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Preface
 
    
 
    
 
   Mrs Birch's Classic Literature is a collection of 8 Volumes each containing the very best classic tales of strict discipline and corporal punishment from the Class6b.com archives, along with new stories from many fine authors of CP literature who have generously contributed their wonderful tales for inclusion into the current Classic Literary Collection for your enjoyment. As a bonus, you will also find contained in each of the volumes some highly entertaining 'student' essays and short stories written by some of Mrs Birch’s naughtiest pupils over the years.
 
    
 
   Naturally the theme of the stories contained in each Volume revolves around scholastic, judicial and domestic style discipline including tales of chastity and petticoat punishment of the reluctant male.
 
    
 
    
 
   Here's what some of my readers are saying:
 
    
 
   "A sheer delight to read. Enjoyed Sister Bernice in 1st part...."
 
    
 
   "Brilliantly written, a feeling of being there and being one of the sisters of Derek and scheming more problems for him!"
 
    
 
   "Excellent story, especially the use of the tawse most effectively as an educational tool.   Thank you for restoring my faith in good, strict and severe discipline and punishment Mrs Birch."
 
    
 
   "I just can’t help giggling at poor Brady’s woes. Having had much CP over the years, each thwack and cane cut reminds me of my need to be kept in check, but poor Brady does seem to have no chance of escape at all."
 
    
 
   "Great reading, thank you Mrs Birch."
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   Derek Brady

Good Morning Brady
 
   By Scotia
 
    
 
   Poor Derek Brady had fondly thought the strict conditions imposed upon him by his female ‘relations’ would slacken off as he got older. However in this household of dominant women his chances of that happening are somewhat slim. 
 
   Auntie Elizabeth and her sister Auntie Margaret and Margaret's grown up, University student, daughter Tina, 2 years Brady's junior compose the household. But, and it is a big but, so far as Master Brady is concerned, there is also Grandma, Ms. Florence McCabe. 
 
   Perhaps fortunately, Grandma does not live with her daughters but lives only a stone's throw away around the corner. Also there is more than one spare bedroom in Auntie Margaret's house and Ms McCabe often stays. Which increases Master Brady's chores somewhat. 
 
   We come upon Brady at 5.00am and he is just up and attending to his ablutions. Stripped naked, as is the rule, he has a strip wash and then shaves carefully. Even though none of the ladies are awake he would not dare wear a stitch in the bathroom. Besides one of them may get up to visit the loo. It is not the first time he has been unceremoniously turfed out so as one of the ladies may avail herself of the facilities. 
 
   Once washed, he dons his early morning uniform, which is a pair of directoire knickers and a girl's blouse. Old fashioned plimsolls on his feet. Down in the kitchen he fills a pail with hot suds and taking down the sacking apron gets that on before grabbing the scrubbing brush and proceeding to the entrance courtyard where he has to squat to scrub the large irregular shaped stones. A large yard this job is done every other morning. Some mornings it is a straight scrub and dry off with a wrung out cloth, other mornings the stones are whitened with bath brick, so as the ladies have a white courtyard instead of a grey one. One of Ms McCabe's ideas. It had originally been one of her punishments for Brady. Now it is done once each month as a matter of course. 
 
   Next the kitchen floor and work surfaces scrubbed and cleaned, then the cooker is cleaned before Brady sets the breakfast table for the ladies. Kettle on for Miss Tina's early morning tea in bed and Brady makes for upstairs to make his bed and tidy his room for the early inspection, which today Miss Tina will do. As she, at 22, is a bit of a bitch he is very careful the young lady misses nothing when she inspects. Down again and a tea tray prepared for Miss Tina. 
 
   The waking of this young madam must be done gently for her temper is not of the finest early morning. A gentle pat and a call of her name whilst he looks at that glorious auburn hair spread over the pillow like a fan. A few pats and calls result in a still sleeping Miss Tina. A gentle shake by taking her upper arm. No result and so it has to be a harder shake. 
 
   One green eye opens lazily to greet the day with what is, once she is fully awake, a jaundiced stare. The tea is sipped without comment and the order, "My bath, Brady”, removes him from her gaze. Luckily there is a thermometer for testing the heat of the water and he knows just how she likes it. Sometimes, depending on her mood of the moment. 
 
   In her baby doll pyjamas, the young lady skips in and orders, "Help me off with my top, boy! Which he does carefully so as not to touch her unnecessarily. As he does so he is hoping she will dismiss him now, but no, "And my knickers, Brady. Just slip them off". This always gets him as Tina knows full well it will. The top is bad enough, the knickers purgatory. Yet in other circumstances what a delight! 
 
   "Did I say anything about giving your squishy LITTLE piggy wiggle some exercise this early in the morning?" enquires Tina levelly, whilst eying the front of the directoires with disdain. Miss Tina always says it is squishy little piggy wiggle with the emphasis on 'LITTLE' when referring to Brady's small appendage. Not that it really is that small, it's just that it is never used as nature once intended, for his pleasure. 
 
   "No, Miss Tina," replies a shivering Brady. This little bitch is obviously in the mood to ‘get’ him this morning and she has already done so. 
 
   "Well, seems he has not been told! I didn't say he could exercise. Why did you not tell him, Brady?" 
 
   The enquiry in a voice which would make you think butter would not melt in her mouth. 
 
   "I don't know, Miss Tina." 
 
   "Oh dear then, I think a taste of the tawse may well be indicated to impress upon you both, that's squishy LITTLE piggy wiggle and YOU; that I don't fancy seeing him rising up this early in the morning. Especially with him having a bit of fun; though I know he cannot have as much fun as he would like, because it's too sore, isn't it, Brady? Or should it be, 'isn't it, squishy LITTLE piggy wiggle'? 
 
   I think it's a question of ‘what thought did’ or ‘it's the thought that counts’ really. Still I think we'll wait until I have seen your room before you fetch the tawse for me, eh?" 
 
   "Yes, Miss Tina." For what else is there to say? 
 
   The young madam had her bath and having towelled herself dry with a towel placed on the heated towel rail ready for her, she goes back to her bedroom. 
 
   Brady is laying out the clothes she will wear to University - not a hard job as it's underwear, T Shirt and jeans. 
 
   A towel wrapped around her midriff and another around her hair, Miss Tina orders, "Go and stand outside your room I shall be along in a moment to inspect it." 
 
   Having acknowledged the order Master Brady stands to rigid attention outside his, hopefully, tidy room. 
 
   In moments Miss Tina arrives in a black leather bra and black leather knickers, bare footed, her hair still wrapped in the towel like a turban. Not what Brady had laid out on her bed. However, he is aware, as she is also very much aware, Missie likes to wear black leather, when she is punishing him. Or taking part in one of his punishments. Active or passive participation. 
 
   The man knows it will be a cursory inspection and not the thorough one carried out at other times. 
 
   Butterflies in the stomach, though as any inspection can bring trouble with a capital T and be has already incurred the young lady's displeasure. Worth about four of her BEST with the tawse he would reckon. Hellish, when going to work and having to use the hands. Not Miss Tina's concern, his problem. Why should she worry after all, its not her palms which will sting abominably, then burn for simply ages. For her it’s simply take down the leather and apply it as hard as she can wherever she has chosen to concentrate her efforts. 
 
   What can be taking her so long? There is little in the room a bed, a plain chair, a school desk, a wardrobe, a cupboard, a chest of drawers and little else. 
 
   She emerges with a smile rather worthy of the cat that got the cream. 
 
   "Since when have you been allowed to mark the place in your home reader by turning down the corner of the page?" 
 
   The smile is wide as his young Mistress asks the question. The Home Reader is a book chosen by Brady's tutor for just that, home reading, upon the contents of which questions will be asked in due course. 
 
   "Please, Miss, I did not do that honestly I didn't" a perplexed Brady answers. 
 
   "Well then, you are accusing me of doing it then, is that it? 
 
   A now stammering Brady answers, "Nnnnooo, Mmmmiiiisss bbbuuutt I didn't do it either." 
 
   "To me that is impossible as you have had the same reader for a good while now and you would have straightened that corner, as soon as you could, just in case you were accused of doing the folding over. What part of the book did you cease reading at last evening?" 
 
   Miss Tina's logic for this early in the morning is simply wonderful. 
 
   "Err, Miss, the bit where Miss Tessa gets sick." 
 
   "That is the page where the corner is turned down to mark the place, my boy," says a triumphant Miss Tina, still smiling - no - now its more of a grin. A Cheshire cat grin. 
 
   "It seems to me in view of my now having a number of reasons for my dissatisfaction we should visit the utility room, where I can punish you properly without waking my Mum or Aunt Elizabeth. I am sure you would not like Aunt Elizabeth to be awakened to find out what you have been up to this morning - come on let's get downstairs." 
 
   Pausing only to put on a pair of sneakers and a thick cloak to protect her from the cold Miss Tina leads the way downstairs to the utility room. A familiar room for the execution of chores and the execution of punishment on occasions. Like NOW! 
 
   Fridges, washing machines both for dishes and clothes. His ironing table and his iron all ready for this evening's stint of ironing female clothes. Four females, including Grandma, make for a lot of ironing. Thankfully, apart from the hand wash items, the main wash is done in the machine. Dishes are however NOT done in the machine. They are stacked up for Master Brady on his return from work in the evening. 
 
   Miss Tina shrugs off her cloak and intimates to an already shivering Brady, "I decided not to use the tawse as I remember Aunt Elizabeth saying she was to be coming to your office for some advice this morning and I would not like HER to be inconvenienced by your inability to write or whatever. So I shall instead ‘dust these directoires of yours’ with the leather paddle." 
 
   Brady had been aware of Miss Tina walking past the tawse hanging in the hall, whilst on their way here. So he knew she had changed her mind re the instrument of correction. There is, he also knew, a selection of punishment implements kept in the Utility Room cupboard. 
 
   From the cupboard Miss Tina removed the whopper of a paddle. A replica of one used on some plantations in America during the slave days, by the more humane Masters and Mistresses, who did not want to use the whip. Thick leather, the area of which, comfortably thwacks the whole bottom at each stroke. Comfortably is perhaps the wrong word but the reader will know what is meant. It's ‘comfortably’ from the punisher's point of view and that is what matters after all. 
 
   Brady eyed the paddle with its neatly drilled holes reducing air resistance from the fast descending thick leather. He had not felt this as yet, though Aunt Elizabeth had threatened it on a few occasions. Still he was sure his Aunt had not bought it without being aware of its potential for punishment. A shiver shook his body as Miss Tina, grasping the handle with both hands, raised it above her head and brought it down with a smashing crash on the top of a low table. 
 
   "Admirable!" she exclaims, still gleefully, "just like my tennis smash. Eighteen strokes with this baby will smarten you up for the office nicely I am sure. As regards ‘dusting your directoires’ I have changed my mind, just get them OFF and bend over the table - grasp the far side and do not let go until I have finished with you - got THAT? 
 
   “Yes, Miss Tina," acknowledged Brady stepping out of his knickers and making for the stipulated table. He is well aware she is not yet permitted to wallop him bare bottomed - yet here they were - breaking the rules for which he would get HELL if found out. 
 
   "That's LOVELY! but get over a bit more, I really need your bum to be flat on top If I am to use this thing as you saw me demonstrate. Yeah, a bit more across yet - that's much better- stop there!" 
 
   Biting his lip, Brady awaits the first swipe with the paddle. He knows that though Miss Tina is younger than him she is accustomed to thwacking him and is no novice at it. Nor is she soft hearted. 
 
   SWOOSH- SSSSPPPLLLLAAAATTTTT! 
 
   The first of eighteen strokes falls squarely across the target area. And Brady HOWLS! For the first stroke! Goodness knows what the eighteenth will be like. 
 
   Miss Tina moves around her target after each couple of strokes, so as she is going to find any areas not walloped. Unlikely as that may be with this type of paddle. Still she likes to be sure. 
 
   The howls and entreaties of "Noooo mmoooorrreee, Mmmmisssss, PPPPlllleeeeasee!" rent the air as the paddle swooshes down with a resounding SPLAT at each stroke. 
 
   "No, I said eighteen and I meant eighteen, so that's what you GET!" The bitch is not even out of breath yet after eight strokes but still ten to go yet. 
 
   As Brady squirms and bucks on the hard surface Miss Tina calls, "Hold tight and would you stop wriggling like an eel, some of these times I'm going to miss you altogether." 
 
   The likelihood of young madam missing is remote unless her victim squirms off altogether. 
 
   "And keep yourself flat down. There is absolutely no point in half turning over I'm only going to strike you on the hip, you silly twit!" 
 
   Which to be truthful she has done a number of times. 
 
   Keeping ‘flat down’ as Miss Tina puts it is intensely difficult as the little bitch raises the paddle right over her head and two-handed smashes it down with all her body weight behind each stroke. 
 
   Miss Tina's concern for his hands obviously does not extend to his ability to sit down on his ‘hot’ bottom after she has ‘tanned’ it’.
 
   Nine minutes it takes the bitch to lay on eighteen strokes and at the conclusion she remarked, "I just do not know what I am going to do with you, Brady. Exercising young squishy little piggy wiggle without permission, upsetting my bath routine with his exuberance, having a book with a defacement and accusing ME of causing the defacement, all before eight o'clock in the morning. I just cannot believe it and neither can you believe just how hot and sore your bottom is now. Still you can console yourself, it is in a very good cause. And don't you DARE say I tanned your bare bum, dusted your directoires, if anyone asks you. Of course, stupid as you are, you are not THAT stupid, are you?" 
 
   There is no answer to that question as even Miss Tina appreciates that the absorption of pain is the pressing need of the moment. She is not entirely heartless. 
 
   With which Miss Tina flings down the paddle and swirls on her cloak, saying, "When you can get off the table, put that thing away. I am quite impressed with its efficacy and shall definitely try it again sometime. It does seem to do a passable job. Upstairs you had better get ready for your office unless you want Aunt Elizabeth to get a report from your secretary; to the effect you were late for work. 
 
   Don't blame me; I had nothing to do with it, as you know full well. The fault is ALWAYS YOURS, MY BOY. I'm going to require another bath after this. You have made me perspire a little, Master Brady. And when you have a moment these leather knickers of mine could do with a wipe inside, I have sort of well you know what I mean. Perhaps I got a bit excited - like your little squishy little piggy wiggle was earlier. 
 
   But, of course, I'm allowed to get excited which is the difference between you and I. Besides which, your excitement is but a memory - a sort of ‘Once upon a time’ fairy tale. It would not be pleasant to become excited now, would it, Brady? A prickly problem I would guess. Still you cannot have everything and my attentions are worth a lot of deprivation, believe me." 
 
   To be deprived of the young madam's company would be a good start and to be permanently deprived of it would be heaven. An unlikely possibility but one may wish. Or at least Brady wishes to have her out of his life. Could she get married? Yes, no doubt but that might bring a young man into the picture and that will not be pleasant either if both were to get together on him. A fear he entertains if Grandma McCabe gets a man. He knows she is so strong-willed that any man attached to her would be taking a hand with him. A rather firm and hard hand too. 
 
   Any increase in disciplinarians here is not to be even thought about. He'd recently been tanned by Uncle James' second wife. A totally unexpected thrashing from a lady who had never even given a hint she was ‘into’ thwacking young men. Or young man in Brady's case. A hot bottom he could have done without as he was due a caning from Grandma, within the hour, and a pre-warm was not exactly desirable. It delighted Grandma needless to add, who on seeing the effects as she bared Brady's bum exclaimed, "By Jove, we must have your new Auntie do this more often, especially before I thwack you - you are going to feel my cane much more painfully and stingier than you would have if you had not been walloped, Master Brady. How lucky we are that your new Auntie's timing is so good. You should send her a ‘thank you’ card saying it is from ME! Thank her on my behalf for making my job easier. BEND OVER!" 
 
   Brady coming off the hard top of the table reflects ruefully, what had he actually done to merit such a 'thrashing’? Actually nothing. He had got it to satisfy the whim of a young woman, who liked to demonstrate her power. He was aware Miss Tina had not given them all with the double-handed swipes, she had demonstrated, before she started in on him. Her mixture of double and single-handed thwacks had however been more than sufficient to make his rear end feel like pulverised steak. 
 
   
  
 

 
 
   You can follow Brady’s tale in The Birch, in this Volume 


 
   
  
 



Caned in Front of the Girls
 
   


  
 

Chapter 4
 
   By Zeitgeist
 
    
 
   
  
 

Draining and Caning
 
    
 
   Not much sleep was had that night. I had of course been used to some very severe corporal punishment from a variety of people but all the recent developments were leading me to believe that they intended this punishment to be on a different level. It was hard to imagine anything that could be more painful than the headmasters caning in front of the sixth form girls but I had to wait and see. I got up at about eight o’clock and had a good long soak in the one bath available and then returned to the dormitory and prepared my locker and bed as I had been used to for the last few days. At exactly nine o’clock I was nude at the end of my bed as Nicola entered through the door. 
 
    
 
   She was not alone, two sets of heels clattered through the door, right behind Nicola followed a petite slim dark haired girl who looked to be no older than me but was dressed very smartly in a tight blue tee shirt and even tighter white trousers, despite her young looks she was quite a looker.
 
    
 
   “Let me introduce you to our nurse for the day, this boy, is Miss Fiona. She has kindly come here to provide us with some qualified medical supervision.”
 
    
 
   Fiona was a family friend of Vicky’s – their parents were both involved with young offenders in South Africa. She was familiar with the trappings of corporal punishment both judicially in Africa and also where she worked as assistant Matron at a boy’s public school. It seems she didn’t take much persuading to assist in events at St Georges that day.
 
    
 
   Nicola carried out the inspection of my locker whilst Fiona examined my pyjama bottoms carefully. This little interlude took place in silence and gave me a chance to cast careful glances at my tormentors. Nicola was dressed for a change and was wearing tight green shorts and a white shirt with bare legs and heels. Fiona was not particularly large breasted but had legs and bottom to die for in white trousers that looked like they had been painted on. Having finished looking at the gusset of my pyjamas Fiona then gave me a good look up and down; my penis had started to thicken at the attention, which was sure to be noticed. Nicola came back around to the front of me and announced that today I would be required to ejaculate four times in all but only twice this morning and then again with Fiona immediately prior to punishment. The young nurse said this would be a good time to carry out an initial examination with a view to me being fit for what was to follow that afternoon. Her hand shot out and immediately rolled back my foreskin as tight as a drum whilst with her other hand she cupped my testicles and requested the obligatory cough. The view down the top of her shirt showed her bra, which did not reveal any further flesh other than a very taut stomach beyond. She pulled the skin back and forth three times and then pulled back to watch my now solid erection pointing straight at her. 
 
    
 
   I was then told to turn around and bend over the end of my bed and to stick my bottom out. Various comments were then made about the totally white virgin territory that was my buttocks. In contrast to my thighs which were covered in thin blue welts from ad hoc canings with the light slim junior boys cane. Nicola then made me show the nurse my swollen hands from two previous heavy sessions with the same cane. It seems that Fiona as a nurse didn’t hold with caning hands but would have advocated the use of a leather strap or tawse for use on boy’s hands.
 
    
 
   A whispered conversation then took place between Nicola and Fiona, which resulted in two chairs being brought to the space in front of my bed. They were placed a couple of feet apart and I was then told to kneel on them which parted my legs but I was told to keep my hands on my head for now. Nicola then commenced to stroke my penis gently but before I could enjoy the sensation the nurse commenced to slap the back of my legs. The mix of sensations continued as handprints appeared all over my legs from top of thigh through backs of knees to my calves. As the first orgasm approached the slapping slowed down and as the first spasm shook my organ it was dropped like a stone by Nicola but the Nurse then started slapping much harder than before. My seed dribbled out of the end of my penis as a most unsatisfactory orgasm ensued pouring over the wooden floor of the dormitory. 
 
    
 
   A short interlude now as both girls went into the housemaster’s office at the end of the dorm, both reappeared with smirks and that devilishly thin junior cane. I expected my hands to take another battering but what did happen really surprised me. Off came Nicola’s shirt to reveal bare breasts shuddering in the early morning light. She pulled up a third chair in front of me and instructed me to masturbate. Given the view of breasts displaying the effects of the early morning chill I soon began to move towards my second humiliating orgasm. All the while Fiona circled us swishing the junior cane fiercely. As my breathing got shorter Fiona suddenly started to cane the soles of my feet. This killed off any move to ejaculation straight away, bringing forth amused comments about the efficiency of this type of caning. I hung my head as the beating stopped and my face burned with embarrassment. The slow pulling of my foreskin started again bringing me to full erection now as hard as ever. Nicola’s breasts stark white against her suntanned body now quivered as her hand pumped away. Soon my breath shortened and the give away twitch commenced and as I was about to erupt Nicola dropped me like a stone and as I dribbled my seed onto the floor the nurse, Fiona, whipped the thin cane across backs of my knees which made me scream but I couldn’t prevent what was an orgasm which was both painful and unsatisfactory. I collapsed into the bare breasts sat in front of me but was pushed back immediately, Nicola not wanting to get anything sticky on her body. I was told to get a grip of myself and to clean up the mess on the floor, Nicola covering herself up and Fiona returning the junior cane to its hook. They reminded me that I still had two more ejaculations, which would take place before my punishment and that the nurse would be taking charge of this. With that information they strode away to breakfast. Needless to say I didn’t want any, as I felt totally wretched.
 
    
 
   Around twelve o’clock I was taken across to Vicky’s cottage where all the girls were preparing to take lunch. I was made to stand in her lounge with hands on head until all the girls gathered in the comfortable seating in front of me. Julia then opened proceedings by telling me that this was my chance to hear the plan for the rest of the day. A tirade then took place which was in the same style as those given by her mother, berating me for my disgusting behaviour towards females and that my wicked ways would be flogged out of me once and for all etc etc.
 
    
 
   The plan.
 
   I was to be taken back to my dormitory by Julia and given a light lunch only. Then I would be collected by the Nurse, Fiona and taken to the school medical rooms where I would receive my final examination and preparation. I would then be dressed in my punishment pants and marched across to the gymnasium for punishment. No details of my chastisement were forthcoming; although I knew it involved that horrible cane I had been shown and had seen Julia practising with.
 
    
 
   I then followed Julia back to my dormitory, walking a couple of paces behind, watching her cute bottom and uncovered thighs displayed by her short skirt, a sort of loose flared style which flounced around as she walked in her heels. The view got better as she ascended the stairs to my dorm but despite my efforts and walking a few paces behind I still failed to see her knickers though must have come tantalisingly close. A small plate of egg sandwiches was produced from the bag she was carrying. Water was run into a small plastic beaker from the washbasin in the housemaster’s room. Julia then flopped down into my bed whilst I sat on my stand chair and tried to eat. She crossed her legs with the usual flick of her toes and displayed bare white thigh almost all the way.  Julia then commenced to tease and torment me. Teasing me by constantly re-crossing her legs, which she had made an art form of in recent times. I could count on the fingers of one hand the number of times that I had seen her knickers. She essentially became more careless when excited during one of my punishments and now seemed to be one of those occasions as that peep of white cotton became visible as she tormented me. The torment consisted of telling me how much I deserved what was coming to me, how much she was going to enjoy it as it had been agreed that she would be doing some of the caning herself and had practised very hard in the last couple of days.
 
    
 
   She told me that in discussions with Fiona when the plan had first been hatched (the incident on the train was merely coincidental it seems), the idea has been to drain me of all desire and to make me feel as low and as wretched as possible by constant forced masturbation. Fiona knew from her days as a young girl living on the African reform school campus that if a boy was heavily masturbated before being caned then the pain caused would appear to be increased considerably as the boy was less able to generate endorphins to fight the pain. The aim it seems is to create as much pain as possible with as little physical damage to the flesh as possible. 
 
    
 
   Julia then told me that the special pants that had been obtained were designed to protect the flesh whilst not limiting the actual amount of caning that could be inflicted. She told me that she took some convincing of this as she felt that as far as boys like me were concerned bare was always best and the harder the better. She then told me that Miss Fiona would be coming to collect me at 1.30 and I was to be stripped naked at the end of my bed, legs apart, hands on head to await her arrival. With that Julia flounced out of the dorm and left for her more leisurely and tasty lunch.
 
    
 
   I had finished the two sandwiches and just lay on my bed in nervous anticipation of what was to come. I had about three quarters of an hour but it seemed to pass very quickly. With a few minutes to go I got myself into the nude and put myself into position as soon as I heard the familiar click clack of high heels coming along the corridor. The door opened to reveal a very different Miss Fiona. She was clearly going to take her part in proceedings seriously and appeared in the dorm in perhaps what was her work uniform – a white nurses uniform of the type that button up the middle. In fashion with the time, though it came down to about mid thigh showing plenty of shapely leg. She stood very close to me and reached down and gripped my penis in her hand. Alternatively squeezing and pulling she told me that she had some surprises for me and they wouldn’t be pleasant. Her perfume was intoxicating me as she stood so close. 
 
    
 
   Having manipulated me to a half erection she instructed me to put on my gym shoes and follow her to the school sanatorium as she called it. I followed the clicking high heels of the nurse out of the building into the open air. No qualms about me being bare nude as the school was quite isolated and obviously no visitors were expected and the school gates locked. Feeling very vulnerable in the open air with a thickened penis, which hadn’t gone down as I expected it would, we arrived at the door to the school medical facility. We entered a small reception area where Nicola was waiting for us. She told us that Julia and Vicky were getting everything ready in the gym and Julia was having a final practise session. “Won’t that be nice for you boy?” grinned Nicola still dressed as she had been earlier in a pair of tight white shorts and red shirt. 
 
    
 
   We then went through to an examination room, which was quite cold and had white tiled walls. In the centre of the room was what I understood to be a ladies examination table with supports for legs. I suppose now that this was newly installed given that females were now attending the school but I am even now a little confused as the girls wouldn’t have been over thirteen. However this item was now central to my examination. Nurse Fiona first had me bend over the side of the table with my bottom high in the air. Buttocks were then squeezed and prodded to assess the depth of flesh, Fiona had been concerned that there might not be enough muscle mass to cope with the combination of a long cane with a heavy tip being used at full velocity, but as explained by Nicola the buttocks are fairly well fleshed and have been left free from punishment with exception of the occasional slap. 
 
    
 
   “When were you last given proper punishment on your bottom boy?” asked the nurse. I told them that I had been slippered at school three weeks previously but that the last severe beating had been given by my step mother two months previously – twelve strokes of the strap. Satisfied that all would be well I was told to turn over and lie flat on the table with my bottom positioned at the end. My legs were placed it the stirrups and then the table was tilted until my bottom and private parts became fully available. The nurse then brought over a large red bag with a long pipe attached which she hung up on a stand at the side of the table. The end of the pipe had a plastic nozzle on which she then put a glob of Vaseline. I was told that at her school boys up for a head’s caning were given an enema as a precaution, because although boys were told to go the toilet before being caned they could not be relied upon. Apart from that an enema given by the Matron or her staff added to the humiliation. The nozzle was quickly inserted in my rectum with a small squeal from me and a huge grin from Nicola. A clamp was released and a quart of hot soapy liquid flooded my bowels making me squirm. Once it was all in, the nozzle was removed and I was told to lie still until told. I started to have pains in my tummy and then cramps which became more and more painful. At last I was allowed to get up and run for the toilet at the end of the room. 
 
    
 
   Having evacuated everything into the toilet I felt weak but heard water running. The room also contained a shower cubicle and I was told to get in and scrub myself well. I was now feeling a little better after the welcome shower, but things were to go downhill again. Now dried off but in the nude I was told to get back onto the couch with my legs in the stirrups. The nurse now pulled up a stool and sat between my legs where my private parts and everything else was at eye level. Nicola stood to one side and watched Fiona the nurse put on rubber gloves whilst I watched, not knowing what was to happen now. Nicola now informed me with glee that I still had two more ejaculations to perform before I was considered ready for caning, these would be additional to the two I performed this morning whilst at the end of my bed. 
 
    
 
   Nicola then commenced to slowly manipulate my penis by slowly rolling the foreskin backwards and forwards. I soon had a solid erection, as my masturbatrix was so close to me that I could smell her perfume mixed with what I later learned was raw female lust generated from an area inside those tight shorts alongside me. Fiona now gave instructions that as soon as my penis started its usual twitching indicating that ejaculation wasn’t too far away Nicola must stop touching my penis and the nurse would then take over. The rolling back and forwards of my foreskin became faster and the nurse was now handling my scrotum, soon that tell tale twitching started along with a quickening of my breath. At the critical moment Nicola stopped her manipulations and I was left hanging in no-mans land. As the rush inside me slipped backwards the nurse asked Nicola to lift my scrotum upwards to give her easy access to my bottom hole. Nicola pulled on my balls none too gently whilst moving round to view with interest what Fiona was going to do. The nurse had clearly talked about what her skills could achieve, as there was little conversation between the two girls as they concentrated on the task. The nurse prised open my buttocks and fed her index finger slowly into my bottom producing a funny sensation to which I was not used. Fiona asked Nicola to keep me fully erect with her other hand which given what was taking place was not difficult given the close proximity of two very attractive girls handling me in a most intimate manner. I felt the nurse’s finger rubbing something inside me, which made me feel slightly light headed. Nicola was asked to rub quite vigorously for just a few moments which she did, bringing me to a highly excited state at which point Fiona told her to stop touching my penis altogether. The nurse then started rubbing inside my bottom on what I know now is my prostate gland. After about thirty seconds a slow stream of seminal fluid leaked rather than spurted out of my penis, falling onto the floor below, both girls carefully making sure they avoided getting any of it onto them.
 
