at Aldgate presumably knew that, and yet here they were.

There was something quite satisfying she realised, about watching criminals receive their come-uppance. A sense that her, and everyone else's taxes were being spent wisely by this new government. Why should criminals have it easy? If anything it was them that should be working harder than regular, law-abiding people. Surely that made sense? It was no wonder that the new government was so popular. This was what people actually wanted.

Back in Mr Metcalf's office, the enrolment of Melanie onto the course was a mere formality. The three of them shook hands and agreed a date when she could begin her time at Aldgate . Trevor Simpson couldn't help but smile at the thought of his ward dressed in her new Aldgate uniform.

Chapter 7

Harriet had walked as slowly as she dared back from the bus stop to her new residence. Her menial job finished at 6pm every working day. She had ten minutes to get to the bus stop. The journey took thirty minutes and then she had fifteen minutes to walk to the house. A total of fifty five minutes. Mr Reid had given her five minutes of wriggle room as he liked to call it, so she had to be back in the house before seven...without exception. She glanced at her cheap, plastic wristwatch, trying to forget about the Cartier it had replaced.

She walked slowly. She didn't want to arrive, and yet she daren't be late. Mr Reid had made a distinct impression on Harriet regarding her timekeeping. Everything in the Reid household ran like clockwork. Harriet wasn't asked her opinion on the matter of course. Her role was merely to fit in around the very many rules and regulations that seem to have been promulgated with her in mind. 6.30 am, reveille as he insisted on calling getting out of bed. 6.35 shower, 6.45 dressed, 6.50 breakfast prepared for the two of them. 7.15 assessment.

Harriet hated assessment. Basically it meant checking her behaviour and her 'attitude' during the preceding 24 hour period. Any misbehaviour on her part, any laziness or incompetence or bad attitude was dealt with in the following 30 minutes. And it was a very, very rare day that she didn't find herself of the lap of Captain John Reid or baring her backside to him as she bent submissively over the oak kitchen table waiting for his attention.

The outcome was always the same, a blazing red pair of buttocks, copious tears and a deep sense of humiliation. He was, she realised, totally implacable. Nothing, not pleading or begging or promises to be a much better girl ever swayed him. He was judge, jury and executioner. If he awarded her a five minute spanking, that's exactly what she'd get. Similarly, three strokes of the cane was given no matter how much she writhed and screamed and begged. 

But to give the grizzled man his due, her five minutes of utter pain and embarrassment ended after five minutes, and not a moment longer. He was very much old school, a man of his word. She hesitated to even think it, but he was like a father figure. She could wind her elderly father around her little finger when he was alive, but look what good it had done her! She was a thief, a part of her was pleased that her parents had passed away before they knew about the utter shame of what she'd done .

With a slight sob of self-pity she reached up to press the door bell. No front door key for her of course. She could just imagine his hard-looking face grimacing with what he considered to be humour if she was to  ask him for one! Please, sir. May I please have a front door key? I promise to take good care of it and not to lose it, sir...

She heard him before she could see him, the echo of his shoes on the immaculate parquet flooring heralded his arrival. Unconsciously she brushed at her cheap, nylon dress and rubbed a plain, flat black shoe against the back of her thick, unstylish black tights. He didn't care if she'd had a tiring, dull day at her minimum wage place of employment. But if she dared appear in front of him in any sort of a mess, then it would be her backside that paid the price.

Even before the door opened she noticed the net curtains of the house next door twitch. That would be Mrs Sherman, the nosy neighbour. Nothing seemed to escape her notice, and when she discovered that Harriet was being mentored, her interest only increased. She was only a couple of years older than Harriet but she seemed to have already settled, without too much trouble, into a permanent state of middle-aged misery.

The door in front of Harriet opened noiselessly. Everything in the Reid house functioned perfectly, as it was designed to do so. Mr Reid glanced at his watch and then stepped aside to let her pass. No news in this case was good news. Mr Reid never mentioned her being on time, that was only to be expected and certainly not a cause for celebration.

"How was work today, young lady?"

"Fine thank you, sir. And thank you for asking."

By now Harriet wouldn't have dreamed of calling him anything other than 'sir'. Her blood ran cold just at the thought of trying to be familiar with such a stern, austere man. And, as her bottom had painfully discovered, there was no such thing as being too polite in the Reid universe. Any behaviour that he believed to rude or cheeky or unladylike was unacceptable and dealt with quickly and with extreme firmness.

Usually it was no more than the flat of his very large hand that descended onto her bottom cheeks or her tender thighs. But he did have a range of punishment implements that he was only too willing to employ whenever he thought she needed bringing back into line. The little leather paddle, the size of which was entirely disproportionate  to the amount of hurt it could cause. The leather strap which he usually used on her hands. Or the ultimate sanction, a stiff yet pliant length of Malacca cane.

Fortunately their discussion hadn't descended into the necessity of corporal punishment yet. Harriet was on her best behaviour. There was a vague worry in the back of her  mind that the spilled juice incident at the dreadful, cheap common supermarket where she worked might somehow come to Mr Reid's attention. She involuntarily squirmed on her seat as she contemplated that outcome, no matter how it unlikely it was.

For a second she considered asking him how his day had been as if somehow their strange situation was perfectly normal and they had some sort of a relationship. But then she remembered where she was and who he was. He wasn't a partner, a confidant or even a friend. He was her mentor, her master in effect. And she knew that her master didn't encourage small talk or divulge any information about himself. Her role was to simply obey him and, as in this case, answer any question that he might have of her.

"Did you behave yourself?"

Oh God, oh God, oh God! Did he know? He must know or else he wouldn't have asked. Would he? Should she try and brazen it out? Lie to him and say that everything had gone well. How would he know that it hadn't? He couldn't possibly know, could he? Although she wouldn't put it past those two spotty adolescents to have called Mr Reid and told him about the bloody yellow cones.

"Erm...yes, sir. B...but...but..."

"But what?" He half turned to look at her more intently.

The whole story came blurting out. She couldn't help herself. It was a relief somehow not to keep it a secret. She explained how she'd forgotten the cones and that she'd quickly rectified that mistake, but nobody was hurt due to her negligence. He looked at her for a good few seconds, his icy blue eyes boring into hers. She quailed under his gaze, the woman who'd won countless courtroom battles felt her eyes slide to her hands on her lap.

"Go and fetch me the cane. It's in its usual place."

Harriet got to her feet immediately. There was no point in prevaricating. Mr Reid didn't do prevaricating. When he gave an order he was very certain that it would be obeyed. She scuttled upstairs to her little bedroom, as she opened the door the dry, wooden rattle told her that the dreadful implement was hanging behind it on its usual hook. With a little sob she unhooked it and carried it downstairs at arm's length.

"Put it on the table. Now come and stand here between my legs."

As she obeyed she could feel the tears trickling down her face.

"Look at me. One of your managers was good enough to call me today regarding your mishap at work. I don't consider that a major issue. However I am going to spank your bottom as a warning regarding your future behaviour.  Had you attempted to lie to me, I would have caned you. Now,  think yourself fortunate and place yourself over my knee."

Harriet almost flung herself over his immaculately pressed trousers. He was only going to spank her! Spankings hurt of course. The captain had very large hands and was unusually powerful for a man of his years. But a spanking, no matter how severe, still wasn't a caning. She felt the skirt of her cheap, nylon dress being raised to expose her plain, pink knickers. As she felt the air swirl around her bare thighs, her enthusiasm dimmed a little.

She was a 38 year old partner in a thriving legal firm, not some errant schoolgirl. Although, as she felt herself being prepared, a part of her knew she deserved this, and more. Even now she wasn't quite sure why she'd done what she did. Greed, stupidity, ambition, arrogance? It was most assuredly a combination of all those factors. But mainly it was the competitive nature of the business she worked in. The desire to be the best, the most successful and to display that for the world to see.

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

The first slap was shockingly painful. Nothing at all like the sensual, consensual pre-lovemaking that she might once have permitted a lover to indulge in. No, this was agonising, a heavy, open-handed slap that landed right in the centre of her buttocks. A slap that was intended to hurt rather than titillate. His blows were so rapid that she didn't have time to howl until after the third of them.

"Owwwwwowow!"

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

"OOOOOOOwwww! Pleaseeease, please!"

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

"Aaaaggh! No...stop!"

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

"Owowow, pleease!"

She kicked and struggled but he was as immovable as a rock She howled and cried and then realised, with a certain amount of surprise that his vigorous assault on her panty-clad bottom and the backs of her thighs had stopped.

"Up you get, dry your eyes and then go and stand in your corner."