    
 
   This was a most unusual sensation for me, no pleasure of any sort, whilst leaving me with the usual post masturbation loss of arousal. Now limp shrivelled, my penis showed no interest in the proceedings. The two young women now had a conversation as to whether Nicola’s outfit was befitting of formal punishment. She had clearly noted that Fiona had changed into her uniform. Fiona thought that the red shirt was maybe a little out of place given the formal situation. Nicola then left the room only to return a couple of minutes later with three different shirts, one black and the other two white. After a brief discussion, during which I was completely ignored, Nicola decided to try them on, quickly pulling the red shirt off over her head to which left her breasts completely naked. I was not surprised by this, given her previous teasing behaviour. The show was however designed to assist with their next move on me. My penis was now beginning to stir as each shirt was pulled on and off with the breasts bouncing in and out of view. Finally settling on one of the white shirts that fitted very snugly over her chest when tucked tightly into her shorts, my partially erect penis was noticed, Fiona indicating that now might be a good time to milk me again. Nicola quickly pulled back my foreskin, rather painfully, then began a slow scraping with a sharp fingernail around and underneath the head, which alternately caused pain and pleasure. 
 
    
 
   As she sat directly in front of me I was now staring directly at her chest, which in spite of its covering revealed her nipples very clearly. My erection grew to maximum strength, though it now ached and was becoming more than a little sore. With Fiona looking on, I was slowly brought on to a point very close to ejaculation, Fiona took over, circling my penis with one hand and with the other, pushed her little finger into the eye on the end, prising it open and pressing deeper, I immediately screamed out and lost my erection immediately. Both girls found this highly amusing, Nicola winked at Fiona saying “that gives me an idea for later, won’t spoil it for him now though”. The nurse now commenced a rapid and uncomfortable manipulation of my foreskin, quickly bringing me to boiling point again. A hand reached underneath me and a long finger entered my bottom and started to wriggle inside me. Right on cue my hard penis was dropped like a stone but the finger inside me kept wriggling away. Almost immediately I was made to ejaculate which in fact was just a steady dribble of fluid dripping onto the floor. 
 
    
 
   I suddenly felt very tired and overcome by what I can only call a feeling of total wretchedness. The intention had been to drain me of any natural resistance, where bodily endorphins come into play during a painful event. Given what was coming my way very shortly, they meant for my punishment to be as painful as it could possibly be. In the years that have passed I have many times been masturbated before receiving corporal punishment and I can confirm that it serves well to make the experience one of pure and unadulterated agony.
 
    
 
   “I suppose we had better hurry and get his special pants on, we are due on stage in a few minutes” said Nicola, both girls giggling at their attempts at gallows humour. Nicola then started to unwrap a small package and brought out the pants that had been the subject of much conversation between the girls. Certainly Julia was keen to carry out punishment on the bare flesh, but Vicky and Fiona both agreed that if they intended to use the modified navy rattan they would be able to use it at full force and for a greater number of strokes with these pants in place. They all agreed that if they had to curtail the punishment because the flesh on the bottom was badly breaking open, it would lead to great disappointment and waste the effort that had gone into preparing me physically and mentally to suffer for their pleasure. Nicola held up the almost transparent garment saying “we were not really sure that these would be suitable but Julia tried them on and I have to say that they really are tight, leave nothing to the imagination and to feel them seems as though they weren’t really there,” Fiona laughed saying that she wished she could have seen the event. “Don’t worry we are now going to squeeze some boy flesh into these.”
 
    
 
   The girls man handled my feet and legs into the pants and I was then told to stand, which I found difficult at first feeling unsteady and light headed. They had to be hauled up my thighs already feeling impossibly tight. When they were at the level of my genitals Nicola then squatted down below me, breasts all a jiggle and pulled my cock and balls through a tight slit in the front of the pants. Fiona now behind me pulled carefully on the strong elasticated waist band, clicking together a hook and eye arrangement that also worked as a quick means of their removal if required, heaving the pants up over my buttocks. After some careful straightening out, both girls stood back to get a better look. “Wow, just look at his bottom”. The closest I can describe the effect is that my buttocks seemed like they had been wrapped in cling film so tight yet so thin that it seemed like a second skin. The girls were enthralled by the fact that the pants were shaped to encompass the buttocks individually and were so thin that goose pimples appearing on my shivering bottom could not only be seen clearly but also felt!
 
    
 
    Nicola then started to rummage in her bag and pulled out what looked like thick cotton strand attached firmly to a dog lead. Squatting down again in front of me, “As I am not going to be using the cane myself, a girl has to have something to do!” She then skinned back the flesh on my penis and started to wrap the thick cotton tightly around and just underneath the head, knotting it carefully. Then with two more shorter lengths of cotton, wrapped them around each individual testicle until they looked like two plums. Tugging on the lead, making me jump said it was time to go. The girls cleared up their things and led me by my cock out of the building totally naked apart from the pants, which seemed to make me even more naked than if I had not had them on.
 
    
 
   A short while later we arrived at the entrance to the school gym, with Nicola in front and Fiona behind. Nicola turned before opening the door, “when we go inside you will go straight to the cross that has been taped on the floor in the middle of the gym, put your hands on your head, legs a yard apart, look straight ahead and speak only if spoken to” “IN.”
 
    
 
   Sure enough a black taped cross was in the centre of the room. In front of it was a tall leather topped bench with sturdy looking legs, the front two of which were set shorter than the back ones, giving it a sloping effect. The gym was well lit by the early afternoon sunshine coming through the high level windows in shafts illuminating the dust. The event is so burned into my psyche, that I remember even the individual smells in the room, the dry, dusty, hot overall atmosphere. In spite of the heat of the day I felt chilly and goose bumps were everywhere on my body. Nicola unfastened the lead from the cotton wrapped around my penis and reminded me to carry out her earlier instructions. As she moved away, my eyes fell upon the length of rattan I had been shown almost a week earlier from the school head’s personal collection, although I later suspected that it may have belonged to Vicky all along, but had been placed in Head’s cupboard as a way of legitimising their plans. Three and a half feet it may have been but it seemed even longer to me now as it overhung the width of the bench, it’s handle end wrapped with tape as a grip and the heavier business end making it flop and bend slightly over the edge of its support. This supporting bench looked as though it had been either designed or modified specifically for punishment. I could smell the leather from the thick padded top and also the straps fastened to its sides and legs. Clearly they were not going to take any chances of me trying to break free and run away. I took a deep breath and became suddenly aware of reality, noticing that there were now four girls in animated discussion behind me. I could not tell everything that they were saying, but it was mainly about who would pronounce my agreed sentence, and if the nurse should do her checks before I was secured in place or after.
 
    
 
   Silence descended for a few awkward moments, then Nurse Fiona appeared in front of me, reached into a pocket on her short white tunic and extracted a stethoscope which she proceeded to use, first on my chest, then my back whilst asking me to breath in deeply and momentarily hold my breath. Just to the side she had a small medical bag. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched as she bent from the waist to open the bag giving me what, if I had dared to look directly, would have been a very titillating view of her legs as her uniform rode upwards. Standing very close to me, so close that I could smell her light, flowery scent, her right hand dropped to the two bound up plums that were my testicles, lifted them up into her palm, and calmly asked me to cough, twice. “I’ll check his blood pressure after he has been put over,” the nurse calmly announced. 
 
    
 
   Nicola approached and pushed her index finger in the middle of my back, instructing me firmly to move to the bench. Julia then walked up for the first time and with a smug look on her face took possession of the cane, bent it into a huge arc, turned sideways and swung her arm creating a deep rush of air, intensifying my nervousness. Now over the bench I found myself looking back underneath, with a view of the tall willowy Vicky and Julia now joining her, cane in hand. Nicola now commenced pushing and pulling me into the desired position, legs a yard apart, up on tiptoe, bottom as high as possible on the top of the bench. Straps were then tightened at ankle, above the knees, a broad strap over my lower back and finally my wrists were cuffed together and fastened to the cross bar running between the front legs. I was very securely fastened with just room for some movement between the waist and knees. Nicola thrust a hand under my hips and roughly grabbed my genitals, pulling upwards just to make sure that everything was tucked out of the way, so at least some common sense prevailed. Nurse Fiona then took a device out of her bag. Wrapping a piece of canvas around my left arm she started to pump air into the canvas, and slowly released the air whilst looking at her nurses watch. “One fifty over ninety and his pulse rate is quite high. I will need to repeat this at intervals.” Looking back under the bench I could see my upside down view of Julia again making practice strokes in the air, doing absolutely nothing for my blood pressure. There was then a pause as all four girls gathered about ten yards or so behind me.
 
    
 
   Only females that had never had to experience corporal punishment could ever have conceived what they now planned for me. I was still feeling ‘washed out’ after all the forced masturbation that I had undergone in the previous couple of days and just didn’t react to the visuals now displayed before me, albeit upside down. Four sets of long bare legs were to be seen as they conferred. Nicola and Fiona I had been with for the previous couple of hours but I had not had the opportunity to see either my bĕte noir, Julia, or Vicky. The latter, who from previous discussions and announcements would be taking the lead. She was dressed in what must be her normal gym attire, white sleeveless gym vest, green pleated skirt, white socks and rubber gym shoes. Julia wore her white tennis outfit with white gym shoes.
 
    
 
   After a brief discussion all four now walked toward me, the nurse and Nicola taking up position to the rear but far enough out to allow for the action. Vicky and Julia then came around the front, Vicky grabbing hold of my hair, pulled up my head and in her clipped Rhodesian accent, made her announcement.
 
    
 
   “It’s only fair for you to know exactly what is going to happen to you and also why. You are turning rapidly into a lecherous, vile representation of the typical teenage boy.” “We are all fem libbers and have taken the decision to apply a cure for your behaviour. The curtailment of a teacher’s power to thrash horrible boys is most regrettable, but as you have already seen it does not apply here.”
 
    
 
   “So, your sentence today is to received twenty four strokes of this most effective rattan.” Julia commenced to give the stick a vigorous series of practice strokes as if to make the point. “We intend you to be caned much harder than is usual in even the strictest school, your strokes will be of judicial severity – but don’t worry, although we intend to hurt you – a lot, the pants you have on should limit how much the cane cuts you. Julia has long since had good reason to cane you, well she has been having some expert instruction and will today give her first but no doubt not the last caning – won’t that be nice for you boy!” “We don’t want you to get away too lightly so Julia will be giving you the first eight strokes and then your bottom will be making its first acquaintance with me and I assure you it will be truly memorable.”
 
    
 
   Vicky walked back to stand alongside Nicola. Julia walked directly behind me making side-to-side swishes. My upside down view showed that she had placed herself about three paces behind me and to my left – she was after all right handed. Shaking out her arm as a way of loosening her muscles caused the rattan to sway with alarming flexibility. Concentrating, Julia commenced a rocking motion from front foot to back foot and then stepping forward swiftly though not at a running pace, drew the cane on high and behind her body, swinging forwards to time her stroke with the maximum velocity available. The sound could only be described as a low level whoosh of air followed by a loud ‘thwup’ as the stick made contact with bottom. At first it was like being branded by an ice-cold bar. I was aware of Nicola firmly announcing “One”. This was quickly followed by a sudden rush of high intensity sting, which seemed to penetrate right to my lowered head. I struggled for breath, never having felt such a level of pain since my headmaster’s beating the year before. As I took a lung full of air between my teeth I was able to open my eyes to see that Julia had returned to her original position and stance, waiting and watching as the pain continued to grow. After what seemed like thirty seconds, I saw the long shapely legs commence their quick step and another explosion occurred across my bottom, noticing that her body seemed to continue the movement even after the ‘thwup’ neatly across both buttocks, this time much lower, near the joint between bottom and thighs. “Two” was called. The caning continued in this manner like a metronome with each successive lash of the rattan causing my buttocks to shake in the limited amount of space my tight bonds allowed. The special pants clearly gave no protection from the effects of this judicial rattan. I had been making loud grunts and moans after the second stroke; the first having took my breath away. 
 
    
 
   The watching girls gave Julia encouragement, in a mist of pain I heard the shouts of “Good shot”, and “Try and concentrate on the lower bits”. As Julia stepped in for stroke number five she tried to make an effort to increase the power by bending at the knees and leaning backwards before bringing the cane in from behind her shoulder. As the stroke connected she gave a grunt, not unlike modern day tennis players. The extra effort caused the rod to lash across my right thigh, lashing around the side, impacting viciously as the heavy tip cut into my leg. This time I howled long and hard, drowning out Nicola’s call of five. My flesh in this location was unused to regular punishment at this level. Despite the poor aim, no adverse comment was made by any of the girls. Julia was not to be put off by my yells and after the half-minute pause for effect, stepped into her sixth stroke, this time connecting perfectly across the centre of my bottom cheeks, the hard, heavy tip thrashing into the side of my right buttock. Just before commencing my yell, I heard someone hiss “Yes.” 
 
    
 
   Two more to go from my nemesis and she sure intended to make the most of it. Pausing for longer this time, I watched upside down as she took her stance, bending and straightening the rod whilst rocking on the balls of her feet. I hear the low whoosh as she pulls the cane back over her shoulder, the end of the stick nearly touching her own bottom, eyes fixated on my hindquarters, leaning back and moving forwards with two quick steps the rod comes forwards and again connects perfectly with a loud thwhup, the sound being exaggerated and amplified in the almost empty gymnasium. A loud yell from me indicated the accuracy of her stroke. Only one more to go from Julia and maybe they will give me a rest.  I was now panting with the effort of coping with the ferocity of the sting, waiting for stroke number eight. This time Julia bounded forwards, her clear intention to make the last one a really good stroke. Shouts of “Go on girl, make it count” and “Try and make it low down,” etc preceded her efforts. “Thwup”, her final stroke lashed across the fold area of the buttocks. As my groaning faded I became aware of all four girls approaching. 
 
    
 
   Nicola went strait for the quick release hook and eye on the pants and gently folded them to below my bare bottom.  Fingers, I do not know who’s, were running across the naked flesh, noting the corrugated appearance. “Wow look at those lumps at the end of each weal – I think they look a bit moist,” this from Nicola. The nurse now took charge saying I should be cleaned up ready for Vicky. “Don’t worry Fiona, my lumps will be more than just moist, but fortunately for him I’m left handed so it will be his left buttock getting the attention for a change.” 
 
    
 
   Nurse Fiona pulled from her bag what looked like a plastic bottle with a hand spray built in, rather like you would use for houseplants. “Watch and learn girls”, she then commenced to spray my bare buttocks with a very cold liquid, which at first felt a relief but very quickly started to burn, especially those hard lumpy contusions on my right side. I began to howl again. “Alcohol girls, especially neat surgical spirit, good for naughty boys, and more especially their caned bottoms.” All the girls laughed out loud at this. Fiona then commenced to wipe my bottom flesh with some gauze, making sure that the pitch was completely clear before the next instalment. Eventually the burning started to fade and my bottom felt cold and drew the comment that it was amazing how fiercely punished a boy’s bottom could be yet still show goose bumps. The inside of the pants was then gently wiped with the gauze, then hauled back over the buttocks and fastened tight. Nurse then repeated the checks on my pulse and blood pressure. Satisfied she indicated that the punishment should continue.
 
    
 
   What was to follow can only be described as a master class in punishment caning. Vicky now used her strength and experience to reduce me to a point lower than I have ever been before or since.
 
    
 
   Buttocks now re-covered in their transparent skin, Vicky spent a short while checking on my position, tightening up on some of the leather binding straps.
 
    
 
   Upside down I watched as the other girls walked back and put themselves in what they thought would be a good position to view what for them was sadistic entertainment dressed up as a justifiable flogging. Vicky now seemed much taller and more powerful than I had realised. Her sleeveless vest and short gym skirt revealing powerful but well honed legs, arms and shoulders. However when it came to judicial style canings, it was her technique and choice of cane that would win the day.
 
    
 
   Vicky had by now resumed possession of the cane and spent a little while re-familiarising herself with the rod. She stood at first by my right hip, and then lined up the cane across my buttocks, moving further away until the swollen heavy tip made contact with centre of the left buttock. I had to look under the bench to my right to see where Vicky was; she was not going to be taking a run up like Julia. Her position was also slightly forwards so her legs apart stance seemed almost level with my head, about a yard and half to my right. A firm but steady tapping of the cane on my behind now commenced. Her knees and thighs seemed to twist right round and at the same time I heard the cane whoosh on its upswing then pause. Vicky’s gym shoes then went up high onto her toes, followed by a swish that was much higher in note to what Julia had recently obtained. The thwup of the heavy rod sounded much the same but as the left half of my bottom now received the first stroke full on, my body tried to leap up from the bench. No hiss between gritted teeth this time but a full scream. A long wait then ensued as I gradually calmed down to regular panting, but my bottom still seemed to be shaking and quivering. 
 
    
 
   Someone, I’m not sure who, said very slowly “Oh my god.” 
 
    
 
   Nicola calmly called out “Nine.” 
 
    
 
   Panic then took over my mind as Vicky’s long legs appeared again to my right. The same twisting motion followed by the whoosh of the upswing, up on tiptoe, followed by an almighty crack echoing off the walls of the gym. Quickly this time came the count of “Ten.” A bright orange flame seemed to be burning all the way from my bottom into my brain. 
 
    
 
   Somehow we managed to get through to stroke sixteen. By now I was making a sort of whinnying noise and as each lash connected, my bottom bounced violently within my bonds. I became aware of the pants once again being undone followed by the cold spray from nurse Fiona. Fresh screams again burst forth. The enormous sting from the surgical spirit eased as the buttocks were wiped. I could not now remember the conversation word for word, such was my disorientation. I can however manage a summary of what followed. All four now gathered closely around me, peering at the state of my buttocks. Admiring comments were made about the accuracy of Vicky’s cane strokes, how they were all parallel, close together and how severe the markings were. It seems that the welts were very long, running from edge to edge, standing out like “black ropes with some bleeding coming from the pronounced bruise which could be found at the end of the welt about the size of a two shilling piece.” This was the effect of the heavy tip.
 
    
 
   Keen to continue, time must have been getting on as the shafts of light from the sun had moved away, still no need for any lights though. The special pants were fastened up again. Vicky commented to Fiona that she should keep a close eye on me now, as the next eight strokes might be too much. However she said that was the reason for the special pants. Without them there would have been too much cutting and bleeding and then it would have been all over now, they all sniggered at that saying that such a thing would never do!
 
    
 
   Once the nurse had finished with me, silence fell again until Vicky started some practice thrashes with the cane, as if she hadn’t had enough practise already. 
 
    
 
   I had no idea how I was going to get through the last part, I was light headed and my bum felt like it had been dropped into a vat of molten lava. 
 
    
 
   Not able to follow events as clearly now, I was amazed that as stroke seventeen breathed its fire across both buttocks, the pain was as fierce as ever, drawing a choking, sobbing scream from me. There was a pause after stroke twenty, nurse Fiona looking into my eyes and checking my pulse. After about two or three minutes whilst some discussion took place, I thought that it might be over but sadly not, though there was a change of tactics. A decision had been made that my buttocks should not be given any more punishment.
 
    
 
   I still thought that my caning was all over as my legs were unfastened momentarily but then closed together and re fastened to the front cross bar of the bench. My other bonds were released, an arm each being taken by Nicola and Julia. I was quickly hauled further up the bench. The effect was to put my bottom on top of the bench as opposed to over its edge. I was not re fastened but the girls held my arms backwards in an iron grip.
 
    
 
   Vicky then announced that rather than be let off the last four strokes of the agreed sentence, she would now be giving six more, but across the tops of my legs just below the buttocks. She would also be giving them quickly without a pause in between strokes. As they would be across bare flesh I would probably bleed and she asked Fiona to pay attention afterwards. Vicky stood to my right and her position had changed so that to apply strokes to my upper thighs she would be caning in a downward motion. In a firm legs akimbo stance she concentrated the whippy rod across my bare legs to measure up for the strokes. Raising the cane over her shoulder until it was almost touching her own bottom, up on tiptoe and with supreme effort the stick lashed across my upper thighs three times in as many seconds. Instructing the girls to hold me tight, she swiftly walked to the other side of the bench and taking up the same pose, applied three vicious swipes of the cane the other way across my thighs. The effect on me was to create a long piercing scream that eventually faded away as I became almost delirious with the sheer sting created on my thighs.
 
    
 
   I was left to flop over the bench, being almost incapable of movement. Nurse Fiona removed the special pants completely by cutting them away. They should only be used once apparently. The spray canister came out again and I was given a thorough dowsing across both bottom and thighs. My yells would have been enough to wake anyone, if there were indeed anyone around in this isolated location. Several more minutes were spent adoring my highly decorated posterior, before they made a decision to re fasten my wrists while they went for a well earned cup of late afternoon tea. 
 
    
 
   Nearly an hour later and footsteps could be heard, this time just the two sets, Nicola and nurse Fiona. No words were said. I heard the nurse remove something from her bag. My buttocks had welts which had been oozing slightly but had settled whilst I remained over the bench, but the moment I moved or started to walk they would soon break open again. Long lengths of elastoplast were put on to my bottom. “I think we might look forward to taking them off in a day or so!” said Nicola. I was eventually released from my bonds and half dragged and half carried back to the bed in my dormitory. I was laid flat on my front and advised not to move. A sheet was thrown over me and without further ado they bid me goodnight even though it was only teatime. Hunger however was not on agenda. A raging, burning stinging backside was, but especially those weals across my thighs. A very uncomfortable night lay ahead.
 
    
 
   The next morning I dragged myself to the ablutions to wash my face and take a look at my rear in the mirrors between the sinks which made it easy by looking into one and gaining the rearward view from the mirrors on the row behind. Despite my experience of a well-thrashed bum, I was shocked by what I saw. Even with the elastoplast across the worst weals, virtually the whole of my buttocks had turned into one black bruise and had swelled up considerably. The bruising had even gone down my thighs and across my hips. Still swollen, the cane weals were the most pronounced I had seen and went from hip to hip with solid round bruises at the end points from the cane tip. 
 
    
 
   A little later all four girls appeared in the dormitory, it seemed that Fiona had stayed over, to pass opinion on my bottom this morning. I got up still naked and without being told put my hands on my head. Nothing was said about the state of my bed. I was put over the end of the bed and my legs kicked roughly apart, which hurt my bottom. Four pairs of eyes then gloated on my well thrashed behind. Whilst still bent over I was informed that they thought Julia had done very well for her first ever caning and that she had been found a suitable ‘senior’ cane to take with her for her future use. Pulled up and turned around my penis had become semi erect and was getting harder by the minute with all these girls around me. It didn’t help that Nicola was half sat on the end of the bed opposite with a view all the way up her summer dress to her knickers. 
 
    
 
   I was allowed a couple of days to recover without further punishment, during which time I was stiff but slowly the swelling on my buttocks receded to leave bruising which changed colour in the usual ways. Just before we were due to leave Fiona made a further appearance at the school and conversed conspiratorially with Nicola. An hour later I was instructed to attend the medical centre again where I had been told my plaster dressings were to be removed. “Ouch”, I thought this won’t be funny. Fiona was no longer in her uniform, but very nicely dressed in tee shirt and very, very tight jeans. I was told to wait outside the door to the examination room, but couldn’t help looking through the glass panel in the door. Fiona’s bottom looked delicious and the front of the jeans so tight I could have sworn I could see the shape of you know what! Nicola had been sunbathing and had just put a loose shirt on over the top of her yellow bikini, leaving little to the imagination, it wouldn’t however bother her as she had previously displayed everything to me in order to tease. 
 
    
 
   Soon I was called in and told to strip. I was quickly bent over the couch, and my buttocks examined closely. Fiona then wet my bottom with water out of a metal bowl and slowly peeled off the dressings. “We would love to rip them off but it would start them bleeding again and then where would be eh?” “Mmmm, they are going to be around for a good couple of months yet, and those on your thighs maybe even a little longer, won’t that be nice boy?” I was quickly pulled up and told to lie face up on the examination couch which they adjusted, putting my legs in stirrups, leaving my genitals with a now very hard cock poking out. Two stools were pulled up and the girls sat down. A metal table was next to Fiona with some metal implements on the top. Nicola gripped my cock and quickly skinned back the foreskin in her inimitable manner. “Now for the little idea that we had for you my lad, you may not like this but we will!” 
 
    
 
   Whilst Nicola held my penis between her thumb and forefinger, Fiona had picked up a long shiny metal probe from the side table and without any warning or explanation, poked the metal rod into the eye in the end of my penis. This hurt and I told them so, but I was warned that not only would I injure myself by resisting, but also they would have Vicky cane my hands until my fingers were blistered. The metal shaft, which had a peculiar shape on the end was now pushed slowly down inside my erect penis. Amazingly it went a long way down and Fiona slowly moved it up and down whilst Nicola manipulated the outside of my cock. This went on for what seemed ages but was probably only about two minutes. When it seemed that I was on the brink of ejaculating, Fiona said, “I am going to pull it out, be warned this is going to hurt you much more than it hurts me.” At which point I started to boil over and she pulled out the metal shaft which dragged and caused me yell. I was left doubled over in agony, but it was thankfully short lived.
 
    
 
   That was thankfully the end of any more real punishment during my short stay at St Georges. I was however threatened with a repeat visit the following year, if I didn’t do as I was told by Julia. In addition to our normal luggage on the return journey, we also now had the addition of a long hockey kit bag. The contents of which Julia promised to introduce me to as soon as my bottom had healed. I was thankful that at least that could well be some time. It would however pre-occupy my mind for weeks knowing that the day would surely come…
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Ma’am
 
 
   Mistress Nastassja
 
 
   Chapter 1
 
 
   By Sonny Boy Jacobsen
 
    
 
   Sonny Boy sat in the train smiling to himself. Although he enjoyed his life at boarding school, it was nice to be heading home for the summer. It would be good to see his old family estate again. Sonny's parents had died in a car accident when he was two, and his father’s Mistress, a stern but loving woman by the name of Nastassia, had raised him single-handed since then. She had also built up the business his father had begun and become very wealthy. Now Sonny had a long summer holiday at his luxurious family home to look forward to. On an immediate note, he also had several pornographic magazines tucked away in his luggage, which he had bought from a school friend just before the end of semester. He was looking forward to settling down in the privacy of his bedroom and perusing their contents. Had he known what was going through his Mistress’ mind just then, however, he would probably not have felt so grand. 
 
    
 
   At that moment, the Grand Mistress Nastassja was glancing at her watch and smiling. Soon it would be time to pick up Sonny Boy from the station she thought. He had really started growing recently, and when she had last seen him at semester break, she had realized that the time was ripe to begin to go to work on the boy. Nastassja's experiences as a well-educated professional dominatrix trying to get ahead in the business world had given her strong views about the relationships between men and women. She believed strongly that men needed to be kept in their place and taught a lesson, and now that her own young charge was already way past his adolescence, she was determined to instil the proper respect into him. He was always thinking about girls and sex, and Nastassja or ‘Nasty’, as she preferred to be called, was going to guide those thoughts along her own lines. She had already assembled all the equipment she needed, and was very excited about the thought of finally being able to use it on the recalcitrant boy.
 
    
 
   When she picked Sonny up from the station, she was the same as always, and the two of them chatted happily on the drive home. Nastassja was pleased to have some time to devote solely to socializing with the boy. When they got home, Sonny went upstairs to unpack and get settled. Nasty sat calmly downstairs, methodically trying to decide how best to begin the first phase of the boy's new regime.
 
    
 
   On a whim, she decided to go upstairs and see what he was doing. She went quietly to the boy's room and paused outside it. Sonny's door was closed, but there was a keyhole. Nastassja stooped and peered through it. She caught her breath as she saw him stretched out naked on his bed, his erect cock in one hand and a glossy magazine in the other. She could not help noticing that he had a pretty good-sized dick for his age. Nasty smiled to herself. Clearly, she had been correct that it was time to start work on naughty Sonny, and this presented her with the perfect excuse. She straightened up, took a deep breath, and flung open the door, feigning a casual tone. "I'm making some tea Sonny, would you like..." she let her voice trail off as she stepped into the room and saw the naked boy supine on his bed. Sonny cried out in shock, and lay there, frozen.
 