He hadn't even pulled her knickers down. Perhaps he was growing soft in his old age?

"And put your hands on your head! Don't even think about touching that bottom."

Or perhaps he wasn't?

Chapter 8

Miss Bainbridge adjusted her spectacles so that they sat more comfortably on her long, aristocratic nose. She looked down at the young woman stood beneath the dais and felt that familiar  little flutter deep in her sex. Hmmm, most interesting. Miss Bainbridge was on the lookout for a new maidservant. Jacqueline, the current incumbent of that role had come to the end of her two year mentorship under her guiding hand. She could have course accused Jacqueline of almost any additional 'crime' and lengthened the girl's stay, but in all honesty, Eileen Bainbridge felt that she deserved a change.

Plus, of course, Successfully rehabilitating Jacqueline back into civilised society was a both a feather in her own cap and proof it was necessary that the mentoring system actually worked. No, Jacqueline had served her period of penance adequately enough and was about to be rightfully released. However, that still left the little matter of replacing her. Miss Bainbridge had seen several young women pass through her court recently but none had quite fitted the bill, too old, too unattractive, too common, the list went on.

However the young redhead trying bravely not to cry looked and sounded quite promising. Miss Bainbridge quickly scanned the paperwork in front of her. Eleanor Baxter, age 20, good background both her parents were doctors, good schools, and currently attending a prestigious nearby university. But, oh dear, a hit and run drunk driver as well! Miss Bainbridge was both disgusted and yet quite satisfied. The well-dressed young lady in front of her had committed a quite despicable crime and was a legitimate target for her ire. But also, she was pleasingly cute.

She was dressed in a respectful, modest, short-sleeved white blouse. Her lacy, blue knickers weren't quite so modest however, Miss Bainbridge could just see the tops of hem over the rail that the girl was standing against. Her little, tartan kilt had been removed as was usual in cases like this, and hung by her side. And although Miss Bainbridge couldn't quite see the girl's ankles, she knew they were manacled to the dock and that a long thin chain connected them to the prisoners handcuffs.

Eileen Bainbridge approved of the arrangement for convicted felons like Eleanor Baxter. Although outright rebellion was most unlikely, heaven knew how a criminal would react when their sentence was read out. No, better safe than sorry, and if that hurt the girls feelings in any way it was merely what she deserved, and only a mild foretaste of how much her life was about to change. Miss Bainbridge glared at the girl over her spectacles and was gratified to see her pretty face blush profusely. All that remained was the sentence.

There was no need to hear any tiresome evidence either. Miss Baxter had already pleaded guilty to the charge, although a note in her file did ask for clemency with regard to this. Miss Bainbridge pursed her lips indignantly. Mercy for admitting to almost killing a woman when drunk in charge of a vehicle? That was quite unacceptable as far as Miss Bainbridge was concerned. She banged her gavel to bring her court to order.

"Miss Baxter, you have already registered your guilty plea to the court. Do you have anything to say before I sentence you for your crime?"

To Miss Bainbridge's pleasure, the girl spoke exactly as she'd hoped, very cultured, in a very precise sort of way that indicated quite exquisite breeding. The next few minutes were going to be a pleasure.

"Thank you your honour, I'd just like to say that I'm most dreadfully sorry for any pain or injury I caused that evening. I almost never drink alcohol, and I didn't buy any that evening. However when I caused that accident I had alcohol in my bloodstream that I can't account for. Once again, I'd like to apologise to the victim of this terrible accident."

Her hair shone, even in the comparative darkness of the court, and her attractive, upper-class face shone with sincerity. It was all Eileen Bainbridge could do to resist from gently rubbing herself in anticipation.

"Nevertheless, Miss Baxter, you did have alcohol in your system, you can't dispute that. Moreover you did drive a motor and vehicle, lost control of it and run over a pedestrian. Those facts aren't in doubt."

Miss Bainbridge looked down at the terrified face in front of her.

"Therefore, Eleanor Mary Baxter, I sentence you to six years in one of His Majesty's prisons, without the possibility of parole."

All around her, Miss Bainbridge heard the sharp intake of breath and a slightly muffled 'No' from what was presumably a supporter of the girl.

"However, having taken your age and previous good behaviour into consideration I offer you the choice of a three year period of  mentorship to be decided by this court. Please decide."

***

Of course the pretty little thing had taken the mentorship. They all did. it was just a matter of ensuring that the right type were offered the opportunity to be mentored. And Baxter, as she was now referred to in the Bainbridge residence, was most certainly the 'right type'. When Miss Bainbridge had made it clear that she was interested in personally mentoring 'the unfortunate young woman' her devoted clerical staff understood at once. All it took was a couple of signatures, and the deed was done.

Within the day, Eleanor had been delivered to Miss Bainbridge's large, luxurious, yet hidden house set well back in its own manicured gardens and far from prying eyes. For the next few days, Eileen Bainbridge hardly left the house. Breaking in her new staff was always such a joyous experience, but the lovely new girl somehow made it more special. She was obviously very pretty for a start, but also petite and innocent-looking, like a small, innocent lost lamb.

Her beautiful red hair also meant that she had pale skin which tended to mark very easily, much to Miss Bainbridge's pleasure. A defect, if indeed a skin prone to showing the marks of a good, well-deserved spanking was a defect. that Miss Bainbridge was happy to take full advantage of. She was also really quite petite when stripped down to her underwear, as Miss Bainbridge was very pleased to discover.

The cute little thing had hardly any breast development which, for some reason, she seemed entirely defensive about. Miss Bainbridge of course didn't have time for such 'childish nonsense', as she liked to describe it. Indeed she'd simply taken the little chit of a thing over her knee at the very first sign of defiance and spanked her until her pretty face absolutely shone with tears. Tears, in Miss Bainbridge's experience were a fairly reliable guide to proper contrition.

Once the girl had apologised for her misbehaviour, Miss Bainbridge had taken her in her arms and hugged her a little. Just enough for her hiccupping sobs to subside and for her shocked little girl to calm down a little. Once that was done, and the girl still in her pale pink underwear and hardly necessary matching bra, out came the measuring tape which justified Miss Bainbridge's fingers from finding themselves in all sorts of unusual places. It took quite a while, and by the end of it, Ellie was shivering

Miss Bainbridge had decided that she looked much more like an Ellie than an Eleanor and thus that's what she was going to be called as long as she was under Miss Bainbridge's roof. From her large collection of clothing that she'd acquired for her many wards over the last few years, Miss Bainbridge produced a short tartan kilt and a short-sleeved white blouse  along with some  navy blue knickers and snow white ankle socks for her new girl to wear. A pair of black ballet flats and submitting to have her red hair tied into one single, neat plait completed the 20 year olds new appearance.

My, my thought Miss Bainbridge proudly, she did look cute. Her instinct regarding Miss Ellie Baxter had, as usual, been correct.

Chapter 9

Melanie sat as stiff and as straight as she could, trying to ignore the painful irritation of her tight blouse collar. Horrible Mr Simpson had conducted her to the outfitter himself and taken a great interest in her new uniform. And, although her white blouse fitted her, it was just as small as it could be to able to button it to her throat. That in the chokingly tight purple and white tie that she was made to wear was a constant reminder of her new status.

She’d been returned to school at the age of 22! Of course she didn’t have a say in the matter. The Simpsons merely informed her that from now on she’d be attending one of the government’s new education centres in order that ‘the silly little trollope can actually learn something useful’ as she overheard Margery inform one of her similarly miserable old friends. At the time she thought it strange that a woman of her age should be made to attend school. But she very quickly realised why.

It was of course just another way of exerting control over young people like her. By her estimation she was probably around the middle of the age group of her fellow ‘pupils’. She knew the youngest girls were 18, but she wasn’t quite sure how old the oldest ones were. And it wasn’t as if she was going to ask anyone in authority! It really was a horrible place. First the humiliating school uniforms which seemed from another age. And then the discipline. Every one of the twenty one other girls sat around her had been spanked, slippered and some of them even caned during her first week.

The whole place reeked of fear and oppression. The teachers were mainly elderly, fierce looking women . Miserable old people on the whole who seemed to take pleasure in shouting at and scolding their unwilling pupils. He lessons they took were based largely on reading writing and arithmetic as they referred to maths for some reason. Similarly, writing meant dealing with, or trying to deal with punctuation. Something that Melanie had never had cause to use .

Similarly, why was she being taught Algebra? She didn’t even have the vaguest notion of what it was until she had the misfortunate to be an unwilling pupil at Aldgate. She knew now alright. Following her humiliating zero out of twenty score in her first Algebra test she’d been ordered to the front of the class and caned over her knickers! Caned in public for not knowing what the nonsensical collection of lines and scribbles meant!