    
 
   Nastassja was silent as she crossed the room and snatched the magazine from Sonny's unresisting hands. She scanned it briefly, inwardly excited by the photography, which depicted various scenes of women dominating men. The women were all very buxom, and the men very well hung. Then she threw the magazine down on the bed and glared at her boy. "How DARE you bring that kind of sleaze-bo filth into this house! You dirty bastard! To think you have not even been home an hour yet and I catch you doing a disgusting thing like this. Is this what I am paying them to teach you at that school?" 
 
    
 
   Sonny lay still, too scared and embarrassed to move. His hand was still involuntarily clutched round his cock, which by now had gone totally limp.
 
    
 
   His Mistress stared at him fiercely. "Stand up!" she snapped. "Stand up right now!" Sonny did as he was told, clasping his hands over his cock and balls. "Hands on your head!" she barked. "It's not like you've got anything I haven't seen before." Blushing furiously, Sonny did as he was told. Nasty stared at him critically. "That's better. It is not as if you have got very much to hide now is it?" she smirked. "I'm hardly going to be shocked by the sight of that pathetic little worm." Sonny squirmed in embarrassment at his Mistress’s brutal dismissal of his tender boyhood.
 
    
 
   Nastassja glared fiercely at the quivering boy. "I don't have to put up with this kind of crap and I won’t! Lying on your bed ogling pictures of naked women like that. Women are not just objects for your pleasure, you know. You don't judge them simply by the size of their chest measurements!" Sonny's eyes prickled with tears of humiliation. Nastassja reached out and grabbed his arm. "Come with me." she said firmly. “I'm going to punish you severely for your wickedness." 
 
    
 
   She unceremoniously hauled the boy out of his room and into the bathroom.
 
    
 
   Once inside, Nastassja grabbed his arm and shoved him into the shower cubicle. She turned the water on, and proceeded to wash Sonny with a hard maple wood bath brush, rubbing him vigorously until his skin was red all over. She had made it a point to replace the regular nylon bristle brush with a much stiffer natural bristle brush. He wailed particularly loudly when the unyielding bristles of the brush scratched his genitals, but Nasty just ignored him and concentrated on scrubbing the little dick with renewed vigor. 
 
    
 
   When she was done, she pulled Sonny out of the shower and threw a towel at him. "Come on, dry yourself off, and be quick about it.," she snapped briskly and Sonny hurriedly obeyed. When he was dry, she reached out and grabbed hold of his ear. 
 
    
 
   "Right! Let's go to my room." she said, and dragged her boy along the landing by his ear, while he trotted and wailed behind her.
 
    
 
   Nastassja pulled the hassock out from under her dressing table, and picked up a hard maple wood hairbrush, which was a matching companion to the bath brush. She sat down and hauled the now-shivering boy over her lap.
 
    
 
   She stared for a moment at the cute pink bottom before her, loving the perfect roundness of the boy's hairless cheeks. Then she brought the hairbrush down good and hard. "There! This is what happens to dirty little boys in this house!" she spat, and began to spank him in earnest. Sonny screamed and sobbed as Nasty plied the brush vigorously, smacking it down on his bottom with all her might. "Yes, squeal all you like you little pig!” cried Nastassja viciously. "Squeal so your Mistress knows you're learning your lesson." She continued spanking the boy enthusiastically with the hard wood brush, smacking his bottom until it was a deep crimson and actually beginning to form bruises.
 
    
 
   Eventually she tired of this and pulled the boy off her knee. Sonny stood in front of her, his face red and streaked with tears, sobbing hoarsely. Nastassja waited until he had calmed down slightly, then reached up and took hold of his balls, wrapping her hand around them. She squeezed slightly and Sonny whimpered. "So, do you still think that all women are put upon this earth solely for your pleasure?" she asked. "N-no." sobbed Sonny. “No, what?” she demanded. “No, Ma‘am“, replied the frightened lad. “That‘s better, now see that you don‘t forget it. Are you going to waste any more time drooling over nasty pictures?" Another squeeze. "No Ma’am!" cried Sonny as the pain shot through his tender balls. "That's a good lad. I am still concerned though, so I am going to keep a firm hand on you from now on. I don't want any more lewd behavior.”
 
    
 
   Sonny seemed to relax somewhat, but his reverie was cut short by his stern Mistress.
 
    
 
   “I do not expect to see THIS," she slapped his cock with her left hand, sticking up proudly when it shouldn't be. If you get an erection in the future, I want you to come and tell me, and explain to me what caused it. Then I shall decide whether it was justified or not, and whether you need to be punished. If I catch you sporting an erection without permission, you will be one very unhappy camper indeed, do you understand?" She squeezed his balls again, maintaining the pressure as Sonny sobbed.
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma’am! I promise! Ohhh!" Nastassja maintained her firm grip for a few more seconds, watching the boy squirm with unconcealed delight. Then she released him. "Now you go to your room and stay there until I say you can come out. Put that disgusting magazine outside your door, and any others you might have, so I can come and collect them. Do not put any clothes on either; I want you to stay naked." 
 
    
 
   Tearfully, Sonny went to his room, placing the offending magazine outside his door as he had been told.
 
    
 
   After a few minutes, Nastassja went to collect the magazines and took them back to her room. Although the images and text did nothing for her sexually, they did in fact give her some new ideas for fun she could have with the boy. When she had read her fill, she put the magazine down and began to plot her course of action. Nastassja had a wonderful new start with the boy, and she also knew that this was only the beginning.
 
    
 
   After a while, Nasty went downstairs and began to prepare dinner, leaving the boy alone in his room. Sonny was still somewhat shaken by what had happened, and by the seemingly sudden transformation in his Mistress. He felt ashamed that he had done something she found so unacceptable, and it scared about what she was going to do to him next. He waited anxiously for her to call him, his required nudity making him feel particularly vulnerable.
 
    
 
   Eventually Nastassja called to him to come down for dinner. 
 
    
 
   "Should I get dressed? Ma’am?" he called nervously. 
 
    
 
   "Did I tell you to get dressed?" Nasty quipped impatiently. 
 
    
 
   "No Ma’am." Sonny called back. 
 
    
 
   "Then you don't do it, do you?" snapped his Mistress indignantly. "Now get your rosy ass down here, I'm tired of shouting at you like this." Sonny hurried downstairs and crept into the dining room, anxiously eyeing his stern disciplinarian. Nastassja kept her face severe, but she was overjoyed to see the look of fear in the boy's eyes. Nice to know he was going to be so obedient and easy to control.
 
    
 
   After dinner, Sonny was sent into the kitchen to wash the dishes, while Nastassja sat in the living room, waiting to implement the next phase of her plan. When Sonny had finished the dishes, he trudged anxiously into the living room. Nasty ordered him to stand in the middle of the room, his hands on his head. Then she stood up and walked slowly around him, looking at his slim, young body. Her pussy grew moist as she inspected him, and she knew she was going to enjoy this. "Sonny, I had a look at those magazines of yours, and I was very upset." Nasty began. "They create entirely the wrong image of women, and are liable to have put some very bad ideas in your head. I had thought that I wouldn't have to worry about this for a while yet, but I misjudged you." 
 
    
 
   She stood in front of Sonny and looked him straight in the eye. "From now on, I'm going to take you firmly in hand. I want you to properly understand your place in life, and in relation to women. Things are going to be very different around here from now on, so you'd better get used to it.”
 
    
 
   “When I tell you to do something, I expect immediate obedience - no arguments. If I tell you not to do something, you will obey, or else you will be in real trouble. There will be no warnings, no stupid excuses. If you do something I don't like, you're in for a bare bottomed spanking, understood?"
 
    
 
   Sonny nodded miserably. "Yes Ma’am." Nastassja smiled. "Good boy. I like that. When I speak to you from now on, I expect to hear 'Yes Ma’am' or 'No Ma’am' as appropriate, and I expect it to sound polite. If you sound begrudging or angry, you'll get spanked, understood?" Sonny nodded dumbly, his eyes starting to water as he realized what kind of strict regime now lay in store for him.
 
    
 
   Nasty’s face darkened, and she whipped her hand up and slapped the boy hard across the face. "Answer me!" she shouted. Sonny sobbed as the smack left his face stinging. "Y-yes Ma’am!" he wailed. Nastassja smiled. "That's better. I will not tolerate dumb insolence. Next time you don't answer me, you’ll get worse."
 
    
 
   She went over and sat down on the sofa, leaving the boy at attention. "Okay Sonny Boy, let us understand each other. From now on, you go around the house naked unless I tell you otherwise. As I said before, any time you get an erection, you must come and tell me about it. If I catch you doing anything even remotely sexual, you will get a nice hard whipping. There are going to be many different things, which we are going to do together over the next couple of weeks. You are also going to do more of the chores around the house. I have engaged the services of a new housekeeper while you were at school; her name is Brenda, although you will address her as ‘Lady Brenda‘. She is on vacation right now, but she will be back soon. You will obey her in exactly the same way that you obey me, and she will be in charge of keeping your nose to the grindstone."
 
    
 
   Nastassja paused to let all this sink in, and watched the boy intently. It was obvious from the look of horror on his face that he realized that Brenda was going to see him naked, yet he had the good sense not to protest. Nasty was pleased about that. She did not like the idea of her boy acting like a stupid idiot.
 
    
 
   For his part, Sonny was too numb with shock to protest about anything, although he had realized the best thing to do would be to keep his mouth shut. "I am also going to start disciplining you more regularly,” continued his Mistress. "I've clearly been far too lax with you in the past. From now on, you will get maintenance spankings on a regular basis, and for more severe matters, I shall use a strap or a cane. As a matter of fact, you shall have your first caning tomorrow, as a proper punishment for bringing those filthy magazines here. In addition, I will expect you to submit to all your punishments willingly and without fuss. Any attempt at resistance or arguing, and the severity of your punishment will automatically increase. Do you understand?" Sonny nodded and said quickly "Yes Ma’am, I understand." Nasty smiled. "Good boy. I am sure you will soon get used to your new life, and we will all get along just fine. Now, come over here and sit down next to your Mistress."
 
    
 
   Nervously Sonny went and sat on the sofa next to her. Nastassja put her arm around him. "Now Sonny," she said quietly, "where in the world did you get those filthy magazines in the first place?" Sonny swallowed and replied tentatively "A-a friend at school, Ma’am." Nasty smiled pleasantly. "And how did HE get them? I'm sure he didn't buy them himself." Sonny shook his head. "No Ma’am, he probably got them from someone downtown. They are allowed to have posters in their rooms, and magazines, although not adult magazines like those." Nastassja stroked the boy's shoulder gently. "So, even a senior student wouldn't have been allowed to have those magazines?" Sonny shook his head. "No Ma’am." He looked nervously up at his Mistress, trying to guess what she was thinking, but she looked calm and inscrutable. 
 
    
 
   "Well, I am certainly relieved to hear that," she said. "I didn't like the idea of this kind of filth being accepted, although I don't like the fact that even older boys are allowed pornography in their rooms. So, how did you come to get the magazines, did you buy them?" Sonny nodded "Yes Ma’am, I had some money left from my allowance, so I spent it all on those, knowing it was the end of semester."
 
    
 
   "I see," said Nastassja. "Tell me, did you and your friend look at the magazines together?" Sonny blushed. "Well, yes, just once, when I was looking at them to see if they were any good." Nasty smiled. "And did you masturbate together?" she asked.
 
    
 
   Sonny was stunned and his face turned a deep red. "Oh No!" he blurted. Nastassja chuckled. "Well, one does hear stories, you know, about what kind of mischief young boys manage to get up to at boarding schools." Sonny blushed furiously again. "I-I know. We hear them as well. I think some of the older boys do, you know, things with each other, but I never did Mistress, never!” Nasty hugged her boy close to her and laughed. "I'm pleased to hear it my dear. I would not want to think you were turning into some kind of bloomin’ pervert. Besides, it is probably just as well, we wouldn't want you being bullied." Sonny looked up at her puzzled. "What do you mean Mistress?" Nasty paused, feigning embarrassment, but secretly delighted. The boy had apparently never even seen another boy fully aroused, so making him believe this would be easy. "Well Sonny, it's just that when I saw your erection earlier, I couldn't help noticing that it was quite puny. I think the other boys might have made fun of you for it if they'd seen it."
 
    
 
   Sonny blushed furiously, and tears prickled at his eyes. Nastassja had to use all of her willpower not to bust out loud laughing. In fact, the lad was very nicely endowed, however, she knew that it would be much easier to control and humiliate him if he believed otherwise. She was just glad the magazines he had gotten from his friend had featured such hugely endowed men. "The ones in those magazines are all about normal," she continued. "Although yours looks normal enough when it's soft, most men, even boys your age, grow a lot more than you when they get aroused. Maybe yours will get bigger some day, although I'm not sure." Sonny's face was crimson now, and a tear rolled down his cheek. Nasty hugged the boy close.
 
    
 
   "Never mind Sonny, it's not important. You run along to bed now, we've got a busy day tomorrow." The next morning Nastassja awoke early. Today was going to be a really busy day! She got up and looked at herself in the mirror. As usual, she had slept in a long T-shirt, but she quickly changed into a tight fitting pair of faded blue jeans along with a jet-black ‘muscle’ tee shirt. Nasty was an athletic sort of woman and her home gym room gleamed with all sorts of sophisticated fitness apparatus. She smiled wickedly to herself. She made her way down the landing and went straight into Sonny's bedroom. He was lying in bed still, but his eyes were wide open.
 
    
 
   "Morning Sonny." she said cheerfully, going over and sitting on the edge of the boy's bed. Sonny replied "M-morning Ma’am". His voice was slightly hoarse, and Nastassja could see he was stunned by the sight of her in her skintight jeans. She leaned forward as she spoke to him, making sure her ample cleavage was well displayed. "Time for you to get up." she said. "I want you to go and use the bathroom, wash up and brush your teeth, and then come to my room buck naked, knock on the door and tell me that you're ready for me, understood?" Sonny nodded. “Y-yes Ma’am." he stammered. Nasty stood up and turned her back, pretending to look around the room, but in reality, just making sure Sonny got a good look at her rear. Then she turned around, hands on her hips. 
 
    
 
   She knew the faded denim snuggled tightly up to her sex, and saw with bemused satisfaction the way Sonny was trying to look at it and not look at it at the same time.  
 
    
 
   "This room is a disgrace!" she exclaimed. "Later on you're going to tidy it up." She stepped forward suddenly and yanked the covers off the boy. 
 
    
 
   "Come on, up and atom!"
 
    
 
   As she had hoped, when Nasty lifted the covers, it revealed a large bulge in the boy's bikini briefs. Sonny blushed furiously, and Nasty stared angrily at him. "What is this?" she exclaimed, reaching down and giving the boy's cock a painful tweak, making him cry out. "What did I tell you yesterday about unauthorized erections?"
 
    
 
   Sonny looked positively forlorn, and his eyes grew moist as he squirmed anew with embarrassment. "Well?" demanded Nastassja. "Y-you s-said I had to-to tell you when I got one and wh-what caused it," sobbed Sonny, tears filling his eyes. 
 
    
 
   "That's right."snapped his Mistress. "So, why didn't you tell me?" The boy said nothing, just looked pleadingly at her. Nastassja grabbed the boy's shoulders and hauled him up into a sitting position on the edge of the bed, then slapped him twice across the face. Sonny yelped and his tears flowed silently. "Why didn't you tell me?" Nasty demanded again. "Tell me now, or you're in deep shit." 
 
    
 
   Sonny stared at her and suddenly blurted out "I didn't have one until you came in!" Nasty stared at him, pretending to be shocked. "You mean you got an erection just from looking at me?" she queried. "Your own Mistress?" her voice rose somewhat. Sonny nodded and mumbled "Yes Ma’am." He felt totally wretched and humiliated. She was right, it was positively disgusting, he knew that, but he could not help it. He had never really noticed it before, but his Mistress was a total knockout. She had an impossibly tiny waist, and coupled with a set of nicely rounded breasts and a full sexy butt, made Nastassja the object of many a grown man’s private fantasies. And so it stood that Sonny couldn't help but be aroused by the mere sight of her.
 
    
 
   Nastassja stepped back from him. "Enough of this nonsense. I want you in and out of that bathroom as quickly as can be. Then you can come to my room and we'll get started. You were already due for a severe caning for bringing those magazines home, but now it is going to be much worse! It is bad enough you wanting to look at women who pose for such sleazy things, but to get hard excited looking at your own Mistress? I'm going to give you a punishment you're never going to forget!" With that, she turned and swept from the room, leaving the boy sobbing behind her, knowing that, in spite of his predicament that he could not help but be fascinated by the movement of her pretty bottom in her tight jeans as she sashayed casually out the door… 
 
    
 
   Terrified of what was to follow, but not wanting to make it any worse, Sonny quickly went through his normal ablutions, then hurried to his Mistress’s bedroom and timidly tapped on the door. Nastassja opened it and looked at her boy, standing naked before her. 
 
    
 
   She took the boy by the ear, marched him down the hallway, down the back stairwell to the back porch, and finally into the bright of day in half-dragged him across their spacious back yard. 
 
    
 
   The property was in fact an old converted farmhouse, and had a couple of ancillary buildings. One had been remodelled into a garage; the other had served variously as a storeroom, a workshop, or whatever was needed at the time. Nastassja had cleared it out and turned it into a veritable den of inequity. A sturdy table had been placed in the center, with thick leather straps fitted to it. On one wall was a cupboard holding many spanking implements. Sonny gasped as he saw all the equipment, but had not the luxury to take them in. Nastassja marched him over to the table and, without further ado, brusquely bent him over it, fastening him to it by his wrists and ankles. At first, his knee-jerk reaction was to resist, but upon second thought, he wisely decided to give in.
 
    
 
   When she was finished, Sonny was spread out across the table, his legs apart, his arms outstretched. The straps that held him were well padded, so there was no chafing. Nasty did not want anything to distract him from the pain she was going to inflict. She strolled leisurely over to the cupboard and took down a long thin rattan spanking cane, which she first bent into a semi-circle to test it’s flexibility and then she swished it through the air ominously. Sonny whimpered as he heard it and his tears began anew.
 
    
 
   "Oh don't be such a little cry-baby!” Nastassja sneered. "You'll have plenty to cry about in a moment so save your breath. My Lord, what a pathetic little sissy you are and how richly you deserve each and every stroke I am going to give you!" Sonny did his best to stifle his sobs, as his Mistress swung the cane a few more times for practice, and then took her stance behind the recalcitrant boy. She stared transfixed at the boy's smooth pale buttocks, quivering slightly as he shifted around what little he could in his secure bondage. 
 
    
 
   "Now Sonny Boy, we shall begin your punishment session with six strokes of the rattan spanking cane for bringing filthy magazines into my house," said Nasty. She raised the cane and brought it down hard across the center of Sonny's fully bared bottom. Sonny yelled and bucked against the table as the cane bit deeply into his flesh. Nastassja grinned broadly and, without warning, delivered another stroke, followed by another. 
 
    
 
   At each one, Sonny cried out and writhed in agony, as a hot line of pain etched itself into his bottom. Nasty delivered the next three strokes also in rapid succession, creating a crescendo of pain, which had Sonny squealing loudly. Then she paused and allowed the boy some time to recover. He slumped across the table sobbing bitterly.
 
    
 
   Nastassja stood back, breathing rapidly, her face flushed. However, it was not the mere exertion that was causing her to pant, since Nasty was in excellent shape. No, it was the excitement that had her pulse racing. She stared at the bright red welts now firmly etched across the boy's bare backside, and her pussy grew moist in the process. This was everything she had hoped it would be, and more. 
 
    
 
   Nastassja had started playing co-ed racquetball while studying back at the university, initially just to keep the weight off, but eventually switched over to women’s handball when she started having wrist problems with the aluminum racquet. 
 
    
 
   By the time she had been playing handball for a year, Nastassja was just as good with her left hand as she was with her right, and now she was going to incorporate this newly developed skill into the boy’s chastisement in order to prolong the unfortunate lad’s predicament.
 
    
 
   Nastassja resumed her position to the boy’s right hand side and, after transferring the cane to her left hand; she brought the cane hissing down hard across the boy’s bare butt. Sonny screamed wildly. "There you pathetic little wimp!" Nasty gloated. "Now we're going to resume your correction, and this time I'm going to whip you for getting an erection from staring at your own Mistress!" 
 
    
 
   With that, she raised the cane and delivered six severe strokes, carefully timing each one so that the pain from one stroke was just starting to ebb as the next one landed. By watching Sonny's reactions, she was able to create a steady crescendo of pain, which had the lad writhing about and yelling out loud. She paused again in order to allow him recover his breathing once again.
 
    
 
   Sonny lay across the table panting and sobbing, his face dripping with tears, his body glistening with sweat. His bottom was just a mass of fire and pain, and he felt exhausted. He was deeply ashamed at what was happening to him, particularly as he did in fact feel guilty about getting aroused by his Mistress, and deep down thought it was probably right that he should be punished for it. However, he was nearing the breaking point now, and knew he would do anything to make it stop. 
 
    
 
   "Pul-please Ma’am!" he gasped. "P-please, n-no more. I'm suh-sorry, really I a-am!"  
 
    
 
   "And so you should be, you little pervert!” Nastassja chuckled. "But we'll stop only after I have decided that you have had enough, which is after the next instalment of six, provided you take them well and don't make too much of a fuss." 
 
    
 
   Sonny wanted to scream when she said that, but he knew that this would only make things worse. So he just lay there and gritted his teeth, waiting for the inevitable.
 
    
 
   Nastassja decided to make the last few strokes as painful as possible. She took careful aim and delivered a punishing stroke, aiming it low so the tip of the cane curled up between the boy’s legs. Sonny shrieked as the cane left its fiery kiss on his inner thigh. Nasty moved around and delivered a similar stroke right-handed, leaving another bittersweet kiss of the springy rattan on the opposite thigh. Her panties were sopping wet, but that did not distract her from landing another excruciating stroke, making it cross some of the existing strokes and producing another agonized howl from the boy. 
 
    
 
   Sonny was beside himself now, even though he knew the punishment would soon be over. He couldn’t believe what was happening to him. In spite of the terrible, burning pain in his posteriors, he found himself getting excited, incredible, as it seemed. 
 
    
 
   He was thankful that his Mistress could not see his penis swelling from her vantage point. But when the next stroke bit criss-crossed mercilessly into his thighs, his penis began to throb, and before he knew it, he lost all control of himself, ejaculating all over the place. 
 
    
 
   Nastassja eyes were like saucers. She couldn’t believe it. Here she was, trying her best to administer a salutary lesson and what did she get for her efforts but an unscheduled ejaculation! Positively livid, she delivered three more swift and painful strokes in rapid succession across the backs of his thighs, barely missing the sensitive skin of his scrotum, even while his naughty penis was still ejaculating. Then she stepped back and waited. 
 
    
 
   When Sonny's sobs had subsided, she went over and undid his straps, freeing him and helping him to stand. Pain shot through his body every time he moved, and anything, which involved moving his hips, aggravated the welts across his poor bottom and made them throb with renewed vigor. Nastassja stared at him contemptuously. "Come on," she spat. "We'll go into the house and you can rest for an hour, and I'll rub some antiseptic  cream into your bottom. Then you can come back out here and clean up this place."
 
    
 
   She helped Sonny up to his room and lay him face down on the bed. Then she got some lotion and began to gently rub it into his bottom. It stung terribly at first, making the boy whimper, but it soon became soothing and the pain eased somewhat. Sonny relaxed slightly as his Mistress worked the cream onto the ravaged skin of his bottom, her fingertips entering into the space in-between his cheeks, tickling the backs of his churning balls. 
 
    
 
   Nastassja playfully slapped him on the butt. "I can't believe you managed to have an orgasm in the middle of a bare bottomed caning," she shook her head, incredulously.  
 
    
 
   Sonny blushed furiously, but fortunately, his face was hidden by the pillow. “I don’t think that I am getting through to you if THAT is your reaction to my efforts!” she chided. “However, I am prepared to make allowances as this was your first caning, but in the future if I ever catch you pleasuring yourself again, you will be put in a penis corset until you can learn how to control your naughty erections and then I‘ll automatically double your punishment! So I warn you Sonny, if you are going to act like a little sissy, you’ll be treated like a little sissy."  She finished rubbing in the lotion and gave his bottom another little slap, smirking as she saw him wince. "There, all done. You lie there and rest for a while, then you can go outside and wipe up your mess with your bikini briefs. Consider yourself lucky I don‘t make you lap up your own spendings with your tongue!"
 
    
 
   Nastassja left the boy lying miserably on his bed and went to her own room. She could not believe just how exciting it had been to whip the boy without mercy like that. 
 
    
 
   Later, Nastassja realized that perhaps she got a little carried away this being his first session and all. She did not want to do any permanent damage to the lad, and besides, it meant that she would be forced to leave him alone to recuperate for a few days before she could find some excuse to punish him again. So, a bit more restraint on her part would mean she could connive to punish him every day if only she was a tad more careful. Still, there were plenty of other things she could try out simply to satisfy her own selfish, cruel pleasure with the boy, she mused absentmindedly. 
 
    
 
   Afterwards, Nastassja prepared the boy a combination late breakfast and early lunch, and allowed him to retire to his room. Sonny was grateful to be allowed to rest, and much to his surprise actually fell asleep, despite the throbbing pain in his rear. She let him be alone for the rest of the day, and in the evening after dinner they watched TV together as if nothing untoward had happened.
 
    
 
   All in all, Nastassja was pleased to discover that Sonny did not harbor any ill will or resentment against her, but merely looked chastened and forlorn. When she had gone to his room to tuck him into bed for the night, she chuckled to herself. He was lying on his tummy, and probably would be for some time to come. Her strict regime of teasing and denial, punishment and discipline was proceeding along quite according to schedule! Sonny was now totally accepting, never arguing or questioning. He just automatically believed everything she said, and it was totally decimating to his self-esteem. Seeing her with the swishy length of rattan, and his fearful reaction to it, had only served to reinforce his sense of inadequacy, just as she had hoped it would.
 
   

Continued in Volume 5…
 
   


 
   
  
 



Girls at Greyfriars

Adapted by Zeitgeist
 
    
 
   Why did they have to come? This establishment had been working perfectly well for over four hundred years. Then out of the blue and with complete surprise they who should have known better, made a decision during the glorious summer hols of 1970, the consequences of which were far reaching. Lower sixth and Upper sixth forms were suddenly occupied by girls! So girls would be Prefects then? How awkward for discipline. The tradition here was that all but the most serious of wrongdoing was dealt with by the Prefects. Would these young lady Prefects use the cane? What would happen when girls required discipline? By half term we knew all the answers, which were very predictable. Yes, girls did become Prefects, some straight away. Yes, girls were allowed to use the cane. All discipline for girls was to be dealt with by girl Prefects, in a manner that would not involve corporal punishment. Equality of a kind boys were going to have to get used to...
 
    
 
   Rules at this school meant that unless otherwise authorised we had to spend our time at lunchtime outside. I wasn’t authorised and I was caught not by someone I recognised as a prefect, but by someone called Charlotte, who wore a prefect’s badge and seemed to take my offence seriously. Charlotte was tall and willowy and had brown eyes that I had no answer to. For some reason, she blushed as she told me to report to the prefect’s room next morning at break. I blushed too, but not for the same reason. She blushed because she was new to the job and not used to giving orders to boys. She was torn between sympathy and conscience. I blushed because I knew something that she didn’t.
 
    
 
   One of our cherished traditions is that prefects look after almost all school routines, including discipline, because they are being trained to order people about later in life. The system is beautifully simple. A prefect nicks you, and you report to the prefect’s common room at the designated time. The incident is reported on a file card, any time you report to a prefect they look up your previous convictions. First offence gets you fatigues, second offence a two-mile cross-country run after school. Third offence, unless you have a way with words, gets you the cane from the prefect who has nabbed you. Any subsequent offences and it gets much worse, another more severe caning, usually on the bare or a visit to the head, its entirely up to the prefect.
 
    
 
   I had already gotten two entries this term and Charlotte’s would be the third. I spent the rest of the day asking round. Do girl prefects have the same rights as boys? Nobody came forward to say that they had been caned by a girl. What happened to girls who transgressed? Seems that under a gentleman’s agreement girls would be punished by girls and would not be getting the cane. I promised myself that I would redress that discrimination if I ever got the chance, but that was little consolation to me when Charlotte’s long delicate fingers searched the index cards in the prefects room. I couldn’t believe for a moment that she would hurt me and couldn’t bear thinking about her telling me to bend over and me not being able to laugh it off.
 
    
 
   Break next morning and I knocked on the door of the prefect’s room and was ordered in. Twenty or so faces, some of them nameless, enquiring and female, looked round.
 
    
 
   “Yes?” said a prefect.
 
    
 
   “To see Charlotte.”
 