And RE, religious education, was also a major part of the curriculum. Until recently Melanie hadn’t felt the need to open a bible, let alone read one. And judging by their evident lack of knowledge on the subject, neither had any of the other girls. She’d attended Sunday school of course, but most of that had been listening to the teacher reading stuff from the bible and trying not to fall asleep.

Now she most definitely had no intention of falling asleep. She could just imagine the furore if she was brave or indeed stupid enough to fall asleep during lessons at Aldgate! The punishment didn’t even bear thinking about, a caning at the very least and then probably a trip to Miss Sinclair’s office. She hadn’t actually met the headmistress yet and to be honest she was in no particular hurry to do so. The stories regarding her legendary strictness were quite enough. She...

“Simpson. Simpson! Yes, you girl. Stand up when a Mistress is speaking to you!”

Melanie realised that she’d allowed herself to drift off again. But at least she hadn’t fallen asleep. Shamefacedly she scrambled to her feet and placed her hands behind her back.

“Were you paying attention to the lesson, Simpson?”

That was another thing that Melanie hated about her new school. Not only was she referred to by her surname, but it wasn’t even her actual name. Her real name was Mathews, Melanie Mathews, but Margery Simpson had registered her as a pupil under her own name, so now she was Melanie Simpson, and there wasn’t anything she could do about it. That was s largely why she didn’t react immediately when she heard the name ‘Simpson’.

“Yes, miss,” she lied.

The short, grey-haired, plain-faced woman smiled back at her.

“That’s good, so you won’t have any problems telling me what I just said then?”

Melanie bit her lip anxiously and glanced around at her fellow pupils.

“There’s no point in asking them, Simpson. Nobody is going to tell you anything.”

Melanie quickly realised that was true. Why would they risk a spanking just to help her?

“I...I’m not sure, miss. Was it something about triangles...?”

She tapered off lamely and there was a sudden hush in the room.

“White, what were we discussing?”

To Melanie’s left a pretty, blonde girl leapt to her feet.

“We were discussing Pythagoras's theorem Miss Baker.”

"Which is what, White?"

" That in any right-angled triangle, the square of the hypotenuse is equal to the sum of the squares on the other two sides, Miss Baker."

“Thank you, White. You may sit.”

The blonde slipped back to her seat and gave Melanie an apologetic glance.

“You on the other hand, Simpson, may join me here at my desk while I attempt to drill some Euclidean geometry  into your stupid head.”

As Melanie stumbled out from behind her own small desk she couldn’t help but notice Miss Baker was retrieving her thick leather strap from her drawer. Oh God, no! She didn’t mean to use that horrible thing on her, did she? Just for not paying attention? Melanie could vaguely remember her early days at her actual school where being scolded, let alone beaten would have been absolutely unthinkable. But here she was, ten years later dressed like an absolute fool and stumbling out to the front of the class in disgrace!

“Hand out!” Ordered the horse-faced older woman, flexing the strap between her fingers.

Melanie could hardly believe her ears, she was going to have her hand strapped! For what!? For one crazy second she considered questioning the fierce looking teacher who was staring angrily at her. Instead she meekly held out her right hand, palm facing the ceiling. The woman placed the strap over her own shoulder and then looked straight at Melanie.

“Keep that hand still, young lady!”

Melanie licked her lips nervously and tried to obey. What was the sense in annoying the horrible old bitch?

Whhaapp!

The strap descended and caught her right across the meat of her hand. The force of it made her gasp, but seconds later the sheer agonising, burning sting of it percolated through to her pain receptors. She could feel her eyes blur with tears.

“Other hand,”

Melanie looked at Miss uncomprehendingly. Was she serious?

“NOW, girl!”

Automatically Melanie offered up her left hand and received the same treatment. This time the pain in both her hands made her cry. She shook them and then rubbed them together.

“Stop that, Simpson. Girls are not allowed to rub unless given permission to do so. Understood?”

Tearfully, Melanie agreed that she did understand

"As you’re a new girl, I’ll let you off this time. But the normal punishment in my classroom is to have your hands or your bottom strapped again if you rub. I suggest that you remember that rule, girl.”

Melanie nodded. She certainly would remember that in future. Miss Baker raised her eyebrows expectantly.

“Y...yes, Miss Baker. I...I’ll remember, Miss Baker."

“Back to your seat, girl. Let’s pick up from where we left off, before your rudeness interrupted my lesson.”

Melanie scurried back to her seat, tears rolling down her cheeks, flexing her painful fingers  and definitely, definitely promising herself that she'd be paying Miss Baker much more attention in future.

Chapter 10

Harriet wasn't sure whether to laugh or to cry. She'd been at the captain's house for what seemed like weeks and now, finally, she was going to be allowed to leave it. Well, not exactly leave it, she was to be allowed to go out on a Sunday afternoon. But it was a beautiful afternoon, and rather than find her chores to do or written impositions for her to laboriously copy out by hand, Captain Reid had declared that the two of them would be going out for an afternoon stroll together.

With 'together' being the operative word. She was to be allowed out to enjoy the early spring sunshine, but it was very much on his terms. And who was she to argue? She was after all legally his ward. Despite her age and her qualifications and her professional status, she was the legal ward of a 57 year old single man and whatever he said, went.  He'd given her permission to shower that morning, for example. On a work day that was a given, up at 6.30 am, 6.35 shower, 6.45 dressed, 6.50 breakfast.

But on a weekend she had to ask permission to do virtually everything. At first that requirement had been incredibly irksome, but now she'd sort of become used to it. It wasn't relaxing as such, but it removed any onus on her to make decisions. For instance, he'd already laid her clothes out on her bed for her. Right down to his choice of underwear. Harriet smiled bleakly to herself at the idea of a man, any man, deciding what she wore just a few, short weeks ago.

But that's what being a ward and having a mentor entailed. Being told what to wear at any given point easily fell under the heading of a 'reasonable' request. As was having her hair restyled apparently. Her very expensive, lovingly maintained hair had been returned to its original rather uninspiring mousey hue and cut quite short in a pixie sort of style. And on top of that she was forbidden to wear make-up of any kind unless given dispensation by him to do so.

Plus. during the weekends, he liked her to wear her spectacles as opposed to her contact lenses. The change in her appearance was quite dramatic. In a sense Harriet was thankful. Nobody she knew would be seen dead in the fairly shabby provincial town she now lived in. And even if by some wild coincidence they did, then absolutely nobody would recognise her new appearance. Which, in the current state of things, wasn't entirely unwelcome.

She'd been told to get ready, not asked to get ready at her leisure, told to get dressed and be ready to leave the house in ten minutes. Captain Reid was very much a man who lived by the clock. When he said ten minutes, he didn't mean fifteen or even eleven minutes. He meant ten minutes. She hurriedly stepped into her plain white knickers and plain white bra and  white knees socks legs. Then she slipped on the starched, white cotton shirt and buttoned it with difficulty at her neck and cuffs. Then her decorous, knee length black skirt.

This was how he liked her to dress whenever she accompanied him during her days off. It was hardly indecent, quite the opposite in fact, but it was decidedly unstylish. The knee socks made some people take notice of her. She could see it in their eyes, wasn't she a little bit old for white knee socks in public? However, the captain described her appearance as smart and functional. Clearly she was a grown, mature woman, but on the other hand she was dressed like some sort of overgrown schoolgirl. And to be honest, walking hand in hand with the large brusque man, that's just how she felt.

Instead she checked her appearance in her mirror,  brought out her highly polished black shoes from under the bed and examined them for scuffs. She'd become quite an accomplished shoe polisher during her time in the Reid household. Which would be down to her seemingly endless practise with the captain's own large collection of leather shoes and boots. he was a stickler for having his shoes shined in his own particular way, as Harriet or rather her bottom, soon discovered.

She hurried downstairs to find him waiting in the hall, her black blazer held out ready for her. She thanked him and then slipped it on, fastening the three silver buttons. he opened the door and let her outside. It was indeed a lovely morning, but Harriet was a little too self conscious to appreciate it. Mrs Sherman from next door was working in her garden. She smirked when she saw the pair of them, hand in hand.

"Good morning, Mr Reid, beautiful day."

"Good morning, Mrs Sherman, it is indeed."

"Good morning, young lady. You look very smart this morning. Are you doing something special....or?"

The middle-aged woman left the words hanging while she smiled at Harriet. Captain Reid squeezed her hand more firmly.

"What do we say when adults ask us questions, Etta?"