    
 
   “Wait there. Charlotte – someone to see you.”
 
    
 
   She came out of one of the smaller studies that opened into the large room. She was casual and good-natured.
 
    
 
   “Would you make the coffee please?” she asked. She smiled and I smiled too. She was fabulously attractive in her uniform. Long legs in sheer tights or stockings but with the obligatory white knee socks. Her skirt shorter than most revealing a pair of taught thighs, which disappeared under the skirt, the pleats of which hid the rest. I was in love!
 
    
 
   She either didn’t know about file cards, or she’d forgotten or assumed that I couldn’t possibly be here for the third time so early in the term. I trembled as I hurried to get the kettle boiled and pass the cups around before she twigged. At this point a boy came in to see a prefect called Wilkins, one of the biggest and most powerful brutes in the school.
 
    
 
   Wilkins quickly checked the file index.
 
    
 
   “As I thought, third time this year you horrible smear – into that study now!”
 
    
 
   My blood turned to ice water. Charlotte noticed. She found a blank file card, then wrote my name and offence on it. Would she file it straight away or would she wait?
 
    
 
   I rushed a cup of coffee to her and she smiled nonchalantly. There seemed suddenly to be a flicker of recognition in her eyes. The awakening of a female instinct.
 
    
 
   “This is the first time this term – isn’t it?” “Tell the truth.”
 
    
 
   From the study came the awful sound of the heavy tread of Wilkins as he rushed in and landed the first of four wicked strokes of the cane. As only Wilkins did, hard, harder, harder still and hardest.
 
    
 
   I didn’t have to answer. Charlotte blushed bright red and searched in the file, long brown hair trailing over the musty smelling documents, nails flicking over the cards until she found it. She looked at me and seemed almost as embarrassed as I was. She was half compassionate angel and half strict conscience. Compassion didn’t stand a chance.
 
    
 
   “You were trying to get away with it, weren’t you?” Her cheeks were bright red and her eyes sparkled.
 
    
 
   Wilkins and his victim emerged, the latter clutching his rear and making a dash for the door. Charlotte looked at the study door, and then looked at me. “Into that study now, you can finish the coffee afterwards.”
 
    
 
   I went, my knees weak. Charlotte followed and closed the door after us. There was an appalling, awkward silence as though she didn’t know how to handle the situation. I could see her struggling with the words. 
 
    
 
   “Bend over the chair.” She did know what to do then after all. I obeyed, leaning a little way over the scuffed leather chair while she took one of the four canes out of the cupboard. I recognised her choice. It wasn’t the short thick one that Wilkins had used and leaves weals like red bananas. It was the longest but also quite thin dark brown cane that had a reputation for being able to penetrate a boys grey trousers and underpants. Used properly it felt like burning wire. Charlotte turned and gave it a healthy trial swish and smiled.
 
    
 
   “Don’t think that just because I’m a girl you can try it on. You’re not bending over properly, we have been given a full demonstration you might like to know,” now giving the cane a second and fuller trial swish through the air.
 
    
 
   She was right. I bent properly, well over the back, bottom up high and legs shoulder width apart. It felt as though my bottom filled the entire room. Looking round I thought that she didn’t look at home with the cane. She stood well forward, her skirt next to my head. What beautiful long legs – yes I was in love! She put a hand between my shoulder blades, then tapped my bottom several times with the cane. She pressed me down and swung the stick in a long whining arc, it cut a diagonal stripe like burning wire. I shuffled slightly, hissing between my teeth with the sting. She pressed again and let go another harder still, the sting now running up my back to my brain.
 
    
 
   “Keep still.” Her voice was calm and even, her conscience had won and she had, for the moment, no sympathy. Another whining blur and there was a further wicked sting right across the other two, then a fourth. Her fingers on my back must have sensed the pain I felt, which was considerable. She let me go, I stood up trying not to let the pain show but I could barely keep still and was taking short shallow breaths. I thought she would smile again but she didn’t. Feeling pleased with herself, she waved the cane at me and said,
 
    
 
   “Didn’t think it would hurt from a girl did you? I won’t be afraid to make it hurt much more next time!” Charlotte turned back to the cupboard and stretched upwards to hang the cane back on its hook, the reach causing her skirt to rise invitingly up the backs of her shapely thighs. Unaware that I had been ogling her, she opened the door of the study and bade me to go through and finish the coffees. As I finished the task, the three other girl prefects smiled conspiratorially with Charlotte. I limped away to view my bottom in the toilets. Three tightly grouped purple welts with one across all three and well over to the right with the end bruising the side of my leg. Lasted for about a week from what I remember.
 
    
 
   During the following months it seemed that Charlotte had formed some sort of relationship with Wilkins. Typical, his sort always seemed to get the best looking girls. Rumours were heard that the 15 stone rugger player had carried out some after school beatings with his girl friend present. Maybe she was trying to improve her knowledge, but from my experience she already had sufficient. Only one other girl prefect was known to have caned, the others it seemed were able to manage without recourse to the stick. I struggled to understand the ways and lifestyle of teenage girls and so did many other boys. A typical boy/girl misunderstanding led to further trouble for me.
 
    
 
   Personal possessions were never really an issue for boys, particularly the utilitarian items required for everyday use in class. Pens, pencils, rubbers ink etc were shared with regularity between the boys, who never thought this to be anything other than normal. During an exam revision session in the school library, I suddenly found myself without ink. Without even giving the slightest consideration I reached for the school satchel on the empty desk next to me. Its owner, Marion had popped out to the toilets. As I opened up the bag, there was a sudden intake of breath from the half dozen or so girls present in the library.
 
    
 
   In for a penny, in for a pound, I continued my search of Marion’s bag until I found the elongated zip up case that contained her implements and ink. As I gazed at the ink bottle I saw that it was purple and whilst thinking what a strange colour it was, a thin stick of a girl called Lizzie with short blonde hair sprung up saying “We shall tell Marion you have been in her bag to steal her property. She will go and see Charlotte and then you’ll get the cane again you see.” My previous caning it seemed was no secret.
 
    
 
   On her return Marion was indeed outraged. The boys were quite taken aback by the attitude taken by the girls over such a trivial issue. Marion stormed off to see Charlotte who by now had settled well into her prefectorial role. I was sent for by Charlotte who I found in the empty prefect’s common room. My card was already out and in the process of being written up by the tall willowy teenager who sat at the table with her legs crossed over, seemingly unaware of the amount of leg being exposed. The fashion for tights had now made many girls feel much less vulnerable compared to the days of stockings.
 
    
 
   “I don’t intend to deal with you now, you will report here on Saturday afternoon at three.” With that I was dismissed.
 
    
 
   This was really quite unusual, reporting for punishments outside of the normal school routine. The school was involved in an important inter school rugger match that afternoon and most if not all of the school would be present to cheer the team on.
 
    
 
   The two days until Saturday passed slowly with most of the girls in my class treating me ‘persona non grata’ during lessons and recreation. It was still a mystery to me and my friends why the borrowing of a little ink was being treated with such seriousness. Such was the naivety of boys in their understanding of the female psyche. 
 
    
 
   Saturday would normally be a day for seniors to wear ‘civvies’ but with the impending rugger match all pupils were to be in full uniform. Even so I made sure that I was wearing clean underwear that morning and had washed in the right places! 
 
    
 
   I lay on my bed in the dorm, excited at the thought of being close to Charlotte even if she was consorting with the likes of Wilkins. Mixed though with a feeling of dread, she had after all promised to ‘make it hurt much more next time’, whatever that was intended to mean. As the others drifted out of the dorm, making their way to the sports fields, for the start of the match I held back not wishing anyone to catch on to my predicament. I had not told anyone of Charlotte’s instructions. They thought it had all blown over. Chance would be a fine thing.
 
    
 
   Making my way through the now empty school corridors to the prefect’s common room, I looked at my watch, noticing that I was still a little early. Entering the room, all was tidy and no doubt ready for the start of the next week. The afternoon sun was lengthening, making the shadows long through the tall windows situated above head height. The warmth of the sun was making me sweat uncomfortably. Bored I entered the study used for caning. Nothing inside really, just a plain room with a window at normal level, which had frosted glass, the cane cupboard was a small wooden locker and two old scuffed leather dining style chairs without arms. Worryingly I noticed small nicks in the wall where canes had caught when being used over enthusiastically. I heard the faint sound of heels on wooden floors in the corridors, approaching quickly so I left the study and went back into the main common room. Confusingly, the sound of footsteps were of more than one person. As the door opened it revealed not just Charlotte but also Marion the whining girl complaining of theft. 
 
    
 
   Both girls stood looking at me for a moment before Charlotte said, “We are both very, very angry with you. Theft is a serious matter, but for Marion going through her bag is one of the worst things for a girl, her privacy has been besmirched.”
 
    
 
   “So Marion is to be given the choice of how you are to be punished,” Charlotte looked across at her friend who without equivocation stated, “I want him caned, and dam hard too.” Marion was a tall well built redhead with a temper to match, always condescending to the boys, she was however attractive, if not as stunning as Charlotte.
 
    
 
   “Into the study then, I shall be back in a moment.” Charlotte went into another study come locker room used by the prefects, as I went into the usual punishment study along with the now very smug and satisfied Marion.
 
    
 
   “I’ve been looking forward to this boy.” She couldn’t even be bothered to use my name even though we had been classmates for some months. The door was then closed and locked by the returning Charlotte. Moving in front of us she displayed a cane I had never seen before, but had often heard talked about.
 
    
 
   “My friend Wilkins who I’m sure you know, has made available to me this rather wonderful cane, used I am told for the really dastardly malefactors, such as you I’m afraid.”
 
    
 
   The tall slim Charlotte now looked more than a little incongruous with what she now held in her hands. Four feet of Malacca, flexible as hell by the look of the way it bent easily between her hands, but with a pronounced ridge every three inches or so down it’s length. The room looked almost too small to use such a rod. There must have been many a boy over the years who had a temporary reprieve as the cane hit the wall or lampshade as it was drawn back for the stroke. As Charlotte placed the cane upright against the empty fireplace, I saw that some previous practitioner had thoughtfully wrapped the handle end with tape, no doubt to enable improved grip. Realising that there would need to be a slight re-arrangement of the furniture to accommodate use of such a long cane, Charlotte and Marion moved one chair to the side out of the way and the other to face the window giving plenty of room behind. 
 
    
 
   “Over here then and stand behind the chair” said Charlotte as Marion moved to the windowsill where she could easily see my face. Marion eased herself up onto the substantial windowsill where, still with a smug face she now sat down carefully with her knees tightly together but her skirt had risen well up her solid but still shapely legs. Charlotte went to pick up the cane ready to commence but Marion quickly jumped off her perch and pulled Charlotte to the back of the room where I could hear hurried whispering behind but was unable to tell just what was said. After a short while Marion returned to her position on the windowsill, though this time with slightly less care in the positioning of her legs. At the same time Charlotte had moved right behind me, a closeness that was both exciting and at the same time, her perfume, an almost unheard of experience for boys at school was slightly unnerving. She reached around to my front and with her long delicate female fingers undid the belt around my waist and then the buttons on the front of my grey serge trousers. 
 
    
 
   “Trousers down please,” she said as she turned to retrieve the cane. I dropped my trousers down to about knee level and quickly bent over the chair.
 
    
 
   “I told you about this last time, bend right over please, grasp the front legs as low as you can,” said Charlotte giving the cane a huge swish, then repeated as she tried to gauge the distance with what must be a difficult implement without experience. Whilst trying to look back and see what Charlotte would do next, I felt my hair grabbed at the back as Marion pulled my head up, determined to make me look at her whilst I was being thrashed. Standing well to my left almost next to the fireplace Charlotte commenced aiming taps across my taught cotton pants, which fortunately covered most of my bottom.
 
    
 
   As she pulled the four-foot Malacca back over her shoulder the end of the stick clouted the wall. I was told to rise and my chair was shuffled round to the left, then the repositioning and settling down began again. All this left my nerves in tatters.
 
    
 
   With a huge swoosh and a crack that seemed to bounce off the walls, amplified by the acoustics caused by the total lack of soft furnishings, the stick sunk into my rear, forcing the breath from my lungs, but moments later I was fighting for breath as the rather different pain from a heavier more penetrating implement than I had been used to exploded into my brain. Taking a lung full of air I saw rather than heard Marion say “One”
 
    
 
   Giving plenty of time between strokes we somehow got to four, my head now drooping down to look back between the legs of the leather chair, Charlotte way over to the left. My hair was roughly pulled up by Marion as our eyes met through the thick mist of pain.
 
    
 
   The next two strokes were met by a low, deep ouch from within, the first time that I had been totally unable to keep it inside.
 
    
 
   A pause and whilst I thought that it was all over, left across the back of the chair totally crushed, Marion slid off the windowsill, her short blue school skirt flipping up to reveal for a nanosecond her navy blues. More whispering behind me.
 
    
 
   “That was my punishment for theft – the next will be from Marion for going through her bag.”
 
    
 
   “But she’s not allowed – she isn’t a prefect!” My senses now awakened by the terror of further punishment.
 
    
 
   “Who’s going to know boy, we shall simply say that you invited us here under false pretences and then attacked us.” This from a self assured Marion, clearly the main aggressor. 
 
    
 
   “We want the next caning to be on the bare, you know the rules of course…?”
 
    
 
   “Yes but…surely not with that cane?”
 
    
 
   “Get those pants pulled up into the crease quickly or else!”
 
    
 
   I reached back to pull the bottom edges of my underpants up into the crack of my bottom, the best that I was able to do, feeling with my fingers, weals as thick as my thumb across the buttocks. Clearly not satisfied, Charlotte came again close up behind me, brushing against my thighs with the hem of her skirt. Cool fingers then edged the white cotton material further into the gap and then folded the remainder over until my pants resembled a ‘T’ with my bits and pieces hanging in a white bag at the bottom. Silence other than my laboured breathing then followed for the next minute or so as fingers ran across my flesh feeling the mountainous tramline welts, which became more pronounced further across the right buttock. I am sure that both girls explored the heavily ridged cane marks.
 
    
 
   Suddenly the fingers left my flesh and Marion had control of the four-foot cane, now like a child in a toyshop with a full purse. She made testing swishes, parting the air like the red sea as she fought to gain some control. The stick made several contacts with the wall during this process. Charlotte now moved around to my front and assumed Marion’s former position on the windowsill. The fashion of the day, had, despite the onset of the maxi skirt in 1971 favoured school uniform skirts that were at least six to eight inches above the knee and despite the authorities attempts to enforce otherwise, most girls knew how to get around the regulations. Charlotte was no different, her skirt now rising inexorably towards her underwear, now revealed the white lace of a slip, which added to the effect, and then unexpectedly, she reached forward and down to grab my wrists, which together with my arms were then turned over to pull me further over the chair. The position had caused her right leg to lift away as she put her foot on the bottom rung of the chair I was bent over. My head now almost inside her knees as she held on tight, I almost daren’t look up.
 
    
 
   At that juncture, Marion made three terrific cracks of the cane into the back of the unused chair in the room as she was still getting the feel of the Malacca cane. Satisfied she took up a position directly behind me, tapping the cane slowly between the tops of legs.
 
    
 
   “Part your legs, I want a well spread bottom for the cane.” I shuffled my feet until they were well outside the back legs of chair. Marion then moved behind and to the left, turned, raised the cane behind her head and taking two quick strides, bent her knees like a tennis player and made a low sweeping slash with cane, instantly connecting with my lower bottom cheeks now totally bare. Again, a low growling ouch emanated from within as the rest of me writhed frantically over the back of the chair, the legs of which squawked on the wooden floor. Charlotte too wiggled as she fought to hold me in position. Marion allowed nearly a minute to pass between strokes as I fought with my breathing, noticing all the warm aromas in the room, dust, wood, perfume and other unknown elements released by the efforts taking place. Marion had clearly either done this before or had the opportunity to learn from others. The ‘stepping in’ a true boys public school tradition, adding venom as the stick sunk deep into the flesh. Her strokes were less accurate than those administered by Charlotte, the end lashing into my right hip with the associated lump forming immediately. As the fifth stroke buried itself across the top of my legs, Charlotte murmured, “Careful I think he might have had enough.”
 
    
 
   Marion ignored the comment and instead of going to her usual position for the run up, gazed at my heavily scored bottom, stood back and let fly three vicious strokes one straight after the other with no pause. I cried out and struggled free, causing the chair to fall onto its side and me to my knees.
 
    
 
   “Up you get and stand in front of the fireplace, hands on your head, no rubbing.” This from Charlotte now with the slightest touch of sympathy in her voice. After following their instructions, barely able to speak and my buttocks twitching and flinching, my shirt was folded up and away from what must have been the sorest bottom in the world at that particular moment. 
 
    
 
   Seen from the mirrors in the toilets half an hour later it was a Clapham Junction like pattern in black and purple with strange round bruising marks along each weal, the effect of the sharp notches on the Malacca cane. Also in true English Public School tradition the overall effect was enhanced with several flecks of blood, which later transferred themselves to my white cotton pants, which I threw away, not wanting them to go to the laundry.
 
    
 
   After a few moments of inspecting my rear view, Charlotte again came up close and stated almost directly into my ear,
 
    
 
   “Told you I would make sure it hurt more if there was a next time didn’t I?”
 
    
 
   “Stay where you are for ten minutes and then get off to the match, I don’t suppose you will want to either sit or lie down for some time!”
 
    
 
   Charlotte returned the Malacca Cane to the locker in one of the other studies and then both left, closing the door behind them and giggling the moment the door closed.
 
    
 
   If they had received even a tenth of what they had just done to me, they wouldn’t find any amusement whatever. I did go eventually to the rugger match and avoided sitting or lying down for the rest of the day. I put my pyjamas on that night in the toilet cubicle and spent that night and two others laying on my front. My bottom turned black with bruising and gradually changed colour until eventually after nearly three weeks, the marks were just fading mauve lines but with darker indentations where the notches of the cane struck. The tip marks on my hip and legs were the last to fade after nearly five weeks. I had to play fast and loose during changing for sports at first, but eventually I was able to pass it off as having had a run in with Wilkins, which did wonders for my credibility with the boys. The girls never ever mentioned it, though they were always cool in their attitudes towards me. 
 
    
 
   Anyone at Public School in England in that era will remember that girls were integrated in the senior forms of many schools and the results were not dissimilar to those written here. It is on public record that the Head Prefect of Rugby School (of Tom Brown fame) who was in post when the decision was made to remove caning as a sanction employed by Prefects, was in fact a girl. She was interviewed by leading newspaper commentators at the time and indicated her regret at the loss of this useful sanction for boys!
 
    
 
   This wasn’t in the 60’s or 70’s but in the late 90’s…
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

The Soft Touch
 
   


  
 

Chapter 4
 
   
By Jummbuck
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I’d been promised a monthly haircut and sure enough, received another dreadful ‘Number One’ cropping at the hands of Jennifer Miles exactly four weeks into my training.  Sitting in the chair, watching those terrible clippers running over my head was no easier this time, especially as I had a soapy dummy in my mouth. I was undergoing three days of soap-sudded torment this time.  
 
    
 
   After the haircut, Miss Miles piped up. “And what about her eyebrows, Patricia, they’re very masculine.  Would you like to keep them for the contrast or have me pluck them to something more feminine?  They’d be even more of a contrast with her boyish haircut?”  
 
    
 
   “What an excellent idea!  Why on any outings she’d look even more, let’s say, contrasting.”  
 
    
 
   And so I sat like a mute while my brows were reduced to little more than thin smudges, feeling humiliated and ridiculous, multiplied by the on-going belittlements of the two women standing above me.  
 
    
 
   I soon learned that in any role or task, Miss Lamb never allowed me the space to do things in my own time or pace.  I would be allotted a set time to complete something “and no excuses.”  This was cause for great consternation at first, particularly when the punishment for disobeying a deadline was always so thorough.  However, as time went by, this simple approach gave me a certain sense of security, and something to strive for whenever a task was undertaken.  Doing so at least allowed me to put aside my situation while I hurried myself along.  
 
    
 
   Of course doing tasks in a rush was hardly a guarantee it was done properly. I had difficulties at times finding the balance between completing a task in the allotted time and doing it to the rigorous standards Miss Lamb expected it to be done to.  You can imagine how sore my bottom, thighs and hands were in this period.
 
    
 
   Another expression of her uncompromising approach was drummed into me from the very first day.  “A sissy will conduct herself with proper deportment and correct posture at all times.”  And to that end, I spent hour upon hour undergoing unrelenting deportment and posture training each and every day, as they were weaved into every activity I undertook.  For example, if I was writing an essay or undertaking a secretarial task, I wasn’t permitted to move anything but my arms and hands, sitting bolt upright, legs and feet together, head and neck straight.  If I slackened off in any way then, after a thorough spanking or paddling, I’d find myself completing the task on my knees or end up with one hand tied behind my back.  And with no allowance given for not completing a task on time.  
 
    
 
   Posture and deportment training was also associated with its own specific lessons, often with Miss Lamb in the room with me, perhaps knitting or relaxing with a book. I could find myself standing with my hands on my head or squatting on bended knees, arms held straight in front of me, for varying lengths of time.  Sometimes like this she would place coins on my hands, and for every coin that fell off I received a punishment - obviously in multiples of six.  
 
    
 
   Miss Lamb also liked to use coins for other posture drills.  One in particular filled me with trepidation whenever she used it.  She told me where the inspiration came from the first time she applied it.  “A Nurse Fuller wrote about similar disciplinary measures in an account on Mrs Birch’s website.  She’s an Australian Disciplinarian who has quite an insight into training and disciplining badly behaved sissies and the like.”  So thanks to Nurse Fuller and Mrs Birch, I would be made to stand at attention with my face right up against a wall, a coin between my nose and wall, another on my extruded tongue, others held between my knees or thighs or legs, a string of them across my toes, yet more coins balanced between my fingers.  Standing like this, I rarely went more than thirty minutes before hearing the tinkle of a dropped coin on the floorboards, to be invariably followed by Miss Lamb’s admonishments over my “failure to deport properly.” After undergoing this drill several times I was certainly in no hurry to meet Mrs Birch, either via the content of her website or in the flesh, for this was an awful trial to go through, as were the punishments that followed.             
 
    
 
   Another favoured technique of hers was having me sit up straight in a chair or on a stool, hands made into little fists and resting on thighs, legs and ankles together, not permitted to move even an inch for several hours, a heavy tome resting upon my head.  Another, naturally done while in my maid’s uniform, consisted of having me bend forward over a small table for half an hour or an hour at a time, balancing a tea-set on a tray.  The milk jug and cups would be full to the brim and if a single drop fell…    
 
    
 
   While corporal punishments were ever present, specific punishments were also utilised for sloppy posture and deportment.  One of her preferred methods was a high, tight, ‘posture’ collar worn with my maid’s outfit – it made head movement extremely challenging, to say the least.  Another was a firm tummy corset, tightly done up; it made breathing arduous and proved very effective at making me sit up straight in any outfit.  But the worst were the leg hobbles, which could be adjusted to fit ankles, shins, knees or thighs.  They turned any movement or task into a dreadful, uncomfortable, ordeal.            
 
    
 
   Despite such tribulations, I must admit that there were times and circumstances where I could forget my fate, or at least downplay its full significance.  Miss Lamb was training me to be, amongst other things, her sissy-maid.  I had two maid’s uniforms and there was nothing of the ‘Frilly French Maid’ about either of them.  As well as the navy one I’ve already described, I had a grey number, as functional in design and appearance as the former.  In either, I wasn’t dressed as a maid to ‘impress’ but merely to serve and carry out practical household tasks.  
 
    
 
   I took to my maid’s duties relatively smoothly.  Yes, it was tough at times - her discipline was always strictly applied - but I found I gained some much-needed space as I attended to my multitude of household chores and duties.  I realized I enjoyed ‘serving’ her like this!  
 
    
 
   I learned everything there was to being a ‘proper’ maid, from cleaning, washing, sewing and ironing correctly, to attending to her bath and washing her properly.  I was taught to give her manicures, pedicures and massages (she loved having her feet and toes massaged with peppermint lotion) and while she cooked my meals, I learnt to prepare and cook various meals and snacks for her.  She would occasionally drop a compliment my way and in the moments that followed I was wrapped in contentment.
 
    
 
   Another role I was introduced to in these early days also afforded me some comfort and space: I was taught to be Miss Lamb’s sissy-secretary.  She ran two businesses and had a mountain of correspondence and writing to get through.  It was my role to assist her with preparing and responding to these.  And so she taught me to touch type.  Painfully.  But after several weeks of daily ‘lessons’, my typing was perfect.  Most of the time, anyway.  And when it wasn’t...well, you can picture what occurred.       
 
    
 
   As Miss Lamb pointed out, secretaries are of a certain age, and must dress appropriately for the job.  As a ‘young’ secretary, Miss Lamb decided I should wear a bra under my always-conservative outfits.  These consisted of either twin sets or lace-collared blouses (buttoned to the neck) worn with a cardigan, usually adorned with a pink or cream satin bow at the neckline.  As a ‘young lady’, I wore nothing more than a training bra that barely showed as a bump underneath the sweaters or blouse.  The cups were padded with cut strips of steel wool, “just so you can feel sensations in your little boobies,” she said with amusement the first time she put the bra on me.    
 
    
 
   I felt very odd that first time, standing in front of the mirror looking at myself like this.  I half-wished I could don a wig to hide my shorn head and look at least a tad more like a ‘young’ woman.  As usual, Miss Lamb added to my awkwardness.  “I should let Elaine know how prim and proper you look.  Why she may insist on similar garb when you return to her office.”  She proceeded to take some photos of me and then emailed them off to Miss Thomas straightaway.  Until then I’d managed to forget about my boss but this reminder left her bouncing around my head whenever I was called on to dress for secretarial duties. 
 
    
 
   All body hair below my neck had been waxed painfully away when I was first turned into the sissy wool baby.  Six weeks later a fair amount of regrowth had developed and one day, as I was drying myself after a shower, Miss Lamb came in and informed me it was time I was reintroduced to her ‘preferred method of sissy hair removal’.  
 
    
 
   She ordered me to stay where I was, left the bathroom and returned with a thick, coarse, woolen balaclava in one hand and a two-inch thick leather collar and padlock in the other.  The balaclava had no openings, no eye or mouth sockets.  She slipped it over my head, the collar tightly following.  She took my hand and led me away, down the flight of stairs and into the dreaded cellar.
 
    
 
   Once there my legs were spread wide and the ankles shackled to bolts in the floor.  My wrists were then secured to a steel beam, which Miss Lamb cranked upwards until my arms were fully stretched out above my head.  What this had to do with hair removal had me stumped.  
 
    
 
   Through the balaclava I could vaguely make out Miss Lamb’s tall form, just discern the royal blue lambswool cardigan draped over her shoulders as she moved about. I could hear her move over to the vanity and remove something from the sink. From the soft noises I could tell she placed something on the small trundle table, which she then moved in front of me. “Hot showers are so good for opening up one’s pores,” she said in a matter of fact tone. I heard her snap on a pair of latex gloves, and a moment later felt her wipe something hot and jellylike on my leg, making me wince nervously. Almost immediately I felt her lay a piece of cloth over the goo and then she pressed down firmly.  And then...and then…she wrenched it away from my skin in one quick painful yank.  I howled with pain.  
 
    
 
   More hot wax, more yells and cries from me.  After perhaps ten minutes my legs were done and then my arms were lowered to 90’ and every hair removed in the same excruciatingly painful way.  But it was the underarms that really killed...oh, how they hurt.  I even started weeping.  
 
   
After the underarms, the hair removal over my chest and torso was relatively painless in comparison.   But I knew from last time that the worst was yet to come.           
 
    
 
   “And now, my favourite part of sissy hair removal.”  She picked up the knife and slurped it into the tub, removing a huge glob of hot wax.  
 
    
 
   “Unclench your bottom.”  I reluctantly obeyed, automatically closing my eyes as she wiped the wax across my anus and scrotum, pressing it in firmly as she went, the sleeve of her cardigan brushing lightly against my cane-marked bottom.  So soft and delightful, I thought distractingly, as she applied the thin strips of cloth, quickly followed by her ferocious yank.  Another wipe and rip, this one virtually on the same spot.  Agony...sheer bloody agony. 
 
    
 
   And then my chastity cage came off.  My balls were lifted up and given the same treatment.   
 
    
 
   “Much smoother, much, much smoother, mmmmm,” she said, dropping a cloth strip back on the table.  My tears started to subside.
 
    
 
   “But I haven’t finished.”  Oh...of course...
 
    
 
   And so, numerous applications of wax later - and much stress and pain on my part - six weeks of pubic frizz was removed.   I sighed deeply when it was over.
 
    
 
   “Wonderful!  Now every time you need to be smooth, you’ll know what to expect.”  Yes, with fear and unease following.     
 