Etta was the name he used whenever they had company, as opposed to her real name which again, she was grateful for. Nevertheless she felt her face heat up.

"Thank you, miss," she made herself say despite the fact that the nosy woman wasn't many years older than her. "I'm not doing anything special today," she looked up at Captain Reid deferentially, "I don't think so anyway?"

The inference that she was under the control of the captain was very obvious. The woman must have guessed by now that she was being mentored by him, although he wasn't one for gossip or social interaction with his neighbours.

"How lovely for you. Have a nice day."

"Thank you, miss," she managed to say without cursing. What a dreadful woman! The two of them walked away, hand in hand.

"Don't make me have to tell you again to mind your manners, young lady. Next time I'll take your panties down in front of Mrs Sherman and spank your bare bottom for you."

"Sorry, sir."

Apologising o Mr Reid always seemed the best policy although Harriet did try to banish from her mind the amount of times she'd shouted down men like him. Instead she increased her pace a little to match his as they went walked into the small town. Once there he led her to a cafe and entered. Harriet's heart sunk a little as they made their way over to a table that already had a couple of older people on it, one man and one woman.

"This her then, is it?" Asked the man, somewhat rhetorically, shaking Mr Reid by the hand.

"Hello John, how are you?" Asked the woman by his side.

Harriet stood nervous and uncertain, the colour already rising in her cheeks.

"Hello both. Yes, this is the Etta I've told you about ."

Both looked her up and down.

"My, my what a smart young lady," said the man appreciatively.

"What do you say, Etta?" Asked Mr Reid with a certain edge to his tone.

"H...hello. My names Etta. I'm pleased to meet you," she tried not to mumble or look at her shoes. She knew very well that Captain Reid didn't like that sort of thing..

The woman sniggered. "Hello, Etta. My name's Mrs Greer and this is my husband," she indicated the fat man by her side who nodded at her. "John tells us that you've been a naughty little girl, is that right?"

Harriet had a sudden urge to turn and flee. Who were these horrible people? What did they know about her?

"Erm...yes...I have...I'm sorry." Why she was apologising, Harriet wasn't quite sure.

"A dirty little thief is what we hear, isn't that right, Charlie?"

Her corpulent husband grunted his agreement. Harriet could feel the tears in her eyes. What did these people want? She turned to Mr Reid who simply looked unemotionally back at her.

"Yes, I suppose I am, miss."

"There's no suppose about it. You're a thief and rather than go to prison, our John here is looking after you, isn't that right?"

Their John? What did she mean?

"I can see you're confused, love. Come and sit down here. That's right between the two of us while I explain."

Harriet allowed herself to be manoeuvred between the two of them on their bench seat almost in a dream. The man shuffled sideways, his bulk squeezing Harriet into the woman on her right. She looked up at her brother.

"Pick her up from ours when you get back?"

He nodded. "Thanks for taking care of her while I'm away, sis."

"No problem, have a good time. You deserve it."

Captain John Reid turned and left without another word.

"So, my little criminal, here we are. In case you hadn't guessed, I'm John's sister and this is Charlie or Mr Greer or sir to you, my husband. You'll be staying with us for a few days while John's away. Won't that be fun?"

Chapter 11

The door to Miss Bainbridge's opened for Caroline Stamford to step through. To her surprise there were two people behind it, Miss Bainbridge herself and a small, pretty, red-haired girl in a traditional white and black maid's outfit.

"Good afternoon, Stamford."

"Good afternoon, Miss Bainbridge."

"This is Baxter, she's my new maid. She's quite hopeless at the moment as you can well imagine. But we are working in that and between us we have the matter well in hand. Isn't that true, Baxter?"

The red-head had been crying recently, that was plain to see. And from the way she jumped when Miss Bainbridge squeezed her backside just now, it was odds on that she'd just been punished in some way.

"Yes, Miss Bainbridge," the redhead managed to squeak.

"Stamford, like you Baxter, is a naughty little girl and she's here for her regular maintenance spanking, She's older than you and her crime less heinous than yours but by dint of you being my maid she is nevertheless your inferior."

The red-head blushed at the description of herself as 'a naughty little girl', but wisely said nothing.

"She is to be referred to as Stamford at all times, just to ensure that she never forgets her rightful place at the bottom of our little hierarchy. Now, take her to the changing room and make sure that she is perfectly attired for her meeting with me in ten minutes. Can you do that, Baxter?"