    
 
   My wrist and ankle restraints were removed and then, still wearing the gloves, she grabbed hold of the head of my penis tightly.  “Come with me.”  I was led upstairs.  
 
    
 
   “A skin that’s just been waxed can be very sensitive to tactile experiences.”  With that she handed me a pair of pantyhose.  “Put them on.  And no laddering.”   Believe me, it’s not easy putting on a pair of hose on while wearing a thick, eyeless balaclava.  I pulled them up as high as they could go, above my belly button, almost instantly enjoying their feel against my sore, inflamed skin.  Miss Lamb walked over with a fluffy white cardigan and put it on me, buttoning it to the neck.  I recognised its beautiful softness straightaway: angora, wonderful angora against my sorry skin.  Away from its omnipresent cage, my penis started to stir.  
 
    
 
   “How does that all feel, Sissy-chrissy?”
 
    
 
   “Oh it feels so nice ma’am...thank you so much.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, angora is delightful, isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   “Mmmm, it’s lovely, Miss.”  My penis hardened against the hose. 
 
    
 
   “I can see you like hose too, don’t you?”  
 
    
 
   “Oh I do Miss, the feel of angora and hose on my skin is gorgeous.” 
 
    
 
   “Would you like to wear angora and hose against your skin after each waxing?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes Miss that would be delicious, Miss!”  My penis quivered, excited by this development.  
 
    
 
   “Very well, I’ll allow you to go to bed in angora and hose each time following a wax.  Even angora mitts.  That’s provided you behave properly during each waxing, of course.  That’s reasonable enough, isn’t it Sissy-chrissy?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, Miss, of course it is!”
 
    
 
   “Mmmm, that’s interesting.  Because in my view, yelling, howling and crying aren’t proper ways to behave during a waxing.  You would share my view, wouldn’t you?”
 
    
 
   Oh no...
 
    
 
   “Ah...yes, Miss...”
 
    
 
   “I thought as much.  Then you’ll understand why I have to teach you a lesson about proper ways to behave during a waxing, won’t you.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” I answered resignedly, my penis growing flaccid in seconds.
 
    
 
   “Take the cardigan and hose off.  Remember, no laddering.”
 
    
 
   While I did this Miss Lamb told me about another piece she’d read recently at Mrs Birch’s website.  “A few months ago a story appeared on her literature page that I enjoyed a great deal.  It told the story of a school boy severely punished for his compulsive masturbatory behaviour.  Towards the end of his torment, he’s given a full body waxing and then has to put on an outfit likened to a ‘hairshirt’ by the school’s Head Mistress.  Now this outfit was made from hessian and it gave me an idea.”  She handed me a heavy turtleneck sweater.  “Put it on.”        
 
    
 
   I did so and straightaway I wanted to itch myself crazily.  “And these underpants.”  Made from the same coarse heavy wool, they tightly enclosed my groin.  “And these.”  A pair of long woollen pants, again of the same material and weight.  “Hands.”  Mitts to match.  My skin tingled maddeningly all over.  
 
    
 
   “Such a vivid contrast to soft and delicate angora, isn’t it?” 
 
    
 
   “Oh it is, Miss, very much,” I said with a slight hop and shuffle.
 
    
 
   “It’s my firm view that extremely coarse, unbrushed wool is perfect for providing the wearer with sensations that have a way of making one’s skin feel very much alive,” she said.  I desperately wanted to scratch my arms, legs, back, tummy, nose, cheeks and neck.  “A night spent in this should serve as a nice reminder of how I expect you to behave whenever I wax you.”
 
    
 
   Of that I had no doubts.  
 
    
 
   “Off to bed then.” 
 
    
 
   I fumbled my way clumsily to my room and climbed in to bed.  
 
    
 
   “Full restraints tonight.”  
 
    
 
   After my collar, arms, wrists, legs, ankles and torso were secured, Miss Lamb left the room briefly, returning with a bottle and latex gloves, just discernable through my thick woollen hood.      
 
    
 
   She put the gloves on and shook the bottle, pulled the two layers of pants down and squeezed some lotion into her hands.  “Don’t think I’ve forgotten about your unauthorized stiff little clitty.”  I had.  Apprehension filled me.  
 
    
 
   She lifted my penis up and rubbed the cream over it – straightaway a burning sensation began, growing in intensity with each passing second.  More cream went on to my balls and scrotum.  
 
    
 
   “An application of Wintergreen is a wonderful way of punishing a recalcitrant sissy-clit.”  
 
    
 
   She started working the cream in vigorously with both hands.  I tried desperately to swallow a yelp but failed.  “Tsk, tsk, you know I dislike whiney, noisy sissies.”  And with that she squeezed out more cream, rubbing it in furiously.  
 
    
 
   I don’t know how long she kept this up...perhaps ten minutes, maybe longer.  It was hell, agonising hell, like nothing I’d ever experienced before.  And when the light went out and the burning pain finally subsided, the intense scratchiness of the sweaters and pants I wore, took off again.  Sleep was slow in coming that night – every time I began to nod off, another bout of intense, unrelieved, itchiness would begin. Somehow I fell asleep, only to find it constantly broken by itchy torments raging across my whole body.  And to think I could have been in angora and hose. 
 
    
 
   Two weeks later I found myself being waxed again and despite my best efforts, I ended up crying out and teary again.  And so another night of full restraint in that tormenting, rough garb followed.  Another fortnight later and the same outcome.  The next time though, I contained myself, thoughts focused squarely on soft angora and hose helping no end.  I’d done it!  And the sleep that followed was like no other I’d had in the three months since this new life under Miss Lamb had begun.  Of course there was no hanky-panky, the chastity device ensured that, but still, it was wonderful to cuddle up in the fluffy cardigan and enjoy its sensual texture across my smooth skin.  Why Miss Lamb even tucked me in with a teddy bear and a soft little lambikins toy!  These, together with my dummy, the angora and hose, made me feel delightfully warm, relaxed and snugly.  Who would have thought!         
 
    
 
   I woke up feeling very bright, filled with a newly awakened contentment.  And then, over breakfast, Miss Lamb greeted me with the news that we were going out for my first foray in public.  “And you’ll love the fluffy cardigan I’ve chosen for you to wear on our visit to Aunty Jennifer.  It’s laammbswool and annngorra”, she said in a rumbling, low tone, burnished with a grin.  “Oh won’t this be fun, Sissy-chrissy Fluffy Lambikins?!”  Aunty Jennifer: seeing her could mean only one thing.  
 
    
 
   Going out...fluffy outfits...Aunty Jennifer; I initially wanted to say something like, “Can’t I just stay at home and learn to knit or something?”  But then a resigned calmness enveloped me.  “Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am.”                                               
 
    
 
   I submissively accepted everything Miss Lamb put to me in preparation for the outing, the previous night serving to somehow calm and pacify me into accepting my fate, driving any fear away.  I was in an interior mute world, on autopilot, compliant, doing whatever she expected of me without thinking about the consequences, without internal resistance, conducting myself properly.  This attitude wasn’t conscious but seemed to simply arrive with the day; I had reached some point of acceptance.  Even when she dressed me in the fluffy, bright pink sweater and matching cardigan embroided with prancing bunnies across its front panels; even when I was put into a nappy and plastic pants (and knowing nappies always got used); even when the bright pink multilayered taffeta petticoat skirt went on over them; even when a dummy was popped in my mouth; even when the huge pink satin bow was placed on my head; and even, when we moved out to the garage and got into the car.  
 
    
 
   She adjusted the rear vision mirror to look at me propped up and thoroughly restrained in the back in an oversized child’s car seat.   I returned her gaze of course.  “Bright pink is such a lovely colour for drawing attention to the wearer.  Why I think I should dress you in pink for most outings,” she said with a chuckle.  She turned the ignition over and we made our way onto the roadway. 
 
    
 
   I’m sure I would have been petrified on any other day as we drove through town, particularly when we pulled up at some shops a few miles away.  But today...well, today felt different.  Miss Lamb got out and strode into the shop.  Two boys aged about eleven were standing outside the shop talking when one of them spotted me.  He tapped his mate on the arm and pointed at me.  They both started laughing and moved over to the car, bending down to get a better look at me.  I could hear their loud laughter and comments and while I blushed instinctively, kept my eyes straight ahead, my mind blank.  I watched Miss Lamb leave the shop and come towards the car and heard her ask the boys what was so amusing.  
 
    
 
   “Him!  Look at him, what a freak!”  
 
    
 
   “Yes, it’s unusual to find a grown man dressed up like a little girl, isn’t it?”  
 
    
 
   “It sure is!” one of them responded. 
 
    
 
   She pulled herself to her full height, began wagging her finger at them and said in her most fearsome voice, “Well, let that be a lesson for you both.  Behave properly around ladies at all times.  Or else.”
 
    
 
   With that she opened the door and got in.  We backed out, leaving the two of them standing there, mouths agape. 
 
    
 
   We pulled up outside a ladies hairdressing salon and as Miss Lamb undid my seat restraints, I saw Aunty Jennifer open the salon door.  I moved out of the car, took Miss Lamb’s offered hand and didn’t look around, quietly fixed on getting inside as quickly as possible.  Aunty Jennifer and Miss Lamb greeted each other warmly and then I was ordered to show off my new outfit to Aunty Jennifer.  
 
    
 
   “Oh you look adorable with that big bow on your head and those lovely little bunnikins dancing over your cardigan!  And that petticoat...there must be 50 yards of taffeta there!  With those pink tights and lovely ballet shoes, you look just about ready to perform a nice little pirouette!”
 
    
 
   “That will come soon enough, Jennifer.  And I’ll be sure to invite you around for the performance!”
 
    
 
   “You’re certainly a very lucky little girl, aren’t you Sissy-chrissy?”  
 
    
 
   “You may remove your dummy,” said Miss Lamb.  
 
    
 
   “Yes Aunty Jennifer, I’m a very lucky Sissy-chrissy Fluffy Lambikins!” I replied gaily.  
 
    
 
   “You are indeed.  Your Mummy is looking after both your needs very well, I can see that.  And do you like the sweater I’m wearing today, just for you?”  
 
    
 
   It was a huge purple cowl neck, a mohair blend I guessed.  
 
    
 
   “Yes I do, Aunty Jennifer, thank you very much for thinking of me!” I again replied brightly.  
 
    
 
   “And is that a nap-nap I detect under your lovely petticoat, Sissy-crissy?”  
 
    
 
   “Yes Aunty Jennifer, it is.”
 
    
 
   “Lift up your petticoat, pull down your tights and show Aunty Jennifer your nap-nap, Sissy-chrissy,” piped up Miss Lamb.   
 
    
 
   “Well, aren’t you lucky not having to go through the torment of toi-toi without nap-nap’s today!  You must feel blessed to have such a caring Mummy looking after you like this, hmmm?” she said in a mischievous tone.  
 
    
 
   “Yes Aunty Jennifer, I’m very fortunate!” I replied cheerfully.  Where on earth are these heart-felt words were coming from, I wondered in amazement.    
 
    
 
   “Tights up, petticoat down, dummy back in place,” came Miss Lamb’s command.  I obeyed straightaway.  
 
    
 
   “Oh Patricia, her hair, it’s so long!  Would you prefer we razor it all off, you know, shave her bald, followed by a waxing?  That would keep it very short for much longer.”
 
    
 
   For the first time all day, a crack appeared in my demeanour.  My fear of haircuts...please don’t say yes, please.  The elastic around my chin holding the bow in place suddenly felt much, much tighter.  I swallowed nervously.
 
    
 
   “Bald and waxed, mmmm.  She was given a full body wax just yesterday and it would be rather delicious knowing she was smooth all over.  Let’s think it over while you do my hair.”  
 
    
 
   “An excellent idea, Patricia.  That way Sissy-chrissy can have a nice long think about how nice she’ll look if we do decide to remove all her hair.”  They both laughed.  This wasn’t sounding good.  A wave of trepidation swept over me, my mood shifting with it to a place I didn’t want to be in. I was very glad the blinds were drawn and it was a Sunday so there’d be few, if any, people wandering by to look in on me.       
 
    
 
   Miss Lamb sat down in one of the salon chairs and told me to sit behind her and off to one side.  “That way I can keep a good eye on you through my haircut.  Now sit up like a good little sissy, head up, legs closed, feet flat on the floor, hands together.”  I did so and fixed my gaze on hers in the mirror.  A smile emerged on her face.  
 
    
 
   I sat there like this for the next 45 minutes while Aunty Jennifer and Miss Lamb nattered away through the haircut, Miss Lamb’s already short bob taken to an even shorter length.  And when Aunty Jennifer produced a set of clippers, turned them on and closely buzzed Miss Lamb’s nape and neckline, a little shiver rode across me, fear riding on its back.  In a little while that buzzing sound would be right next to my ears, the clippers reinforcing my status as that of a ridiculously clad, sissified male.  A ‘freak’, wasn’t that what those boys had called me?  My mental composure was rapidly falling away.   
 
    
 
   Aunty Jennifer removed the cape from around Miss Lamb and adjusted the collar of her red turtleneck.  She immediately started rubbing her neck against it.  “I just love the feel of a clean, smooth neck against a woolen collar.  Delicious!  Thank you Jennifer, it looks perfect.”  Which it certainly did, if your idea of perfection happened to embrace a straight-angled, high-fringed, short bob.   
 
    
 
   Miss Lamb got out of the chair and looked at me in the mirror, her bearing and appearance - the ribbed, high-collared turtleneck, brown leather trousers and matching boots, that lustrous auburn hair with its blunt cut - sending a distinct message across the room at me.  I felt myself melting, overwhelmed by her manner and look.  Melting…but in a way that offered reassurance, some sense of knowing where I stood, just like I felt whenever I was in the presence of a strong female authority figure as a child.  In that moment, I regained some much-needed composure.  Suddenly my skin started to tingle, responding to the dainty feel of the woolen garb I wore.  And then, to my amazement, my nappied, unrestrained penis became fully erect.   
 
    
 
   She made her way over to me, stopped and looked down on me.  My gaze remained straight ahead, staring directly into the intense red of her sweater.  I felt my penis throb.  “And now it’s my little fluffy sissy’s turn to look perfect.  Up and into the chair.”
 
    
 
   I wanted to reply, “Yes ma’am,” or “Yes Aunty,” or “Yes Mummy,” or something similar, spoken with real feeling, an acknowledgement that I knew in that moment that whatever she decided to do with me was for her benefit, and my own good.  My penis rubbed against its terry-towelling prison, throbbing with some as yet undefined conscious; it and I seemed to be swirling with some misty sense of contentment, fulfillment, even desire.  I got up and moved to the chair, nervously aware that my stiff member might well be obvious to Miss Lamb’s all-penetrating eyes even under the nappy and layers of taffeta.    
 
    
 
   Aunty Jennifer swept the cape around me and did it up very tightly round my neck, as she always liked to do.  “Have you decided what you want done with her hair, Patricia?”  
 
    
 
   “Yes.”  She moved behind me and put her hands on my shoulders, all the while gazing at me in the mirror.  My hard penis was quivering, straining...I could feel the wetness at its head against the nappy.    
 
    
 
   “I’m rather taken by the idea of an even closer crop.  But not quite yet.”  I was thankful at not being shaved bald, and couldn’t suppress a faint smile.
 
    
 
   “No bowling ball smoothness today?” replied Aunty Jennifer.  
 
    
 
   “Perhaps next month we’ll go for the polished bowling-ball look.”  My tiny smile faded but I was still relieved, mesmerised by the look of complete satisfaction on Miss Lamb’s face staring back at me.  My penis pulsated...    
 
    
 
   Aunty Jennifer pulled the bow away from my head and dropped it in my lap.  The clippers came to life in her hands, whirring frantically.  She put her hand firmly on my crown and forced my head down.  “Head bowed, neck stretched taut.”   
 
    
 
   As the clippers touched my neck my penis exploded in orgasmic thrusts.  
 
                                             
 
   The enclosing cape and intense posture training I’d been going through over the last two months ensured I somehow managed to contain these utterly surprising events in the nappy to myself - I was very grateful for that.  The sense of relief was enormous but it was only one element to what I was thinking and feeling; another was the rationale behind its arrival.  To say I was surprised would do it no justice...the remainder of the haircut passed in a blur of wondering and wonderment, particularly when my head was allowed up and my eyes again met Miss Lamb’s in the mirror.    
 
    
 
   Aunty Jennifer turned off the clippers, leaving my head tingling.  She picked up the tweezers and clicked them together right in front of my eyes.   I flinched a little, more from surprise than fear.  “Must make your eyebrows nice for Mummy.”
 
    
 
   “Can I replace her bow my dear?” she piped up brightly once the plucking was over.  
 
    
 
   “Why yes, it will look even lovelier now her hair is nice, neat and masculine again.”  So back on went the enormous bow.  
 
    
 
   Aunty Jennifer undid the cape and shook it, pressed a bell and out stepped her ‘little boy’, Edward, wearing soft purple slippers and purple velvet bib-and-brace overalls over an egg-yolk yellow skivvy.  He bowed individually to both women (they didn’t acknowledge him) and removed a dustpan and broom from a closet and started sweeping up the hair around the chair.  Miss Lamb and Aunty Jennifer began chatting away while I just sat there in the chair staring at my reflection, submerging how ridiculous I looked beneath newfound thoughts.  Edward finished, replaced the dustpan and broom, bowed again to Miss Lamb and Aunty Jennifer then slid quietly out of the room.  
 
    
 
   We left a little later, me once again securely bound in the car child restraint.  As we travelled home, I couldn’t help noticing how beautiful and radiant Miss Lamb looked, her haircut and turtleneck complementing one another, both paying homage to her flawless skin and features.  I desperately wanted to say how lovely she looked but of course I didn’t (and couldn’t anyway!).  And as I sat there, she would occasionally glance at me in the mirror, a little smile always discernable.  Oh!  And each time she did I felt like melting again, amplified by my soft, enclosing clothes and a deep sense of contentment.  
 
    
 
   Stockholm Syndrome?  Perhaps so.  But then I’d reached a point of knowing that this sissified existence was my lot in life, at least for the foreseeable future.  Maybe it was simply ‘natural’ that I took pleasure where I could find it?  And I was finding pleasure in her appearance and bearing, her unbending will, as well as the fluffy and soft clothes she had me wear.      
 
    
 
   But the drive back wasn’t all aglow, the sticky wetness of the nappy a reminder that I had now to deal with its consequences.  What to do, pretend that nothing had happened and hope that Miss Lamb wouldn’t notice the stickiness in the nappy amongst the wee-wee’s I knew I would soon have to perform in them?  Tell her, knowing full well she would not look kindly on my undisciplined, selfishness?  Any high is only made special by what lows come before it...and after it.  By the time we pulled up, I had resolved to tell her what had occurred, partly with the realisation I could never again be dishonest around her, and partly with the hope my honesty would be looked upon somewhat favourably.
 
    
 
   We went inside and after being allowed to empty my bladder, I then had to sit in the sodden nappy for a good hour before Miss Lamb decided to remove them and my dummy.  I moved into position on the rubber changing mat and as she undid the huge pin, I said in a very quiet voice, “Please Miss, I have a confession to make.”  
 
    
 
   She stopped what she was doing and lent back on her haunches.  “Oh?  And what’s that?”  
 
   I blushed, and answered sheepishly, “I’m very sorry ma’am but I was very naughty at Aunty Jennifer’s and...I...ah...” I swallowed nervously, shut my eyes and managed to squeak out, “...I made a mess in my nappy.”
 
    
 
   “A mess, what do you mean a mess?  I didn’t give you permission to do wee-wees and I certainly didn’t smell any other type of mess coming from you?”
 
    
 
   “No ma’am, it was another type of mess...a selfish, bad mess.”
 
    
 
   Her tone rose.  “Oh!  I see, a very, very bad mess, a very undisciplined mess.”
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes.  “Yes ma’am, it was one of those.”
 
    
 
   “One of those, indeed.  Well, well, well...” I could just make out her slight smile.  Was she pleased with this development, or with the opportunity it now presented her with to punish me for my laxness?  
 
    
 
   Tears started to well up and I spluttered out, “I just want to be a good sissy for you Mummy...” I stumbled, blushing, “...umm..ma’am, Miss Lamb.”
 
    
 
   Again I sensed her smile...
 
    
 
   “Mummy...well, well, well.  You want to please Mummy do you?” she replied.
 
    
 
   I nodded, snivelling back the tears, not quite able to repeat the depths meant by the title I’d just used for her.
 
    
 
   “Do good little sissy’s make puddly messes when they know their Mummy wouldn’t approve?”
 
    
 
   “No Mummy,” I said, the tears still there.  
 
    
 
   “But you did anyway, didn’t you?”
 
    
 
   It felt horrible talking like this; I was so ashamed of what I’d done.  “Yes ma’am,” I said almost howling.
 
    
 
   “Yes Mummy.”
 
    
 
   I managed to stop the tears enough to say, “Yes Mummy.  I’m so very sorry for letting you down.”
 
    
 
   “You’re not sorry because you know you’re going to be on the receiving end of a frightful punishment, now?”
 
    
 
   I started to compose myself.  “No Mummy, that’s not it at all!  I know I’ve been a naughty sissy and let you down.”
 
    
 
   She mulled over this comment for several seconds before responding, “How interesting.  Well then, I want a full explanation of how and why this very naughty behaviour occurred.”  
 
    
 
   “I swear I didn’t touch my peni...ummm, my sissy clit, Mummy, it just happened.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t be silly.  Orgasms don’t just happen.  Explain yourself.”
 
    
 
   She began to undo the nappy.  I told her how the release happened spontaneously, fuelled by the realisation that I knew she had every right to do whatever she wanted to do with me - how I felt about matters was of no consequence.  “And because I find you…ummm…attractive,” I finished with quietly.  
 
    
 
   My wet penis was now exposed to the air; she flicked it sharply with her nail-polished index finger.  Straightaway, and to my absolute horror, it started to rise again.  
 
    
 
   “And what about the lovely girlie cardigan I let you wear, did that have something to do with 
 
   this?”
 
    
 
   I blushed.  “A little Mummy.”
 
    
 
   “Only a little!” she said with mock surprise.  
 
    
 
   “A lot Mummy.”
 
    
 
   “You enjoy wearing those girlie cardigans and fluffy outfits I have you wear, don’t you?”
 
    
 
   It was true, I couldn’t deny it.  In just a few months I was somehow hooked on their sensual textures.  Magnified by seeking some solace, or rather pleasure, wherever I could now find it.
 
    
 
   “I do like my fluffy cardigans and sweaters, Mummy.”
 
    
 
   “Only like?”   
 
    
 
   “I love my fluffy cardigans and sweaters, Mummy!”
 
    
 
   “I thought so.  Well, regardless of what’s soon in store for you, you will be wearing lots of soft and fluffy girlie clothes for quite some time to come.”
 
    
 
   What’s soon in store for me, huh?  But I still managed to exclaim “Thank you Mummy!”
 
    
 
   She flicked my penis once more.  “But we have a problem, haven’t we?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mummy, I don’t want to disappoint you by making a mess again.”
 
    
 
   “Oh I have ways and means of ensuring I won’t be let down again by your undisciplined spurts.”  I swallowed nervously, knowing full well she meant what she said.  
 
    
 
   “Mmmm, so you find me attractive.  I enjoy knowing that, immensely in fact.  And Mummy will help encourage that by being even more intense with her discipline and training.  You’d like that wouldn’t you?” she said as she flicked my penis rapidly a couple of more times.  It rose to its full length.   
 
    
 
   I found myself almost yelling, “Oh yes Mummy, I want to be your very goodest, bestest behaved sissy.”  I was somewhat taken aback by my enthusiasm but couldn’t deny its truth.    
 
    
 
   Another flick.  “Yes, a fuller approach to your disciplinary regime is obviously necessary, giving you the security and comfort you so clearly desire.  And then you’ll know exactly where you stand.”  She stood up.  “Now take off your clothes, shower then make your way over to the punishment stool.”
 
    
 
   Oh yes, of course, the cane, crop, tawse, paddle, hair brush, hand.  I may have reached a point of embracing somewhat, my sissified existence, but these implements, these measures…I didn’t enjoy being on the receiving end of any of them one little bit. 
 
    
 
   After quickly showering I headed for the stool to find her lightly whooshing a cane in front of her.  “Over.”
 
    
 
   I bent over.    
 
    
 
   “I’m very glad you were honest and told me about your squirting.”  Her words filled me with reassurance; I began to relax my tense body and manner slightly.  
 
    
 
   Her tone changed gear, frighteningly so.  “However, as you were warned on the first day of your training, you can expect no leniency or sympathy.  Unauthorised sexual relief is one of the most serious offences my fluffy little sissy can indulge in.  Isn’t it?”  I swallowed before answering with a faint - and fateful - “Yes Miss.”  Mummy had left the room.    
 
    
 
   “After I flay your bottom, we will start on a new method of training that should ensure you never indulge in such disobedience again.”  And with that the cane came down with a terrible heaviness across my behind.  
 
    
 
   All up, fifty strokes across each cheek, twenty-five strokes with a strap across each thigh, twenty-five strokes with the tawse across each palm.  I was a blubbering mess by the time Miss Lamb finished metering out the punishment.  Despite it being only 4pm, I was sent straight to bed fully restrained, dressed in that terrible, scratchy, woolen outfit, a dildo in my rear, and a serve of wintergreen over my cock and balls to finish matters off.  No dinner, but I’d lost my appetite anyway.  Contemplating my predicament, I couldn’t quite believe it was only last night that I’d laid here happily ensconced in angora and hose, a teddy bear and fluffy little lamb for company.  Arrrgggghhhhh…             
 
                                                           
 
   The next morning I stood to attention in front of her, physically and mentally drained after yesterday’s experiences and last night’s lack of sleep.  
 
    
 
   “I’m most disappointed by your lack of sexual control these past few months.  Two unauthorised orgasms are two too many in my book.  And of course, that’s on top of your uncontrolled squirting when you were Sissy Wool Baby.  I’ve reached the conclusion it’s time I impart a very firm lesson to help you control your wayward sexual proclivities.”
 
    
 
   All I could do to distract myself was focus on how nice the string of pearls around her neck looked, matched with the shiny little buttons on her forest green cardigan.    
 
    
 
   “You are going to be taught orgasm control.  Starting today and continuing for exactly one month.  And at the end of that month, I am certain you will have developed a thorough understanding of that concept.”
 
    
 
   A-ha, orgasm control, right, sounds good to me if it means I’m not going to cop another thrashing or Wintergreen or chillies around my cock and balls again.  
 
    
 
   “For the next seven days you will be permitted to rub your sissy-clit but you’ll do so without spurting.  If you do make a mess however, you will be punished by one month’s orgasm denial for each mess.  For the following week, you will continue rubbing but this time if you spurt you’ll receive two month’s abstinence for every mess.”  
 
    
 
   She walked slowly behind me, every fall of her shoes echoing on the polished floor.  She stopped behind me and said in a low tone, “Mmmm, that’s fourteen months abstinence if you squirt your sissy juice every day during that week.”  Oh god...  
 
    
 
   Leisurely she moved back in front of me and folded her arms, the sleeves of the cardigan draped around her shoulders hanging freely.  I started thinking about how beautifully soft they were in a desperate attempt to avoid dwelling on what she was telling me. 
 
    
 
   “Can you guess what the length of each abstinence period will be if you’re undisciplined during the following seven days, Sissy-chrissy?” 
 
    
 
   “Ah...ummm...yes ma’am...” I replied quietly, “...three months, ma’am.”
 
    
 
   “Three months, just think about that!  Three times seven...well that’s almost two years without relief!  What a horrid experience that would be!”
 
    
 
   Indeed...
 
    
 
   She started walking around me again.  “And so we come to the penultimate period of your orgasm control program.  Seven more days, with four months abstinence for each loss of control.”
 
    
 
   All I’d done was realise I wanted to be good for her...why was she doing this to me?
 
    
 
   “And now, the final three days of the month.  And for each of these, you’ll receive a six month extension to your sentence should you fail to show proper restraint.”
 
    
 
   “Let’s see...seven, plus fourteen, plus twenty one, plus twenty eight, plus eighteen equals...eighty eight months without a sissy puddle.  Why that’s seven and a half years!” she said laughing.  “I’d go positively mad if I had to endure that long without a big O!”  
 
    
 
   But she wasn’t finished.
 
    
 
   She pulled up in front of me again.  “Now I have two extra touches to add to this simple arithmetic.  Firstly, any time you happen to squirt, you will of course need to be punished.  But I’m going to let you have a choice.  You can choose between accepting a one-month extension to your enforced abstinence or receive a firm thrashing or some other form of physical punishment.  So let’s say you choose to be indulgent and spill sissy juice every day, then you can add an extra thirty-one months to your sentence if you like.  And why not, seven years, four months or nine years, eleven months...why there’s almost no difference, is there?”
 