The girl blushed quite beautifully and gave a deferential curtsey.

"Yes, Miss Bainbridge," she replied in little more than a whisper.

"Hurry along then, there's a good girl," she said as she tapped her maid's buttocks encouragingly.

Eileen Bainbridge smiled to herself as she watched the two young women make their way to the changing room.

***

" Proverbs 3:5?"

Melanie thought for a second,

"Trust in the Lord with all your heart; don’t rely on your own intelligence."

Trevor Simpson smiled.

"You'd do well to remember that one, girl."

Marjory smiled at her brother's wit. They were testing Melanie on her homework. It was a selection of proverbs that she had to be word perfect on for a test tomorrow. Despite the fact it was 8pm, Melanie was still in her cute Aldgate Uniform stood with her arms behind her back and her chest thrust out at the end of the room. Marjory looked at her crib sheet.

" Psalm 23:1-3?"

" The Lord is my shepherd. I lack nothing. He lets me rest in grassy meadows; he leads me to restful waters. He erm...he..."

Marjory Simpson shook her head and sighed theatrically. She patted her thighs to indicate that Melanie should lay herself over them, which she duly did. She tugged up Melanie's  grey pinafore skirt. The girl's bottom was already red and bruised looking, her knickers had long since found a new home in Uncle Trevor's jacket pocket.

Slaap!

"You."

Slaap!

"Really."

Slaap!

"Must."

Slaap!

"Pay."

Slaap!

"More."

Slaap!

"Attention."

Slaap!

"To."

Slaap!

"Your."

"Homework,"

Slaap!

She shrugged the girl off her lap.

"Now you have another hour to thoroughly learn your scripture. There are only ten pieces for you to learn. How hard can it be? And remember, no supper until Uncle Trevor and I are satisfied that you've thoroughly learned your lesson."

***

Harriet's stay with the Greer's wasn't fun, quite the opposite in fact. Mrs Greer and Captain Reid made an unlikely brother and sister. While he was tall, heavy set and even tempered, she was short, thin, and aggressive. She seemed to take Harriet's presence in her house as a personal affront. Her shrill voice of disapproval seemed to follow Harriet around the house. Telling her in no uncertain terms what she was and what she wasn't permitted to do.

Harriet didn't have to go to work, which was one good thing. However all that meant was that she got to spend more time with the unappealing man and wife. Two people who seemed to take great pleasure in having a servant to do their bidding. Unlike Captain Reid, Charlie Greer was a very 'hands on' sort of a man. He liked to stroke and squeeze Harriet whenever he had the opportunity. Mrs Greer was a waspish shrew who enjoyed slapping her and using her large, oval hairbrush to roast Harriet's backside for almost any spurious reason, being 'too big for her boots', for 'talking posh', for example.

Harriet never thought she'd admit to such a thing, but she was actually missing John Reid's brand of firm, no-nonsense, but above everything else, fair style of mentorship. The captain didn't put his hand up her skirt whenever he got the opportunity. Nor did he slap her face for 'looking at a person  wrong'. She promised herself that when she was back at the Captain's house she would work extra hard to stay in his good books.

And that, she realised was how the system wanted her to react. The State actively wanted petty criminals like her to be reformed and this was their way of doing it. Placing her and women like her with dreadful people like the Greer's was the ideal way of punishing her. And because there was no shortage of people willing to volunteer to take part in the mentorship scheme, it was cheap as well as far as the government was concerned. Much more shameful in reality than a prison sentence, and much more cost effective for the State.

Harriet had racked her considerable brains for a solution to her problems but soon realised that there wasn't one that she liked. The least terrible answer was simply to buckle down and accept that for the foreseeable future at least, Captain John Reid was her court-appointed mentor and that as far as she was concerned her master, his word was law. And if that meant accepting the discipline and the regular humiliations that the Greer's liked to dish out on a regular basis that was just something she was going to have to accept as well.

She wiped a tear form her cheek and dipped the scrubbing brush into the scummy lukewarm water in the bucket by her side. She looked up at the clock on the wall. If the remaining few square feet of the Greer's kitchen weren't scrubbed entirely to her mistress's satisfaction within the next ten minutes, Mrs Greer had promised to lay that same brush across her backside until it was 'red raw' . The 38 year old former highly paid legal executive shuffled across to a particularly obvious patch of grease and began to scrub energetically at it.

The End.
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