    
 
   I mumbled a reply; she simply laughed.  
 
    
 
   “And secondly, every six months during your sentence, I am going to check on how your lesson in self-restraint is progressing by allowing you to play with your sissy clit.  If you show proper discipline, then your period of denial will be reduced by one month.  Let’s see…on a five year sentence that could mean eight or nine months off for good behavior.”  
 
    
 
   “But...” There’s always a ‘but’.
 
    
 
   “...should you be so ill-disciplined as to make another icky puddle during any of these little outings, then twelve extra months will be added to your sentence.  But to avoid you forming a never-ending six-month pattern, if you still haven’t managed to avoid spurting after two years, then the next play with your sissy clit won’t occur for twelve months.  Again, to avoid bad patterns forming, if you haven’t managed to be good after two years, then the next play with your sissy clit will occur two years hence.  And so on, and so on.”
 
    
 
   She hesitated, letting her words soak in.  
 
    
 
   “Of course if you’re repeatedly unable to control your sissy-puddling proclivities that could mean you end up with something approaching a twenty to thirty year sentence.  Why you’d be just about at the pension age by then!”
 
    
 
   Twenty years…my thoughts swirled, utterly overwhelmed by what she was saying.     
 
    
 
   She stepped in closer, adopting her most formal tone.  “Have I made myself clear, Sissy-chrissy Fluffy Lambikins?”
 
    
 
   I’d had a terrible time trying to deal with the lack of relief over the past couple of months – what was it, two orgasms in two months?  And both times unintentional.  How could I possibly go for years without release?   Oh no, please no…  
 
    
 
   “Yes ma’am, very clear, ma’am,” I replied meekly.  
 
    
 
   “Very good.”  Off she went, slowly walking around me again.  
 
    
 
   “I do have another option available to you which you can request any time after the first year of your sentence is completed.  I’ll let Aunty Jennifer explain to you next time you’re being shorn, how she dealt with little Edward’s chronic lack of orgasm control.  It’s extremely effective and I can well imagine that after several years of imposed denial, you may well choose to go with her more permanent method of dealing with troublesome sissy clits.”
 
    
 
   Something more permanent...huh?  But there was no time to dwell on her words.      
 
    
 
   “Now it’s time for your first lesson in orgasm control.  Cum this way,” she said laughingly, taking my hand and leading me from the room.  
 
    
 
   I just wanted to be a good little sissy...
 
    
 
   She reached the door, stopped and turned to face me.  “Oh yes, I almost forgot.  Your love of soft and fluffy cardigans and sweaters: rest assured they’ll feature prominently throughout the period of the lesson.  Doesn’t that sound attractive?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes ma’am, thank you very much ma’am,” I replied quietly, all too aware of how difficult my newly acquired fixation with these feminine garments would make the coming month.
 
    
 
   “My pleasure, Sissy-chrissy, my pleasure indeed…”  
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

The End


 
   
  
 



Total Submission 

Chapter 5
 
   By Steve Forsythe
 
   
I had been there some nine months when Caroline advised me one evening that we had a meeting the next day at 10.00am. That was all that I was told. No details at all. "We'll leave at 9.30" she cursorily advised. 
 
    
 
   The next morning, my early chores completed, saw me in the front seat of the gleaming Mercedes with her driving. As always I felt so embarrassed to be dressed so effeminately and going out into the world. Caroline herself looked particularly beautiful in a bright silk scarf over a dark grey suit and white satin blouse. She had black high heels on with her legs made shapelier and more lustrous by her sheer black stockings. She was the archetype of everything I desired in a woman and yet she was so totally unobtainable. Her long hair was tied in a severe bun, her make-up applied as though it were a natural part of her beauty and I could smell the sensuous delicacy of her perfume. She stared forward at the road ahead, oblivious to my presence and my foolish attire. 
 
    
 
   We eventually pulled into a large secluded estate. We eased to a halt and I was instructed to follow Caroline. Glancing nervously around I followed in her footsteps, terrified lest someone should see me. The place appeared quite deserted though. 
 
    
 
   The house itself was Victorian. Caroline clearly knew her way around and lead me straight into the office of a Dr Kay Longines. She was a tall, not unattractive lady in her early forties. Her short, dark brown hair framed a thin, rather severe face, etched gracefully with the faint wrinkles of her age. Her eyes were dark brown and quite piercing. She laughed when I entered behind Caroline, a laugh that enthused warmth to Caroline and mocked me at the same time. There was a cold aloofness about her, typical of her profession. She wore a crisp cream blouse with an elaborate khaki embroidery detail on the long sleeves and collar. It had flap pockets and shoulder pads that made her more imposing, with button down cuffs. Her matching skirt was wrap around style and came down to a few inches above her ankles where her feet wore matching low heel shoes. A slim, powerful, rather austere woman, not beautiful. 
 
    
 
   She looked through me after the pleasantries were exchanged with Caroline. "This is the patient then?" she haughtily enquired. I swallowed hard, not aware of what the meeting was about. Patient for what, a check-up perhaps? I'd had to have a full medical before taking up service. She came over to me with a long-legged, arrogant stride that in itself made me feel nervous as she stared at me. She was very tall, only an inch shorter than me. 
 
    
 
   "Let's get some details first then shall we. Take a seat on the couch,” she gestured to Caroline as she herself pulled up an easy chair. It was a typical doctors room, austere and crowded with medical texts, the furnishings clearly expensive. As she sat, her legs, perfectly wrapped in nylons were provocatively shown off. Her sculptured breasts jutted forward. 
 
    
 
   I moved to sit beside Caroline, only to be met by her icy glare. I quickly stood and moved to one side. 
 
    
 
   "Still a little to learn?" Dr Kay muttered to Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "He's getting there,” replied Caroline, "a taste of Charity every once in a while helps him see right from wrong." 
 
    
 
   Dr Kay laughed. 
 
    
 
   "Put your hands on your head and stand straight, no fidgeting… or I'll arrange a dose when you get home," Caroline instructed, as if to show off her complete control over me. 
 
    
 
   "Now a few personal details first," said Dr Kay as she picked up a form on a clipboard. Oblivious to my presence they went through all the questions about me as I looked stupidly, silently on. 
 
    
 
   "First name?" 
 
    
 
   "Nancy." 
 
    
 
   "Surname" 
 
    
 
   "Slug." 
 
    
 
   "Now I understand you have full legal control of him?" enquired the doctor. "Yes, we drew up the deed for him to sign. I've brought it here, you can see his signature at the bottom." 
 
    
 
   Dr Kay carefully read through the document I had signed some months before. "I need to ensure my protection with a matter such as this," she almost apologised to Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "Of course I understand, that's why we had the deed done originally." 
 
   "Is this your signature?" Dr Kay asked of me finally. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Doctor," I miserably gulped as I curtsied my reply, dreading what I might be in for, still somewhat bemused at why such a meeting was taking place. 
 
   "Well everything looks to be in place," Dr Kay replied, "have you discussed the procedure with him at all?" 
 
    
 
   "What for?" Caroline coolly enquired, "he's mine to do with as I please." 
 
    
 
   Dr Kay was clearly surprised at the callousness of Caroline's reply but continued unperturbed. "It's an operation that we'll unfortunately have to carry out in Mexico. I have a private hospital set up there where no questions will be asked. We'll be able to do it about a month from now." 
 
    
 
   They calmly discussed dates while I stood shivering in nervous apprehension. What had they got planned? "You'll need to sign the waivers for him of course." 
 
    
 
   Finally Dr Kay turned to me. "Nancy come here,” she imperiously commanded. I moved forward, careful to keep my hands on my head as instructed. "I'm a reputable surgeon and you can be assured of the finest medical standards. I'm also a firm believer in the subjugation of the male. I'm also gay so I get a lot of pleasure out of this particular procedure. That's why Caroline selected me. I'm also very discreet. Now do you know why your here?" 
 
    
 
   "No Doctor" I replied, the fear showing in my eyes. 
 
    
 
   "You look like hell," she smiled, "relatively speaking of course!" I didn't know what to say, my legs were shaky and I nearly fell, I was starting to sweat despite the air-conditioning. She continued in a soft detached voice. "I've performed this procedure on several occasions and everyone is fine and well, so there's nothing to worry about. Apparently like all males you think through your penis too much. Caroline tells me it’s popping up all the time despite her lessons. Is this true?" 
 
    
 
   Yes Miss," I stuttered. 
 
    
 
   "You've been told the rules but chosen to disobey them. So you've brought this upon yourself as the only option left." I tried not to think of what they might be planning for me. I started to say something only to be cut off by that soft, firm voice "Let me explain the procedures we're going to follow here. Caroline has signed the papers for you to have an orchidectomy." 
 
    
 
   I must have looked rather bemused judging by the smile that graced her face. I was certainly unsure what it was, though it boded ill. 
 
    
 
   "Please Miss what's that?" I hesitantly enquired, "is it like a vasectomy?" 
 
   "That's right, a little more involved though. With a vasectomy we tie off your vas deferens so you can't ejaculate sperm… With an orchidectomy we go a little further…" She paused for effect. 
 
    
 
   "We actually remove the testes… surgical castration." 
 
    
 
   A cold, mind-numbing fear seized my body, paralysing me. My ears throbbed as the blood rushed to my forehead, my skin broke out into droplets of sweat, my neck muscles contracted as my mouth dried up in naked, numbing fear. 
 
    
 
   "Please Miss, please Ma'am, you can't be serious?" I asked, my voice high-pitched as I fought for control. My terror was palpable as I stared into the cold, passionless eyes of Doctor Kay and then glanced into the equally pitiless eyes of Caroline. My temples throbbed as I tried to think of a way out. It was a month away they'd said. I'd just have to run away. Go to the police no matter how foolish I looked, surely the agreement wouldn't really stand up. 
 
   "Please I'll try harder," I feebly responded. 
 
    
 
   Caroline laughed aloud "Not the best choice of words." 
 
    
 
   "Please don't do this to me," I begged, "please don't." Tears were welling in my eyes. How stupid I'd been. I squeezed my eyes shut. 
 
    
 
   "I don't remember asking your opinion on the matter," Dr Kay coldly intoned, "you are the legal property of Caroline and should consider yourself privileged to be giving her such a gift." 
 
    
 
   She then turned to Caroline "Most ladies who bring their slaves to me can control them better than this. This is a second display of disobedience. It seems you both have a ways to go." I could almost see Caroline seethe with anger at the jibe. I'd been a good slave and learnt my lessons well but this was going too far. 
 
    
 
   "Let me assure you he will go through with the procedure for me. I also promise you that he is going to have a very long talk with Charity tonight. You'll see a much better attitude next time." She was clearly livid with me. 
 
    
 
   "Yes, well I hope so,” continued Dr Kay. "Now as I was saying...." she continued with me, "the procedure is fairly simple. We'll carry out a full medical today to make sure you're up to it. Then we'll book you into the clinic a month from now. We'll use a local anaesthetic but I'll strap you down first, just in case you try to wriggle. We don't want any accidents,” she smiled. She spoke as though she enjoyed honing the knife's edge on the open wounds of my fear. There was a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach not unlike what you would get in a strong swell on the open sea. 
 
    
 
   Her expression turned to a mocking little smile, severe to the edges of her mouth. I was witless with fear. "As regards after effects. You'll still have your scrotum, though it'll be limp and empty. It may atrophy a little over time. You may still get the occasional erection, but without your balls to produce your androgens you'll find you have less sexual urge and don't have the same sexual fantasies. So you'll get less pleasure from playing with it. You really shouldn't pose much of a problem for Caroline at all, or anyone else for that matter. 
 
    
 
   When did he last ejaculate?" she enquired of Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "Ooooh, about nine months ago." 
 
    
 
   "Shouldn't miss it much then," responded Kay with a laugh, "I'd be crawling up the wall personally." I was, I was. 
 
    
 
   "How often is he scheduled?" 
 
    
 
   "Every Friday the thirteenth, but we haven't had one yet." 
 
    
 
   "Well you can ignore that chore after this." 
 
    
 
   "I intend to," Caroline agreed. 
 
    
 
   Dr Kay was quite perfunctory as she dryly continued detailing her views to me, "Personally I feel all males should be castrated. They're always much better behaved when they're not driven by lust. You'll be able to serve Caroline in the most intimate ways without longing to sate yourself. Changes are much less at your age; you'll tend to be a little more placid which may help you avoid punishment. Though I hope Caroline doesn't spare the rod in your case." I was mortified. 
 
    
 
   "You'll stay in overnight, just to be safe. It's not really necessary but you will be a little sore afterwards, when the local wears off. Of course we'll keep your balls for your Mistress. They'll be preserved in a little glass jar. Nice and elegant over the fireplace. I throw in a little stand, engraved of course, 'Nancy's balls - A gift for Caroline'." They both smiled at my predicament, Caroline's eyes aglow with lust. I'd run away before they could do this to me. I shook my head in terror, rooted to the spot. I had a month to plot my escape. 
 
    
 
   "Now take off your clothes and let's check you out." I did as I was told. Too stunned to do otherwise. Standing naked, hands on head I was probed and prodded as though I was a piece of meat, my temperature was taken through my rectum to add to the embarrassment. Every orifice of my body had something poked into it. 
 
    
 
   "A-one" Dr Kay finally advised. My heart sank further. "We'll be able to proceed without a problem. Only one last blood test and we'll be finished till next month." Caroline gave a happy sigh. "Go lie on the couch," Dr Kay instructed. 
 
    
 
   She went over and removed a needle from a cabinet oblivious to my wild-eyed stares as I lay down on the cold leather couch. Caroline came over to me and gently stroked my chest, pinching my nipples erotically. "I'm sorry about tonight," she smiled, "But I can't have Kay thinking I'm slack. I'd planned on wanking you off to celebrate your future celibacy, even though it's not Friday the thirteenth yet." She gave a dry laugh, "Instead of cries of pleasure it's going to have to be cries of pain though isn't it?" she cooed as though I was an infant, as she moved her hands to fondle my penis encased in it's metal sheath. 
 
    
 
   She then cupped her hands around my balls. "All mine. The greatest gift any lover can give." She squeezed them gently, tender and loving, "I'm going to keep them on my dresser in the bedroom... You know I'm going to orgasm just thinking about it. Every time I see them I'm going to explode. You can't begin to imagine the pleasure this gives me… You'll get to see them every day though. When you clean my room. In fact you can dust the bottle every single day. We'll put it down on your list of chores." 
 
    
 
   Her eyes were gleaming. She moved her other hand to slowly stroke her crotch as she went back to squeezing my nipples, she knew how that turned me on. "You're all mine now. How many women have gotten so much from their man?" she grinned "Janice got the house and the car...and the dog; Sandra got over a million dollars; but nobody got their man's balls!" She snickered as she thought of a joke "Instead of having you by the balls; I'll have your balls! Oh I can't wait. It's a pity you can't enjoy an orgasm too. I can see you're excited." 
 
   Indeed her ministrations, the feeling of belonging to this beautiful creature were arousing me no end. "Please, while you're having your talk with Charity tonight, remember you're making me very happy with your special gift, your sacrifice. And look on the bright side. No more willy punishments because you can't make him look like a slug when I tell you to. You'll be able to serve me totally with your lips without getting frustrated too. Isn't that good?" she gently quizzed. 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am I love you," I whispered, "I want to be yours, I want to serve you, but please let me keep my balls, please." 
 
    
 
   "Shhh now shhhhh. I'm sorry, but I want them too badly, sitting in their own little bottle on my dresser. Knowing your fear at giving them up, your total frustration, smiling when I watch you pick up the bottle to dust it off, watching as you think about what you've given up, your empty scrotum. Believe me, when I'm orgasming I'll be thinking of your balls." She was mocking me with her soothing voice. 
 
    
 
   Finally Dr Kay interrupted the reverie and Caroline stepped away. "I hope you aren't going to forget his earlier disobedience with all these sexy thoughts?" she laughed at Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "No. I've told him. No orgasms tonight. At least not for him… I, mind you, will blow myself apart thinking about everything!" 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Jane and I are going to celebrate this one too!" They both laughed with pleasure. 
 
    
 
   "Look how much pleasure you're giving to so many people,” laughed Dr Kay. 
 
   "And I haven't even told Sandra yet," grinned Caroline. "I might call her while Nancy's having her talk with Charity. I'm sure that'll go for about an hour." I shivered as they talked so calmly and matter-of-factly about my travails. I was to be thrashed mercilessly for the pleasure of this obscene doctor who wouldn't even witness the event. 
 
    
 
   "Are you going to let him have a wank before the operation then?" Dr Kay asked Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "If he behaves. I want him to think deeply about what he's giving up," Caroline informed her friend. "By the way, you mentioned that you only need to use a local anaesthetic. Can you do the operation without any anaesthetic at all?" 
 
    
 
   "It'd be exceptionally painful, but there's no medical reason why not. The patient would have to be very securely strapped down to stop him moving, it'd be best to gag him too, the screams might be too much to put up with... But it could be done," replied the doctor after mulling it over. 
 
    
 
   "Have you ever done it without giving an anaesthetic?" 
 
    
 
   "No. I've done four. I did the first with a general anaesthetic; so he was out of it altogether. It was a lot of fun, mentally, especially when he woke up to see the results of my handiwork. I'd left the jar on the bedside table so it was the first thing he saw. And later when he was able to inspect his empty sac. Using a local was much more fun though, watching their faces as the procedure went on. It's fairly quick. Their faces are a picture when the first one comes out and you show it to them. Of course I make sure they see the bottle well before they go into surgery. So they can think about what's going to happen. That's why I recommend you bring him in the night before." 
 
    
 
   "God I think I'm going to orgasm just talking about this," laughed Caroline, "can we try it without an anaesthetic?" Of course 'we' included me as the centrepiece and the person with the most at stake, though I had no say in anything. 
 
    
 
   I was going giddy with fear now just listening to what was being planned. My earlier erotic thoughts long vanished as they calmly talked about my future as though I wasn't there. I felt I should get up and run off right there and then. But it was an isolated house in large grounds. Better to wait for familiar surroundings before I made my escape. I still had a month. Besides I knew I was weak at the knees, I'd never be able to run. I was so scared. I tried to clear my mind but the room itself was starting to spin round. My mouth was open but no sound came out. 
 
    
 
   "If you'll sign the papers, I'll do it. I can easily arrange for extra straps to secure him and the gag is no problem." I shook my head in realisation of what was happening. It was like being in a nightmare. "He may pass out from the pain though, but we can always bring him round before we continue." 
 
    
 
   "That's settled then," determined Caroline oblivious to my views, "we'll make it a first. No anaesthetic. We'll arrive the night before to settle him in and give him a chance to admire the empty bottle before we place his balls in it the next day. I love it. I love it." She was so excited while my throat dried up totally as I lay paralysed with fear. 
 
   "I think I'm going to enjoy this one too," laughed Dr Kay before she turned back to me. "Now before you go I'm going to give you a little injection and then we'll take a blood sample so we can type you in case we have any blood loss from the procedure. It shouldn't be necessary but it's best to be on the safe side. This needle is called a Tubex,” she continued, "it's preloaded. Nothing to worry about now," she said in her best doctor's voice, "nothing to worry about at all, at least not until next month," she smiled cynically down at me. 
 
    
 
   She squeezed out a thin squirt of the brown liquid. It looked like iced tea. "What does it do Miss?" I whimpered. It was not something I wanted injected in my veins. I was soaked in sweat and my breathing was laboured. 
 
    
 
   "It'll just relax you a little, you're obviously nervous, now keep calm and keep still, it won't hurt." 
 
    
 
   I relaxed as best I could. "OK," I whispered with a heavy sigh as I gritted my teeth. She carefully pricked a vein in the crook of my elbow. I felt a painful pinch. 
 
    
 
    
 
   "When we take your balls out though… that will really hurt!" laughed Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "It won't take long now," Dr Kay crooned, "ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, we'll soon have your balls in a nice glass jar…zero. All finished." 
 
    
 
   I was crying again now. I couldn't help it. The tears streamed down my cheeks. I closed my eyes. I started to feel warm all over, warm and sleepy. I went limp. I felt them in the distance as they arranged my limbs, their voices indistinct as I floated in a dream world. Then blackness overcame me. 
 
    
 
   When I came to I was in a poorly lit room in a hospital style bed. Bewildered I gazed around trying to determine where I was, what was for real, what had been a dream, what was happening. I was still a little confused, no doubt the after effects of the barbiturate, my mouth felt slightly fluffy. I tried to move and realised quickly I couldn't. My first reaction was to assume I'd been injured. I quickly realised though after a moment of panic that I must in fact be bound into the cot. 
 
    
 
   As I glanced around trying to work out what was going on I realised I was in some type of hospital room and my heart started to pulse rapidly as the memories of my earlier nightmare came back to me... or had it been for real. The room was sparsely furnished; a dim light glowed from the ceiling, there was a metal chair in the corner, my cot and the simple metal bedside table. 
 
    
 
   As my eyes took in the bedside cabinet I started to panic wildly and struggle madly against my bonds. But I was held firm and fast. I couldn't move. I could barely lift my head off the pillow, the rest of my body was held firm. The sheets and blankets tucked in tightly came up to my neck and despite my forceful exertions I hadn't even wrinkled the covers. 
 
    
 
   Staring back at me all the time from the cabinet though was the source of my panic. A small clear glass bottle about 3/4's full of a clear liquid, mounted on a small black plinth with a simple silver badge engraved with the words 'Nancy's balls - A gift for Caroline' followed by the next day's date. I'd been duped - it was set up for tomorrow - I was about to be surgically castrated without the use of an anaesthetic. 
 
    
 
   I felt like vomiting as my predicament sank home, I was totally trapped, there was nothing I could do about it, it was really going to happen, my nightmare was in existence. Not only was I about to lose my balls, my masculinity, it was going to happen in the most painful manner imaginable. I screamed and screamed in total panic, praying someone would hear me despite the isolation of the manor, perhaps a delivery person, anybody. 
 
    
 
   The door opened and Caroline entered. She sat beside me on the edge of the bed and gently patted my head to soothe and console me. "Calm down now," she comforted me in her most maternal manner, "just relax now, you'll only hurt yourself struggling like that." As she continued to placate me and gently caress my forehead, running her hands through my hair, I calmed down, trying hard to slow my breathing and take control, she continued to lull me, "That's better, let's keep cool and look at everything rationally, no point in going off at the deep end and exerting yourself like that. OK now, take a deep breath." I followed her advice and gradually brought myself under control. 
 
    
 
   "That's better," she crooned in her husky voice, "we don't want to be silly about this now do we?" I wasn't sure about that. It was all too gross to contemplate. 
 
   "OK now we're still at Kay's surgery. You're in her medical room now and quite secure. I'm going to pull down your covers so you understand your situation." The covers gently eased back so I could glance down at my body. I was securely cuffed with thick, 5cm wide leather straps at the wrists and elbows to the metal frame of the bed. Three 15cm broad straps ran right around the bed. One was looped around my chest, under my armpits, holding me securely down, the other two were below waist level and ran beneath my legs tight against the mattress. From each of these came two 5cm thick leather straps. Two of these were buckled around the top of each thigh and two securely buckled around my ankles. I was quite immobile, able only to lift up my head. 
 
    
 
   "Now" she calmly explained, "there's a plastic tube here that you can reach up to for a drink, and there's a clock on the wall over there for the time. It's noon now, you've been asleep a little over an hour. Your little operation is scheduled for tomorrow; so it's better that you don't have anything to eat before then. It's standard procedure not to eat before any anaesthetic." 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am, I am having an anaesthetic then?" I sighed in a mix of relief and resignation to my fate. "Thankyou Ma'am," I added quickly as an afterthought, fearful of angering her in any way given my predicament and helpless position, thankful of the slightest mercies. 
 
    
 
   "No," she placidly continued as my blood froze, "I want us to share the entire experience together. The agony and the ecstasy. As I witness your agony; I want you to share in my ecstasy." She stroked my cheek as tears pricked at the corners of my eyes. "The pain won't last forever and you'll make me so happy… and you're in expert hands here. Now, where were we? That's right. Kay felt it best in your case that you don't eat in case you vomit up with the pain, she doesn't want you to choke on anything. Apparently it will be frightfully painful when she actually cuts into your scrotum and snips away your balls. Once she's stitched you up again though the pain will ease a little and after a few hours it should reduce to a dull throb. And after about a week or so you'll hardly a feel a thing." 
 
    
 
   "Oh god, Ma'am, please Ma'am, please don't do this to me," I begged abjectly before her. 
 
    
 
   She simply gave a condescending smile as she continued to ruffle my hair. "You'll survive, just remember, you're doing it for me." 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Ma'am," I sighed, resigned to my total submissiveness to this elegant but cruel woman. My fear was now a palpable entity, a susurrus within the confines of the room. 
 
    
 
   "Now we've removed your penis cage as you can see and later Kay will attach a tube so you can go to the toilet, so drink as much as you want. And if you're very good and stop your silly screaming I'll let you have a wank before you go into the theatre. Now won't that be nice?" 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am, thankyou Ma'am, I'll try hard." 
 
    
 
   "That's good. You'll never get another chance so that's a pretty big incentive to try very hard now isn't it?" she soothed. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am." My obsequious servility shocked even me - but the chance of one last wank after so many months without left me desperate. I wanted to come in front of this woman so much. "Please Ma'am will you wank me off, I want you to so badly, I'm giving you so much, please will you do it to me?" 
 
    
 
   "Of course I will," she smiled, "but only if you're very, very good." 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Ma'am, I'll try." There was clearly no escape; the least I could do was to aim for one last orgasm, a humdinger after so many months without. My last… I wept gently as she tenderly caressed me, fondling my nipples now, I was once more captivated, enthralled by her, totally in her power as I gazed into that gorgeous face of hers, her pert breasts, her firm thighs as they brushed my arm as she sat on the bed beside me, looking down on me. I wanted to be one with her. 
 
    
 
   "Now I'll be going soon so I want you to spend the rest of your time thinking about me and thinking about your beautiful gift that'll soon be gracing this little jar." She held it up before my eyes as I looked on, wide-eyed, still in shock. "I'll be back tomorrow morning. I'm picking up Sandra at ten and then we'll come straight over here. Jane and a couple of other friends of Kay will come later to watch the fun. Once everyone's here we'll take you into the treatment room and prepare you for surgery, you have to be shaved and scrubbed and transferred to the treatment table. Once we've got you in place we'll go off and have lunch together. Your little cut is scheduled for two. You'll stay a few nights to recover and I'll pick you up when you're ready. A few days rest and then it’s back to the grindstone. Is that clear?" She continued without waiting for my response, "Of course your meeting with Charity tonight will have to be postponed until you're better." 
 
    
 
   "Please Ma'am. I'm frightened. Please, please, let me off." My pleas were falling on deaf ears though. 
 
    
 
   "Keep this up and you'll miss out on your wank!" she said crossly. 
 
    
 
   "Now, I want you thinking about me tonight while your looking at your little bottle and thinking about how you'll fill it up for me tomorrow. So remember this. At seven I will be going out for a meal with Kay and Jane. I'm sure you'll be the centre of our conservation… and fun! I promise we'll finish no later than nine thirty and I'll be back for ten when I'm going to slip into something sexy for David. So when you see that clock hits ten; just think of me in my sexy Dior nightgown cuddling up to David, horny and thinking of your sacrifice. Look, here's a picture so you can think of what it will be like. 
 
    
 
   It was a large glossy photo of Caroline in her bedroom wearing a side-slit gown. It's sheen was tactile as it clung to the curves of her body. It was black as night, the slit parting to show her long legs as she took up an erotic pose, revealing a garter belt and sheer silk stockings. 
 
    
 
   "It's pure satin silk," she smiled alluringly, "like it?" 
 
    
 
   The gown was decadent. I could imagine the silk caressing her flesh. I followed her long legs down to the high-heeled pumps. Through half glazed eyes I glided over her gracious curves, the stiff peaks of her nipples, and the shallow bowl of her belly. The heels made her legs seem endless; the stockings gave them a sheen as though they were coated with oil. 
 
    
 
   "I can see you do,” she said gazing down at my bulging penis. I'll wear it for you too, so you can please me when you've had your operation, you won't be so tempted then though,." she began to stroke my groin, slow liquid movements that caused me to shudder with pleasure and frustration. "See now I'll leave the photo right here by your bottle so you can think of what I'm up to. Remember at ten I'll be dressed like that. Cumming on the soft satin bed sheets." She smiled as her fingers moved closer to my straining organ. "Think of all you're missing, what you'll never experience." 
 
    
 
   She was preying on my desires. Fanning the fires that burnt within me. Psychological cruelty. I could feel her intimacy, her softness, and her closeness. She was so special. My heart thundered to her ministrations. She slipped down the bed and slid her hands tightly over my rampant member. Bathing me in her warmth I felt my own heat rising to breaking point. Then she leaned forward and started to kiss me deeply. I felt her tongue part my lips as she gently probed, swiping it along the length of my tongue, curling it as she went, to the roof of my mouth. Fluttering it as she slowly, tightly stroked on my penis with her hands clasped together. The muscles in my thighs began to convulse and jump. Then she stopped. 
 
    
 
   "Please don't stop, you promised me," I gurgled with desire. 
 
    
 
   "Am I stopping… or starting," she smiled coquettishly. Her lips were wet with her saliva. I shivered. Was it fear or anticipation? "Please don't stop,” I said in shaky voice. She put her hand on my thundering heart. "I can't go on. It's you who must learn to please me, selflessly. That's why we're here." 
 
    
 
   "I need you,” I whispered. All the while my penis was grinding into the palm of her hand, her fingernails grazing at the base. "Please let me come now." She let her skirt ride up her legs to tempt me. Her hot mouth came down and took me again; she sucked hard on my mouth. I groaned with desire. My penis expanded and pulsed to the tight grip of her hand. She withdrew again but continued to hold my quivering organ tightly in her hand. 
 
    
 
   "Not now," she whispered, "I just want you to know what it will be like tonight, I want you thinking of me, thinking of my pleasure. I want you to know that when I come I'll be thinking of you too. Here, all alone, staring at my photo, your empty bottle, frightened, thinking of you preparing to make the ultimate sacrifice for me. But remember if you're good, very good..." her words tailed off as she gave a last squeeze to my rampant penis, slipped off the bed and kissed her finger tips and put them to my lips, then turned and left, stopping briefly at the door, "See you tomorrow," she smiled as she blew another kiss and the door clicked closed behind her. I was at the height of sexual frustration. My fear and primal urges mingling till I couldn't tell one from the other as my head rolled with desire unsated. 
 
    
 
   The door clicked open again shortly after she left. It was Dr Kay. "My my" she grinned, "we are a big boy. We'll cure that tomorrow though, put you out of your misery for good eh? Anyway let's put you away for the night." 
 
    
 
   She slipped a condom over my penis, then taking a pair of scissors from her pockets, she snipped a small hole in the end into which she slipped a plastic tube with a small plastic bag attached. This was placed between my secured legs. Taking a role of Elastoplast she cut off two pieces. One was used to seal the end of the condom to the tube; the other was tightly wound around the top of the condom to hold it in place. 
 
    
 
   "Now you can drink as much as you like from here," she advised pointing to the drinking tube, and urinate at will. I'm going now; I have surgery at the hospital this afternoon. Don't waste your time calling for help. The main gates are locked and alarmed and it's two kilometres to the next house. We'll see you late tomorrow morning for pre-op, surgery at two. Till then you're on your own. I'll leave the light on so you can admire your photo of Caroline and your little bottle. I'm sure you'll have plenty to think about." 
 
    
 
   "Please Miss, you won't really do it without an anaesthetic will you," my voice was like a reedy flute. 
 
    
 
   Her response was stark and chilling, "Yes." 
 
    
 
   "Will it really hurt?" I asked stupidly, trembling with fear. 
 
    
 
   "I've never done it without a local before. But yes. I think you'll be lucky to stay conscious. Now that's enough, plenty of time tomorrow to worry about that." 
 
    
 
   She pulled the covers up to my chin and tucked them in tightly before leaving the room. A few minutes later I heard the heavy slam of the front door and her car as it left the grounds. Silence set in. I was alone and afraid. The room began to spin as I stared at Caroline's sexy pose and the empty bottle. I began to shiver uncontrollably not from cold, from sheer terror. I wept convulsively. It was really happening. 
 
    
 
   It's hard to describe the feeling of total entrapment, to be so helpless to the inevitable torture that was to come. 
 
    
 
   I slept little that night. But for my straps I would have 'tossed and turned' all night. At around ten I heard the answer machine in the room click, followed by the usual message with an after hours number to call or leave a message. It was Caroline who left the message for me to hear. 
 
    
 
   "Hi, it's me. I'm dressed just like in the photo. I'm not sure how long I'll keep my clothes on for though!" she giggled drunkenly. "Imagine caressing that soft silk knowing my warm cunt was waiting for you when your passions were aroused to bursting. Anyway I must fly, I'm so hot just thinking of your little present for me. Sleep well, bye." The machine clicked off to leave me to my solitary torment. 
 
    
 
   Certainly I thought of what others were doing. The pleasures being enjoyed by Caroline. The contrast between their life and mine... my future in stark contrast to theirs. I was redolent in misery. Fearful of the coming day, yet the clock ticked inexorably on. My one bright spot was that one last wank, one final arousal and orgasm from Caroline herself. 
 
    
 
   Boredom gripped me as time marched slowly forwards to my fateful moments, the agony drawn out. The photo of Caroline taunting me of all that was not for me, the empty bottle a wicked reminder of what was to happen. 
 
    
 
   As ten the next morning approached I became more agitated. She'd be here soon; she was picking up Sandra now. Shortly a last wank, she'd promised, I'd behaved. I’d had no choice. 
 
    
 
   At nine forty the door clicked open and I looked up almost expectantly. But it wasn't Caroline. It was a nurse, Jane as I later learnt, though she didn't introduce herself. She was wearing a starched white nurse's uniform, white stockings and her hair tucked up under a white nurse's cap. She was in her mid-forties, hard faced; thin lips and beady eyes indicated a brusque no nonsense nature. 
 
    
 
   She was very curt as she approached the bed and ordered, "Open your mouth," as she shook her thermometer. I meekly complied and was caught totally unawares when instead of the thermometer she slipped a gag she'd had concealed behind her back into my mouth. I was too startled to protest as she efficiently buckled it in place. It was large, hard, solid rubber; it filled my mouth pressing down firmly on my tongue. A further two straps tightly closed my jaw. I couldn't move my mouth and any sound was dulled too. I tried to talk, to protest, but could only manage a dull murmur. I was most effectively gagged and silenced. 
 
    
 
   "I'm here to perform the pre-op and look after you until surgery. From past experience with Kay's special patients, everybody tries to protest and object. And to be quite honest, I'm really not interested in your whingeing and whining. I don't care whether you deserve this or not. So I prefer not to hear anything. What I'm about to do is fairly simple. You need to be very clean and we can't have any hairs in the way. You're in my total care from now until theatre, and again afterwards. Except for some assistance in transferring you to the treatment table nobody else will be touching you or interfering, I'm totally responsible, so you'd better trust me." She then silently and meticulously went about her job, like the true professional she was. 
 
    
 
   I was given a full body wash, my hair was covered by a hospital cap and I was closely shaved from the waist to the bottom of my thighs. I had no erection. This was a rough, businesslike approach from someone who appeared to have no interest other than performing her job well. She was very thorough. Finally she removed my condom and took the bag of urine away, as well as disconnecting the drinking hose. "No more drinks I'm afraid." She then scrubbed my penis and scrotum and washed it down with surgical spirits. I shivered as the alcohol evaporated off cooling, down my private parts. 
 
    
 
   Little was said as she performed her routine like an automaton. "Now it's standard nursing care for me to reassure you of what is going to happen and put you at ease. This is an ultra-modern surgery and you will come to no harm so please relax a little, you're very tense at the moment. Normally I'd explain how you’d feel very little. Unfortunately your chart is marked for no anaesthetic so I must help you face reality. The operation will take about forty-five minutes during which you'll be fully conscious. It's going to be very, very painful. Do you understand?" I nodded grimly, tears forming again as I started once more to shake. She was deliberately heightening my fears to extenuate the pain. 
 
    
 
   "The gag will help to drown out your screams and you can bite down as hard as you like on it to try and ease your suffering. I'm afraid you can't expect any relief. The operation won't stop because of your discomfort. You'll be well secured to the treatment table so there'll be no movement to distract the doctor or cause a slip of the scalpel. Scream as much as you like though to take your mind off the pain." 
 
    
 
   She continued in her emotionless voice. "You may pass out during the surgery from the extreme pain. If you do pass out don't worry, you'll be revived before we continue. After surgery you'll remain in quite some pain for about three or four hours after which it starts to ebb off to a deep dull throb. Analgesics will help a lot though, if you're allowed them. By the end of the week you'll hardly feel anything. That's when we'll take the stitches out. Now, I'm going to take your vital statistics and then you'll be ready for surgery at two." She took out her thermometer and pulled a blood pressure cuff out of the cabinet. Her stethoscope was around her neck already. I glanced at the picture of Caroline and felt the normal response to her beauty. I couldn't wait for her to come and relieve me despite what was to follow. 
 
    
 
   "What's this?" she asked with a sardonic smile. I felt like a naughty schoolboy as she pointed at my erection. "You won't be having so many of these after this afternoon,” she chided, "you disgusting pig. I understand you didn't get much anyway, so you'll probably find the operation a big benefit in reducing your lust." She then gripped my balls tightly and squeezed hard. I screeched into my gag at the violent pain. "That's better," she tartly exclaimed as my erection quickly subsided. She then went about recording all my particulars with meticulous formality. 
 
    
 
   "Finished," she finally exclaimed, pulling up the covers and tucking them in once more, "quite spotless and healthy for surgery. I want you to get some rest now. This afternoon will take a lot out of you. I'm going to turn out the lights and place a 'do not disturb' sign on your door. No visitors I'm afraid, you must get some sleep before the big event." 
 
    
 
   I gurgled meaninglessly into my gag. Caroline was coming for my wank, it was nearly eleven. My eyes opened wider with shock. 'My wank' I tried to gurgle 'I was promised' but nothing coherent escaped my sealed lips. 
 
    
 
   The light was then turned out and the room was plunged into total darkness. A brief glimpse of light signalled the opening of the door before the room was plunged once more into total darkness as the door clicked shut. Silence enveloped me. My stomach was hollow, I tried to vomit, my terror had reached new heights following her 'pep talk'. I shook and trembled with fear. I'd been teased to total frustration and tormented in preparation for the most appalling operation imaginable...in just a few hours time. With my nerves on edge I would be in the most receptive position imaginable for the pain to come. 
 
    
 
   I cried, great sobs of emotion, terror and frustration, my whole life was about to be changed, my entire future. Through sheer exhaustion though, I finally passed into a fitful, uncomprehending slumber, a mixture of scary nightmares and my mind's flight of escape from reality. 
 
    
 
   I woke to my shoulder being gently shaken. I opened my eyes, a little groggy, and stared into the emotionless eyes of my nurse. "It's time," she smiled in a parody of reassurance. I bit hard on my gag as I tried to be brave about the inevitable. 
 
    
 
   "I'm going to wheel you through now," she continued, "and transfer you to the treatment table. There'll be six other ladies in there so I want to see you on your best behaviour. I'll move you a limb at a time so there'll always be three limbs secured. If you struggle there's plenty of help available to subdue you. Please don't try to struggle - you'll embarrass yourself and upset me. If you behave I'll provide analgesics freely once you return here, if you struggle you'll face a most agonising recovery in my not so tender care. Do we understand each other?" I nodded meekly, my eyes wide with fear. 
 
    
 
   The covers were then peeled back and my bed wheeled through a short corridor into the treatment room. This was a small room, very clinical smelling. Scrubbed floor, white tiles, bright, directional lights in the ceiling and the normal medical apparel and implements including a sink, autoclave and cabinets with glass doors. Centrepiece was a complex leather padded steel table with stirrups attached and a sloping bed head with a frame and pillow. The bed head had horizontal bars to which securing straps were attached to welded eyebolts. The stirrups were steel tubes that rose at an angle, well attached to the table, they bent at the top, parallel with the top of the treatment table, before the ankle straps were secured to the end of the tubes. 
 
    
 
   The room was crowded with six ladies, all fully adorned in hospital green surgeon's gowns, surgical caps and facemasks. Caroline's shapely figure was immediately obvious despite the unattractive garb, as were her piercing blue grey eyes. It was a nightmare scenario though. Sandra was obviously there too, but which face, and who were the others? Spectators from hell, faceless, like evil spectres. I shivered as an icy cold spasm streaked down my spine, my muscles spasming in concerto. Everything was new and frightening, intimidating. My nudity embarrassed me. 
 
    
 
   The bed was wheeled next to the treatment table so it lay on my left side. Nurse Jane came along side me on the right as the others watched in fascination. The chest strap was removed and then my right arm was unbuckled and pulled free of its bindings. She pulled it across my body to a steel cuff affixed directly to the head frame of the treatment table. I meekly complied as she pulled; it was clearly pointless to struggle as she had earlier advised. I was bound by three points and grossly outnumbered. 
 
    
 
   My right wrist was cuffed, with me uncomfortably twisted over. Next my right leg was released and crossed over to be secured to the top of the stirrups at the ankle. I was now on my side uncomfortably stretched over to the table. My left arm was then similarly changed over before my left leg was released and secured. I feebly responded as she mechanically went about her task unaided. The room was silent bar the slight whispers of eight souls breathing, six in anticipation, one with effort and me with fear etched in every breath. 
 
    
 
   Now safely on the table and bound at ankles and wrists she went about totally immobilising me. The stirrups were quite rigid, solid, tubular steel, firmly linked to the table. My legs were raised high above my head leaving me most exposed; my upper body was also raised on the sloping bed head so I had a clear view. Next my knees were bound to the frame of the stirrups where they bent, and my elbows to the bed frame. A chest strap was secured, followed by a waist strap and straps around my thighs. Finally straps were placed round my upper arms, by my shoulders binding me to the bed head. A strap was then pulled around my forehead so I was quite immobile. 
 
    
 
   I lay with my upper body raised, my hands raised to head height and secured on each side, my legs raised in the stirrups leaving my exposed penis exceedingly vulnerable. "Now breathe in,” commanded nurse Jane as she pulled the waist strap extra tight so it dug in. "Now breathe out." When I complied she tightened the chest strap. "Now wriggle your arms and legs." There was little movement possible, though what there was, was clearly too much for she went round and tightened all the straps further. I was pinched tight at each contact point so that even breathing was difficult. 
 
    
 
   "That's very good," she complemented me, "I'm proud of you, you're very brave." I had no choice, better to comply than face her wrath. I was very scared! 
 
    
 
   "Now ladies if you'd like to take seats in a semi-circle in front of the patient, leaving a space in the middle for the doctor, you'll get a good view of the whole procedure as well as his face. I heard chairs scrape the floor as I watched the six ladies move into position in front of me. My eyes gazing into their eager, cruel eyes. My fear was a living entity, a monkey sitting in the back of my brain, its cold, twitchy paws snared in the neurones. 
 
    
 
   Jane then adjusted the lighting. A bright light focused on my face making it difficult to see the ladies, concealed by their surgical masks. A further two lights focused on my penis. At that moment Dr Kay entered the room. She was similarly attired and came to stand in the centre, directly in front of me. I heard the rattle of the instrument tray as the nurse placed it on a nearby tabletop. Our eyes met as she was kneading her surgical gloves, tightening the membranous latex around her fingers. I heard the latex slap at the wrist and shivered at her icy gaze. I was so vulnerable, so ill prepared for what was happening. 
 
    
 
   "Everything ready?" enquired Dr Kay in her matter-of-fact tone. It was as though this gross charade were a normal part of her medical practice, complete with its mysterious, depraved audience. Her hands were raised in mid-air, like an evangelical preacher. "The patient is secured and scrubbed,” intoned nurse Jane. 
 
   "I'm going to ask the nurse to give you a catheter first and a last scrub. I want your bladder empty to be sure of no accidents." As she spoke Jane was cracking the paper on a sterile catheter. My erect penis would make an easy subject for her to slip the catheter home, the yellowish plastic tubing was held between her two latex gloved hands. 
 
    
 
   "I'd like you to coat the catheter with Tabasco sauce first please nurse,” ordered Dr Kay. "It will serve to irritate and allow us to check that he can't move." I watched as Jane, unmoved, mechanically smeared the chilli sauce up and down the length of the catheter tube. My eyes bulged out as I groaned in anticipation. Expertly she slipped the catheter into my slit and pushed it down. Immediately I felt a deep burning as the catheter pushed home. I struggled and squealed into my gag to no avail. I could see no faces, no emotions; I clenched my eyes tight in pain and clamped down on the gag. Like broken glass being squeezed down my urethra. A scary pain went through my groin as I emptied my bladder. 
 
    
 
   "Good," intoned the doctor, "no movement at all where it matters." I was pinned tight like an insect in a museum collection. My muscles spasmed as they reacted to the burning stimulus. I was still squealing in my gag as the catheter was removed and disposed of. The irritation burned on as Jane scrubbed me one last time before placing a privacy curtain over my groin, and attaching it to the stirrups. This hid my view of my penis and intensified my fear and isolation. I was a guinea pig, strung out and helpless. I sobbed and sobbed, glutinous tears wet my cheeks. My audience was dry eyed, unyielding. 
 
    
 
   Shaking violently I wished for oblivion, I convulsed in waves of hysteria, the pain gnawing deep in my penis. She stood before me impassive, my audience, my Caroline, anxious not to miss the spectacle of my suffering. My eyes were wide, wild, staring in incomprehension of the cruelty of these eight women. I prayed the earth would open up and remove me from my terror, my pain. 
 
    
 
   As the worst of the pain subsided, leaving a dull gnawing deep inside me she gently spoke again. "Tight penis clamps," she ordered of Jane. She was handed two large clamps with chains attached. I winced in pain as the first bit into the head of my penis. Further waves of pain enveloped me as the second bit home on the other side. They hurt; the pain pulsed in my organ as the chains were attached to the stirrups. "Elastrator." Jane passed over an elastrator used for cattle and the tight green rubber band was slipped over the four prongs. Kay opened it before my eyes before it slipped from sight below the privacy sheet. I was gripped in agony as it was slipped over my balls, positioned at the base of the penis and released. They hadn't yet started. The worst was still to come. Yet I couldn't believe the pain. "That'll serve to keep your penis under control and out the way,” she advised. 
 
    
 
   "We're ready for the first incisions now,” she announced, "scalpel." I heard the slap of the scalpel in her latex covered palm. I groaned wildly in my gag as she calmly, gently continued to explain what she was doing, the scalpel gleaming in her hand, it's razor sharp blade glinting like the sword of Damocles. She lingered making sure I took in every aspect of the pointed slender, sharp edged metal. "I'm going to make two incisions at the top of each side of the scrotal sac, near where it joins your penis. Prepare yourself because this will be rather painful." 
 
    
 
   A white-hot pain, deep in my being, akin to when a dentist finds a sensitive spot in a tooth, flashed through me as the first cut bit home. My gagged scream, like a wild banshee, was still hanging in the air when she made the second incision. Fresh eruptions of fiery pain convulsed me as my face screwed up in agony. I passed into a nether world from the pain. Reality coming back like an old television set being switched on. First the murmur of voices, then the picture slowly appears in black and white, fuzzy before it becomes clear. I tried to rock with the pain, anything to make it go away. 
 
    
 
   I could picture Caroline's smile, the grim satisfaction of Dr Kay. As my muscles knotted in vain struggles. The scalpel, tinged with blood was held before me as she tossed it into a kidney dish. "Dear me," she muttered, "we do have a low pain threshold don't we. You'd better keep the smelling salts handy nurse. I've barely pricked him and he's writhing like a stuck pig." 
 
    
 
   Nurse Jane dampened my forehead with a cool cloth, a further parody of the caring profession as she stretched my nerves to breaking with her whispered comment "Hold on now, breathe deeply, it's going to get very much worse, we've hardly started." I knew that the tension was their way of increasing my suffering. Already I had the pain deep in my penis from the burning chillies mingling with the dull throb of the clamps biting down, the constricting rubber band and the gaping sharp edged pain from where the scalpel had bitten in. A symphony of pain conducted by a maestro of the art. 
 
    
 
   "Micro callipers," ordered Kay. "I'm going to pull out the vas deferens next, occlude it and then cut if off. That's the same as a vasectomy. Then we'll sew you up before we cut again to remove your testes,” she accommodatingly informed me. Her words came through the haze of my pain-induced trauma down a long black tunnel of agony. 
 
    
 
   I shrieked into the gag, my constricted arms and legs striving against their bonds as she slowly went about her task, oblivious to my anguish. My hair was drenched in sweat as I fought waves of nausea that began in the pit of my stomach and crawled up my throat before subsiding and starting again. 
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes and stared at my audience, it might have been a blank wall. Caroline looked almost bored, daydreaming. There was no display of sympathy to my plight. I took in the scene around me and closed my eyes again as I heard Kay call for scissors. The explosion in my scrotum as she snipped away a portion of my vas deferens would have lifted me off the bed to hit the ceiling were I not secured. Snot flew out my nostrils as I wretched into my gag in fearful pain. My eyes burst open and rolled in my head. 
 
    
 
   "He didn't like that,” laughed Caroline. 
 
    
 
   "Still the other side to go," smirked Kay, "then there's the stitches." I blinked back the tears wondering why I was still conscious, trying to catch my breath as I breathed deeply through my nose. Jane wiped away the snot and spittle as I raged in pain before the assault was repeated on the other side. I had no idea I could endure this much pain. At some point I must pass out. How much more intense would it get before I did move into an unconscious state? A sharp burning sensation gripped me next as the needle pierced the skin for the sutures. 
 
    
 
   Finally there was a lull. Salts were passed beneath my nose to clear my head and I groaned and writhed to the delight of my audience. "Can you hear me?" asked Kay. I nodded numbly. "Right were ready for the main part of the procedure now. I'm going to slice down the middle of your scrotum about two centimetres or so. Then we'll cut away the testes and remove them before stitching up. Do you understand?” I nodded in dumb obedience. My eyes were pinched tight as the pain continued to roll through my groin, a mounting cacophony of angst. 
 
    
 
   Turning to Caroline she asked for the bottle and I watched in horror as two small strips of bloody flesh were deposited in the liquid. I could imagine Caroline's beaming grin. "Thank you" she whimpered to me, blowing a kiss. Jane again wiped my brow as I vainly tried to gain a semblance of composure despite the hornet’s nest of pain in my groin. 
 
    
 
   "Now this stage will probably hurt a little more," Kay advised in mocking comfort to my fraught mind. "Scalpel." 
 
    
 
   A liquid fire erupted down by scrotum like a volcanic eruption spewing molten larva into my scrotal sac. I squeezed my eyes shut clamping down on the gag, forcing down the bile as I descended into a jolting hell that stripped every screaming nerve from my body through a ragged hole in my groin. 
 
    
 
   The scene continued on in another world around me. 
 
    
 
   "Clamps." An incredible penetrating pain pulsed through each testis. 
 
    
 
   "Scissors." The pain intensified. I heard a shrill whistling becoming a shriek coursing within me; time was no longer a boundary as I floated in an ether of pure pain. 
 
   "Sutures." The tinkling of instruments discarded. I was treading in a well of semi-consciousness. Each action was bringing fresh waves, new experiences in pain, new stimuli to shred and flay my nerve endings. 
 
    
 
   Finally I heard in the distance a detached voice exclaim "Finished." 
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes briefly in relief despite the ongoing pain. Caroline was standing besides me, the glass jar in her hands, as she uncoiled her fingers I could see within it two shrivelled balls, two white serous globes. 
 
    
 
   The gag was removed and I gulped great quaffing lungs full of air as I screamed hysterically, my voice now echoing through the small treatment room until I eventually passed into oblivion, the pain too much, Caroline's delighted smile etched in my mind. 
 
   When I came around in the treatment room my groin was still a maze of pain. An intense deep burning pain, like a blast furnace, it sent its fiery tendrils snaking through every fibre in my being. The tendrils were discharged in fiery pulses and I was straining in unbearable agony. 
 
    
 
   "I think we'll have to leave him alone now," Jane was telling Caroline through the fog of my pain, "he's in far too much pain to register much else." 
 
    
 
   "Not too worry, I'll see the look on his face another day. I'm desperate to get back for some fun while this is all fresh in my mind, my knickers are damp with excitement, it's been a lot of fun," she laughed crudely. "I'll take his balls with me, they're more use to me now anyway, he can see them again later." She patted me on the head. "See you in a few days." 
 
    
 
   "Do I have your permission to administer some painkillers now you're leaving," asked Jane. "Yes please," I screeched aloud. 
 
    
 
   But my permission wasn't sought. "Give it another hour, then if it's still necessary he can have some paracetamol. But that's all," she emotionlessly replied, as though I only had a mild headache. 
 
    
 
   I writhed and strained violently in pain and frustration at her unbelievable cruelty. She was leaving and wouldn't even be a witness to my abominable suffering. "Help me pleeeeeeeease," I screamed, "I can't take it any more." I was totally beaten, enveloped in pain beyond belief. 
 
    
 
   "I want to know that he's still at the peak of his suffering while I'm having my first orgasm." 
 
    
 
   It must have been at least an hour before I heard the magic words from Jane "Here, take this, it'll help a little," as she handed me three tablets. It was several hours though before the pain subsided enough for me to fall into an exhausted sleep. Hours in which I continually rocked and rolled in pain, screaming through clenched teeth, my muscles knotted in strain against the tight bonds. Begging Jane to do something, an injection, something to put me to sleep, anything. But she simply sat in the chair at the foot of my bed, emotionless. She read a novel, oblivious to my presence, except each hour when she checked my vitals. 
 
    
 
   When I finally awoke my groin was so sensitive I didn't want to move my legs, not that I could. Jane bathed me and fed me before once more leaving me alone. My pain was now a dull throb for which some more tablets were given. Though every muscle in my body ached from my straining, my jaw and teeth were particularly sore from being clenched tight for so long as I fought the pain. 
 
    
 
   I remained there for two more nights, strapped to the bed. I was fed luke warm soups by hand, bathed, given a bed pan when needed and checked over. The dressings were changed each day but I wasn't allowed to see anything, Caroline wanted to see the look on my face when I first saw my empty sac. During this entire period I only saw Kay once when she checked me over. 
 
   Jane went about her tasks like an unsmiling automaton. In the entire period she showed me not a single shred of tenderness and spoke only once. "Your Mistress will be coming by tomorrow afternoon to take you home. You'll still be a little sore but the worst of it is out of the way." 
 
    
 
   Most of the time I spent alone in stark isolation. I had a button to press if I needed help but that was it. Me and the bare room and my bonds. 
 
    
 
   Caroline entered the room the next day. She pulled her black kid gloves off before unbuttoning her coat and lightly shook her shoulders to get out of it. She glanced away as she took it off, accustomed as she was to giving anybody interested an opportunity to look at her breasts that not even the most matronly clothing could hide. The language of her body was seductive. She was teasing me as always. Not for the same reasons she might tease a normal man. She was flaunting herself to heighten my frustration and fear, knowing that I would never enjoy the pleasures of her flesh. She hung her coat on a hook as she came over, smiling. 
 
    
 
   She sat beside the bed. "Stitches come out today," she smiled, "then home and back to work. The house is a mess… So how are you feeling?" she enquired, though clearly she didn't care. 
 
    
 
   "I'm not too bad now. The pain's mostly gone. Why did you do it?" I sobbed. 
 
    
 
   She simply smiled "Because I could. Because I wanted to. Look I've brought them with me." She placed the bottle with the balls floating within, white and devoid of life. Tears pricked again as I tried to face the realty that they were actually mine. I was a eunuch. 
 
    
 
   Shortly after Dr Kay entered and removed the stitches. I grimaced as she calmly snipped the thread and pulled it out. It was all done behind a privacy screen so I couldn't see her handiwork. I was once more bandaged before being unbound and dressed in my feminine attire. 
 
    
 
   I mutely followed Caroline out to the car. I was numb. I walked like a zombie. The bright world outside was not a part of my dismal life. I was headed back to my bleak existence. Caroline ignored me as we drove. After a while she finally spoke "Come on cheer up. You're still alive." As if she cared. 
 
    
 
   "And don't think I haven't forgotten that you're still owed a hiding with Charity for your rudeness at Kay's office." 
 
    
 
   Surely to God she didn't intend for me to be thrashed still. I gazed at her in horror. Was my whole existence to be so terribly austere? Her eyes were fixed on the road, her lips firm. 'My God she looks like she means it!' I thought to myself in horror. I was still to be thrashed. I sank deeper into misery, slumped further down into my seat. Her next words sparked life into me though. 
 
    
 
   "Cheer up or I'll double the dose." Her eyes were boring into me. 
 
   I sat upright. "Please Ma'am I'll try ever so hard to please you." I simpered in fawning obedience. There was no option in my life. Grin and bear, grin and bear it. I was totally broken to the dog-like obedience expected of me. 
 
    
 
   The next morning I was up at five and straight into my chores. By ten I entered Caroline's room. She was lounging in bed as I presented her with her coffee. She ignored me as she took the cup. I went about cleaning up the room. First to her drawer. I'd been instructed my first chore each day in the room was to dust Caroline's special bottle. I picked it up. My balls. I looked wistfully on. A tear pricked at the corner of my eye. I could see Caroline in the mirror, smiling in bed, as I swallowed hard. I dusted it off in cringing abasement, before placing it down once more tenderly. Tears smarted at the corners of my eyes. 
 
    
 
   Caroline parted her thighs and beckoned me over. I bent as bid and gently lapped at her feminine warmth. I could see the salty marks, left by David's cum from the night before, streaking her thighs, small globules knotted in her wiry pubic hair. A harsh reminder of my total debasement. 
 
    
 
   She lay back gently moaning as I went to work. "More, more...." she breathlessly chanted as I strove hard to satisfy her. "God, your face when you looked at them... Ooooooh you can't understand what this means to me," she screamed as she finally came in a powerful climax, her juices flowing freely. 
 
    
 
   As her breath slowly returned to normal she pulled my head down once more. "Lick me clean," she quietly ordered, "I want you to lick off all David's cum, and think how you'll never make it." She laughed at my anguish. I sank to my task, my heart heavy with envy and despair. A despondency that I daren't display. 
 
    
 
   That night she bid me into the lounge. She was alone. "Time for you to witness Dr Kay's handiwork" she grinned. I'm going to remove the dressings so you can relish your new status!" 
 
    
 
   When the dressing came away I almost collapsed. 
 
    
 
   My balls were still there. I sobbed with relief, while Caroline roared with laughter. Yet I felt thankful to her. 
 
    
 
   "You have undergone a vasectomy,” she explained. "We also coated your balls with Finalgon™ Ointment. Extra Hot. That gave the intense burning after your vasectomy and would have lasted for a few hours. The cut was real, as were the stitches, and they added to the burning of the ointment. Finally when the elastrator was removed and the blood flowed through again, you experienced new waves of pain. Kay then slipped two sheep's balls from behind the screen into the jar." 
 
    
 
   They had played the most evil psychological game with me, while delivering a session of the most intense penis torture imaginable. I sank to my knees, a mixture of total relief and self pity at my abasement. But I still had my balls. I was sterile but intact. "Thankyou Ma'am, Thankyou so much." I wept with relief. 
 
    
 
   "Don't ever think I wouldn't really take your balls though. Next time it will be for real" she said with cold authority. Now follow me." 
 
    
 
   She took me to my room where my penis was once more encased in its metal sheath. "If you like you can sit outside the door and listen. Then you can go to bed and play with yourself." She laughed aloud as she mocked me, delighting in my total frustration. Then I was left alone as always. To dream of what is for others but never for me. Nine months of total frustration and hard grind behind, three months more to go of my contract. The door opened briefly again, "Almost forgot to tell you. No dinner tomorrow, we're going out. And you've got a date with Chastity. Dancing at seven. Twelve strokes." 
 
    
 
   As I had so many times before, I curled up into a foetal ball and cried myself to sleep, nothing to look forward to but another day of monotonous drudgery. And the next night I danced once more for Charity. 
 
   Continued in Volume 5…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Derek Brady

The Birch
 
   By Scotia
 
   Brady was looking rather stunned at the moment. Totally shocked in fact. Gobsmacked! He couldn’t quite comprehend what was happening; despite the life he had led under strict discipline to his two ‘Aunties’, ‘Grandma’ and cousin Tina. Even for Brady this was unexpected. He did after all earn a very good salary. Which was deposited directly into Auntie Elizabeth’s account and used by the ladies to foster their lifestyle, with not even a few pounds pocket money left over for Brady. 
 
   “What do you need money for?” Auntie Elizabeth had laughed, “you have full board and lodgings and everything paid for. You should be glad for that, after all you would have had nothing but for our guidance.”
 
   Yes he had started his servitude when he approached his landlady, Elizabeth Kermath, whilst studying at University, and having failed his first exams due to a lack of study. It was then he had asked for help. Little realising he would end up in a situation of such strict discipline, a situation that would continue long after his University studies were concluded.
 
   And now he had just passed the most senior professional examinations. University had finished more than two years ago and Brady was proud to be one of the youngest people to obtain his new professional qualification. The pass mark required, in a very difficult examination was 60%, and he had achieved 72%. He had scored the highest mark in the country and would receive a prize at the awards night in a few weeks time. He had given his news proudly to his Aunties, waiting until Grandma McCabe was there too, along with cousin Tina. This would mean a promotion and more money, for them at least. And perhaps some relent in the regime of strict discipline for him? 
 
   But Auntie Elizabeth had simply asked, “What was your pass mark?”
 
   “60% was required but I achieved 72%” Brady had smugly replied, “I was one of the top performers in the country! I passed with High Distinction.”
 
   Auntie Elizabeth had just looked on shocked, “You are proud of 72%! Have you forgotten your University days? Have you forgotten your Sunday School exams? Do you think you can slack off now?”
 
   “No Auntie Elizabeth,” Brady rather humbly replied.
 
   “So what used to be required at University boy?” She talked down to him, her voice getting more angry, and Brady was now fearing the worst.
 
   “75% Auntie Elizabeth,” he replied with a quavering voice.
 
   “And what used to be required at Sunday School?” her voice rising further.
 
   “75% Auntie Elizabeth,” he replied with greater quavering.
 
   “And now you think 72% is good enough do you?” She was now looking very angry.
 
   “No Auntie Elizabeth,” Brady replied mustering as much respect as possible in his voice.
 
   “So you just called us all together to brag to us about how slack you’ve become did you lad?”
 
   “No Auntie, I passed the exam well, it had a 60% pass mark, I had a high distinction, and I far exceeded that and it means a promotion and more money for you.” He was trying to be humble now, to avoid consequences. To ‘butter her up’ was best he thought, “I am now at the top of my profession and I never would have achieved it without your help.”
 
   “Brady, you amaze me!” she screeched, “not only have you obviously decided to lower your standards; it is obvious you don’t see anything wrong. I have clearly failed in instilling a sense of pride and achievement in you. The first opportunity and you slack off. You clearly do need to remain under strict discipline don’t you? 
 
   If I were to slacken off just imagine where you would slide to! What am I to do with you to improve your attitude? 
 
   Perhaps I have been too lenient with you? Perhaps we had better get a little stricter? 
 
   But first I think we need to immediately smarten your act up a little, and provide a little rebuke for your failure that you seem so proud of. What do you think would smarten you up boy?”
 
   This had not gone how Brady had planned. But he knew now what he had to say, though it would be once more painful. With tears forming in his eyes he replied, “A dose of the cane Auntie Elizabeth?”
 
   “I am not sure whether that’s severe enough,” chimed in Auntie Margaret, “the lad clearly needs sterner measures than we have been able to provide thus far.”
 
   “A tickle with a good birch is what’s needed here,” Grandma McCabe’s shrill voice interjected.
 
   “Ooooh! I just remembered, Sergeant Browning, used to work in the Isle of Man as their punishment officer,” his cousin Tina excitedly interjected, ‘perhaps he could make a real birch for him?”
 
   Brady looked at her in anger; trust that minx to exult in his downfall.
 
   “What a good idea Tina, I shall call him right now. I want you to realise lad that second best is just not good enough! And looking so smug and so proud about it really makes it so much worse. You can go stand over there, face to the wall, nose touching, back straight, legs straight, feet together and hands on head. And don’t you dare move!” Auntie Elizabeth ordered in a voice tinged with cold fury.
 
   “Straighten that back,” snapped Grandma McCabe, “we have obviously gotten too lenient Brady, time to step up the discipline.” Brady could see cousin Tina, her stockinged legs tucked up beneath her, a tantalising display. She had a large grin on her face at his predicament.
 
   “Hello. Sergeant Browning? This is Elizabeth Kermath… Yes... And how are you?” Auntie Elizabeth chatted amiably with the Sergeant over the phone.
 
   “Yes, the reason for my call is Brady. I am afraid he is in need of some serious discipline, and knowing your background in the Isle of Man I was hoping you might be able to make a suitable birch rod for him.... Yes, that’s right.... well spare the rod and spoil the.... that’s what they say. Would you really? Oh dear, most unfortunately Margaret and I are both away that weekend with mother, would you mind if I check with Tina... Thank you, just a moment.”
 
   “Tina? What are you doing the weekend of the 27th?”
 
   “I’m going into town with the girls and then on to a concert. Why?”
 
   “Well Sergeant Browning is more than happy to make a good birch rod; and in fact has offered to tickle Brady himself with it, that way he can make a full judicial birch. Whereas he would have to make it a little lighter for me to use as I have smaller hands. I’d love to take him up on the offer, but he is tied up for the next couple of weeks on a training course, and then he is being transferred away from here... so he needs to see Brady in three weeks time, on Saturday the 27th.”
 
   “Well I don’t mind rearranging my day if it means Brady can be better seen to,” remarked Tina as Brady swallowed hard in abject fear. He couldn’t believe this was happening, and that it was getting more frightful all the time. The thought of being thrashed by a man was bad enough, a birch was really serious, but a Manx judicial birch wielded by Sergeant Browning, six foot three of solid muscle was a terrifying prospect.
 
   “Perhaps I could drop him off in the morning, collect him again around four-thirty and dash straight out to the show? I really would like Brady to visit the Sergeant...”
 
   “Bitch,” muttered Brady silently, so attractive yet so mean to him.
 
   “... he needs to be pulled into line; his punishments are too lenient, I have said so for some time!” quipped Tina smugly.
 
   “Yes well that is going to change,” smiled Grandma McCabe who secretly agreed with Tina.
 
   “Hello Sergeant? Sorry to keep you. That will be fine. Tina will bring him over around nine o’clock and pick him up around four-thirty,” Auntie Elizabeth advised matter-of-factly, “now do we need to make any special preparations... Yes… Ok… we certainly hope it will be a memorable experience for him... No... he deserves everything he’s getting!”
 
   “How many strokes?” whispered Auntie Margaret.
 
   “And how many strokes would you consider? Twelve... is that all? … I see … do you think we could go for eighteen then... if that was the most used… I see, well we’ll leave it to your judgement, but if he can take a few extra it will be much appreciated. Thank you so much for your trouble Sergeant. Thank you... Good bye.”
 
   Ignoring Brady, Auntie Elizabeth addressed the ladies, “Well, Sergeant Browning is more than happy to assist. He says it is too long since he was able to dust an offenders backside with a good birch.”
 
   “How come so few strokes?” enquired Tina.
 
   “Well apparently the judicial birch he uses is a very fearsome implement, that’s about all that the lad will be able to take. Though if he has some flesh left after a dozen, the Sergeant may be able to go up to 18 strokes. That was the maximum given... The sergeant was most helpful. He would have had to use smaller and fewer twigs to provide a birch that fits our hands. As you know the Sergeant is a very solidly built man, so he is able to use a full judicial birch of four rattan canes each as thick as a little finger. He needs a few days to steep them in salt water so they impart maximum pain. He selects them so they are very flexible. I think he really knows his business.” 
 
   All this within earshot of Brady who was now visibly quivering. Still unable to cope with his celebration becoming in fact the most fearful day of his life so far. Though Saturday the 27th would clearly be far worse. They were talking of his demise as though he were not present. Brady was in great fear of Sergeant Browning; he was an ex-Royal Marine, six foot three inches tall, solidly built with arms as thick as Brady’s thighs and all muscle, hands like two hams. He would indeed hold a large birch. The forthcoming meeting with the Sergeant did not bear thinking about.
 
   “Turn around NOW Brady... AND KEEP YOUR HANDS ON YOUR HEAD” snapped Auntie Elizabeth. “Right, you probably heard all that... you are off for a birching from Sergeant Browning himself on Saturday morning. The manner of that exercise will be left to the good Sergeant himself. You will be standing in the hallway, in uniform by eight o’clock and await instructions from Tina who will take you to the Police Station. Your backside can savour the few days beforehand untouched, as I want you in tip-top condition for that Saturday. Your attitude is quite disgraceful and I intend to change it forthwith. Let me assure you of that!”
 
   Tina smirked and winked at Brady as she flexed her long stockinged legs and smoothed the sensuous fabric to further Brady’s pained frustrations, “I am so glad I can help you like this Brady, even though it does mean me going to a lot of trouble to rearrange my day, I hope you are grateful?”
 
   As the three other ladies glared at him Brady, much as it galled him to do so, knew what he had to say, “Yes, thank you Miss Tina it is most considerate of you. Thank you.”
 
   “In the interim Brady you can go fetch the slipper and I’ll warm your backside for you right now,” snapped Auntie Elizabeth, “a little warm up for you. I can tell you now there are going to be some changes around here!”
 
   Forty-eight strokes of the slipper later Brady was a very contrite young man!
 
   A couple of days later to Brady’s added chagrin, a letter arrived inviting him to the Awards Dinner in London, as a guest of honour to receive his prize. The date was Saturday the 27th! 
 
   Auntie Elizabeth advised Brady he could write them a polite letter explaining he was unfortunately otherwise occupied on the day in question and would be unable to attend. “Your appointment with Sergeant Browning is far more important. We shall not be celebrating your lax attitude even if others are prepared to do so! I think you will be a very sorry sight by the time the dinner commences.”
 
   Brady was in tears; this would have been a career highlight, a chance to shine in front of his peers. Instead he would be ‘celebrating’ bent over a whipping bench for a birching. Life seemed so unfair. 
 
   “Stop, your snivelling!” snapped Auntie Elizabeth again, “you have only yourself to blame. I have just the future planned for a little cry baby, as you shall find out soon enough,” she continued ominously. “Now unless you want me to give you something to cry about, I suggest you forget all about Award Dinners and get on with your ironing! Unless you’d like a dose of my strap to give you something to cry about.”
 
   Brady tried to stifle his tears and focus on the mound of ironing that lay before him. Grandma McCabe had brought two baskets around and Miss Tina had been away for a few days and brought a great deal of washing back too. Brady reflected how he had never even held an iron before he placed himself under the care of Elizabeth Kermath. Now he was a well-practiced expert. Not that his expertise with the iron was ever rewarded or recognised. Quite the contrary, the ladies rigorously inspected his work looking for fault at all times.
 
   A week before the ‘Big Event’ as the ladies referred to the occasion of the birching, Brady was sent off to see Mrs Harrison the local seamstress. He was not advised of the reason. “I have asked Mrs Harrison to assist me with some future plans I have for improving your behaviour,” Auntie Elizabeth had advised. It had seemed a little odd. The good lady had made him strip as she took all sorts of measurements. Giving him a clip around the ears if he didn’t move quick enough for her liking. Then it was off home without a further word.
 
   Came the fateful day Brady was a nervous wreck. At seven-thirty a negligee clad Miss Tina emerges into the top hallway and treads lightly down the stairs. Brady is there, standing to attention with his hands on his head, facing the front door, naked except for his chastity device. Indeed he had been in that position since five am, as he had been instructed by Miss Tina. After all with no Aunties around she could have him naked if it pleased her. 
 
   And she had had Brady standing there a good two and a half hours earlier than had been decreed by his Auntie. “A few extra hours of quiet contemplation before your big day will do you good,” Miss Tina had smiled.
 
   She brushed alongside Brady, the soft fabric of her negligee, a tantalising touch of soft femininity that immediately aroused the man. Her harsh words, though uttered softly, soon quelled his ardour. “Ready for your birching Brady?”
 
   “Yes Miss,” he croaked, petrified of the morning to come.
 
   “A bit scared no doubt?”
 
   “Yes Miss, I am very scared,” he replied.
 
   “You have every right to be. It will the most painful thrashing of your life. You really will be screaming for mercy I’m sure.”
 
   “Yes Miss,” he whimpered now.
 
   “I thought you might be a little apprehensive boy. So you’ll be comforted to know that I have spoken to the good Sergeant and he has agreed to me accompanying you and observing. So you’ll be comforted by a friendly face,” she smiled sweetly, the irony of her words not lost on Brady. The last person who would provide him comfort would be Miss Tina, beautiful though she might be.
 
   “In fact Rebecca, Rachael and Sally, Sally Lowden are coming too, before we go into town together. As you know Sally is studying nursing, so she’s agreed to supervise and advise the Sergeant after the first dozen whether you can take any more. Isn’t that good of her?” continued Tina.
 
   “Yes Miss,” he shivered as he spoke, in fear and dread of the pain and humiliation to come.
 
   Tina smiled as she brushed closer to him, I am really looking forward to this you know Brady. KEEP YOUR EYES UP,” she snapped, “I hope you weren’t looking down at my breasts?”
 
   “No Miss,” he answered truthfully, for he had been admiring her long legs framed by the sensuous fabric of her negligee.
 
   “Right then, you had better shower and then put your school uniform on for inspection. I’ll have you back in position here in fifteen minutes lad… or else! Off you go.”
 
   “Please Mmmmmiss,” stammered Brady, “do I wear my Montfords or my punishment knickers Miss Tina?” 
 
   “You can put your pink punishment panties on,” smiled Tina, “not that they’ll be staying on for your birching!”
 
   Brady scurried off; he didn’t want to even contemplate not being back in position on time. Without his Aunties present Miss Tina would have no bounds or qualms at inflicting terror upon him.
 
   And after just fourteen minutes Brady was indeed once more back in position in his uniform attire. His pink punishment panties were skimpy nylon, three sizes too small so they fitted like skin, long sleeved girl’s blouse, striped school tie, long grey shorts, grey socks, ribs perfectly straight and black lace-up shoes.
 
   Tina came down again at about 8.30am, dressed in her white blouse, black leather skirt and dark tights to show off her long, lithe legs. Her hair was up high in a tight ponytail, held in place with a black ribbon. Swept off her face and back like this it gave her porcelain doll good looks a severe edge whilst the pony tail emphasised her youth and freedom. 
 
   She picked up the car keys, her manner full of confidence, so in contrast to Brady, who though two years her senior, did not have the freedom she enjoyed, not to mention that right now he was quaking in dread.
 
   The doorbell rang. It was Rachael and Sally. Both lived close by. Rachael was an equestrienne and had brought some leather and chain horse hobbles which were quickly attached to Brady’s ankles. Whilst Rachael bent down at his feet to do this he was firmly directed by Miss Tina “EYES FRONT BRADY! Now put your arms behind your back.” Brady did as he was bid and felt a pair of cold steel handcuffs snap shut, so tight they pinched his wrists painfully. 
 
   “Let’s set the scene,” smiled Sally as she leaned from behind her body rubbing up to him.
 
   “Into the car now,” snapped Tina as Rebecca arrived. Rebecca had her hair in pigtails and looked equally youthful and innocent in her brightly coloured frock.
 
   Brady hobbled out to the car, a rather flash car for such a young lady; indeed it had once been Brady’s, though he used the local bus service now if he had to travel alone. He was seated in the middle of the back seat with Rachael on his left and Rebecca his right. His nostrils filled with the smells of the girls delicate perfumes, so in contrast to the smell of fear on Brady. 
 
   “Put this over his head,” ordered Tina rather bossily thought Brady, as she passed a black bag to Rachael, “we don’t want him gazing about on the drive over.” And so Brady was squeezed between the two attractive girls in the rear, with two more stunning lookers in the front, though he could see nothing of their beauty, and felt only fear. Many a red-blooded male would have wished to have been with four such beauties, but not Brady, not now, how ironic he thought.
 
   Rebecca taunted him further by resting a well-manicured hand on his upper thigh, and leaning into him as the car turned corners.
 
   The girls were giggling and laughing as they drove off to the Police Station. 
 
   “You’ll be pleased to learn girls that Brady has chosen to visit Sergeant Browning with us today rather than attend a formal Awards Dinner in London where he was the guest honour!”
 
   The girls burst out laughing at his news.
 
   “Yes it is good to know he appreciates the importance of sound discipline. You’re quite looking forward to it aren’t you Brady?” asked Tina rhetorically.
 
   “How many is he up for?” enquired Rebecca.
 
   “A dozen, more if he can cope. Sally will advise if he can take extras,” answered Tina.
 
   “I can’t wait,” joked Rebecca, “I could hardly sleep last night I was so looking forward to it.”
 
   “I don’t think Brady slept much either, but I am not so sure it was out of excitement,” laughed Tina.
 
   “No, watching him squeal when your Auntie or Grandma cane him really gets me turned on, this is going to be so much better. Just imagine how he’ll shriek and scream when the Sergeant birches him. I think I might wet myself, how embarrassing,” laughs Rebecca.
 
   “So might Brady,” giggled Rachael, “what’s in the bag Sally?”
 
   “Sea salt and rubbing alcohol, the alcohol is to clean him up so I can see if he can take more. It will sting too. Should get him squealing again. The salt is for the end. We can rub it in and leave it in the cuts. Stings like bloody murder! I intend to really enjoy myself today!”
 
   “It’s funny isn’t it; how watching a male scream and writhe in agony can be so much fun?” grinned Rachael.
 
   “Especially when he deserves it!” laughed Tina; “I am glad the Sergeant is birching him, I’d love to have a go too, but it will be so much worse for him this way.”
 
   “Yes, absolutely no fun being thrashed by a man is there Brady? And the Sergeant is all muscle, six foot three and solid as a barrel, boy that birch is going to whip down,” said Sally.
 
   “What’s he being punished for? Not that it really matters,” asked Rachael.
 
   “Slacking off as usual. He didn’t try hard enough at his professional exams. We can’t have that. He needs to be more thoughtful to our needs, the better he does, the better we do. Mum and Auntie Elizabeth never used to get holidays. Brady’s money has made a big difference to the household budgets. We can’t afford to have him slipping now.”
 
   The irony was not lost on Brady, how he had actually passed his exams with flying colours, a pay rise secured, not that he would see the benefit, and there would have been no extra rewards had he gained the few extra per cent required to satisfy his Auntie Elizabeth.
 
   “I hope the Sergeant takes a run, that’ll really excite me,” giggled Rebecca once more.
 
   Readers may care to imagine the thoughts of Brady as the girls speak so jovially about his imminent agony. It is little wonder that tears, albeit concealed by his hood, are trickling down his cheeks. Though he was snapped out of his self pity by Sally.
 
   “Right Brady, we’re here, OUT!” snapped Sally. 
 
   “Let’s be having you inside,” ordered Tina. 
 
   “Please, Miss Tina, I’m scared, please can we g-go home?”
 
   “Are you really that stupid Brady? Of course you’re scared, you’re about to receive a judicial birching. Your going to experience pain like you have never experienced before. That’s why I’m here to comfort you. NOW GET INSIDE...”
 
   And two of the girls, their sweet perfume in Brady’s nostrils, roughly escorted him out of the car and into the building where the girls were greeted by Sergeant Browning. His deep baritone voice, gruff and uncompromising. He was an old-fashioned stickler for military style discipline. He would enjoy today too. Young men nowadays were indeed too loose and in need of discipline.
 
   “Morning girls, this is Brady is it? Take him downstairs to the basement, it’s all set up.”
 
   Brady felt himself steered down a flight of stone steps.
 
   “Stand there,” snapped Sally as the girls looked around.
 
   “That must be the bench he’ll be strapped down over,” remarked Rebecca.
 
   “Yes, he is not going to escape from that, look how solid it is. You can tell it was made for real criminals, it would secure the most hardened,” commented Rachael.
 
   “Where’s the birch?” asked Tina.
 
   “Oh my gosh!” gasped Rebecca, “that must be it there! Just look at the size of it.”
 
   “Wow!” exclaimed Tina, “that is a truly wicked implement!!! Just look at it. No wonder they only give a dozen strokes. That is going to weal and sting like nothing else on earth. I am impressed!”
 
   Brady was trembling like a leaf on a sapling in a gale. Indeed if Rebecca had not gone over and gripped his elbow he may well have fallen to the ground. 
 
   “Look at his knees!” snickered Sally, “there literally knocking together he’s shaking that much.
 
   “Actually he’s shivering like a baby,” chortled Rebecca, “you should just feel him!”
 
   “Yes you may well be scared and sorry Brady,” lectured Tina, “but it is all a little to late now. You can be sure of one thing; you will be a lot more sore and sorry very soon.
 
   Brady was indeed beside himself. He had heard of the legendary Isle of Man birchings, how hardened criminals had been reduced to screaming and tears and begging for forgiveness. How the aftermath ached for days afterwards. He could sense the dank foreboding of the room, his fear heightened by the blindfold; he could not even see the fearsome birch yet. All he could sense was Rachael’s firm grip on his arm.
 
   “You deserve everything you are going to get, and remember this is just the start, Auntie Elizabeth has promised that we will tighten up on your discipline at home.”
 
   “Poor bubbykins,” cajoled Rebecca going over and stroking his nipples, is bubby all scared. Poor dear. Well just you remember, this is all for your own good and you will be so much better for all the extra trouble your Auntie’s will be having to take with you.”
 
   The other girls laughed as the lad continued to shiver uncontrollably. Even through his head was covered his teeth could be heard chattering. This simply titillated the girls even more.
 
   Finally Sergeant Browning came down, “Right girls,” his deep baritone voice boomed through the room. “First let’s have him stripped.”
 
   Brady felt many soft feminine hands eager to remove his few vestiges of clothing and, before he knew it, he stood, still supported by Rebecca and Rachael, in just his pink knickers and his hood. The Sergeant was trying hard not to smile at the ridiculous punishment panties as he ordered, “Pants off too!” 
 
   Tina came forward and whipped them down to his ankles in one fell swoop. Brady knew enough to remove his feet from the skimpy garment. He now stood there naked save his hood, shivering now in both fear and cold, his skin pricked with goose bumps.
 
   “Nothing like cold flesh for enhancing the sting eh Brady?” smiled Tina.
 
   “Right, let’s get the miscreant in position. Over here in front of the bench please. He needs to be strapped firmly down. No one can take a thrashing from a real birch quietly. And we don’t want to strike the wrong parts.
 
   Brady felt the coarse wood of the whipping bench as Rebecca and Rachael lead him over and positioned him in front of it.
 
   “Right bend him forward and hold his shoulders down.” He felt himself thrust forward his chest now on the solid bench. The bench was rounded and he could already feel his buttocks becoming more taut.
 
   “Right, we secure his arms first. Any volunteers asked the Sergeant?”
 
   “Yes sir,” volunteered Tina. Brady felt Rebecca and Rachael grip him more tightly as Tina grabbed his left arm and pulled it forward to the top of the bench. In fear he started to struggle but soon felt the Sergeant’s vice like grip on the back of his neck and grabbing his other arm. Held firm like this Tina quickly secured his arm with the thick leather cuffs at the wrists and just above the elbows. The Sergeant did the same on the other side.
 
   “Right stand back ladies. He can struggle and squeal now but he’s going nowhere until he’s taken his full measure of medicine. Now... make it easy on yourself lad. No point struggling. There is no escape.”
 
   Brady was gasping for breath in his fear, still shivering like a frightened deer.
 
   “Right ladies, I don’t think he’ll pose much trouble. Leg straps next.”
 
   “Yes Sir,” snapped Sally, “my turn.” Brady felt the cool softness of her hands as she let them linger longer than necessary and slide higher than needed as she secured the two thick straps on his thighs, just above his knees; followed by the similar straps at his ankles.
 
   “Next is the chest strap,” the Sergeant’s voice boomed. Sally came from behind Brady this time and leant right over his body. He could feel the warmth of her body and the soft fabric of her dress against his exposed flesh as the strap was pulled tight.
 
   “This final strap is a wide waist strap,” explained the Sergeant, “it also protects the kidneys. As you can see only the tops of his thighs and his buttocks are exposed to the birch. But there is plenty of hide there to skin.
 
   Brady was crying now in his helpless state.
 
   “Right ladies, I think you can remove the hood now. He won’t be going anywhere for a little while,” the Sergeant casually remarked. The site that greeted Brady sent him into further spasms of shock. Standing in a large bucket of salt water was the birch, and indeed he could not believe that such an awesome implement was to be used on him. Worse still, he had forgotten just how large and muscular a man the Sergeant was.
 
   Just then the upstairs bell rang. “Excuse me,” requested the Sergeant, “I’ll tend to that and then close shop for a while. I understand one of you is a nurse?”
 
   “That’s right, Sally,” piped up Tina. 
 
   “Well perhaps you might like to check him over before we commence?” suggested the Sergeant.
 
   “I certainly shall!” smiled Sally with a devilish grin.
 
   “I think we’ll start with his temperature,” grinned Sally, “we were rather hoping the Sergeant would leave us alone for this! Right, Tina, you said you wanted to test the thermometer first didn’t you?”
 
   The girls were trying to stifle their laughter as Tina replied, “Yes, we don’t want any errors!”
 
   She moved so Brady had a clear view and Sally came over shaking the thermometer. “Right bend over,” laughed Sally, “I think we should take it anally don’t you?”
 
   “Certainly,” grinned Tina as she bent over and pulled her knickers to one side ready for Sally to insert the thermometer. 
 
   “Right, thirty seconds,” said Sally as she checked her watch. Brady watched on bemused not understanding the point of this charade.
 
   “I think I need a poo!” laughed Tina as Sally removed the thermometer. 
 
   “Yes. It is certainly working correctly! So Brady, let’s check your temperature now.” Brady noted she hadn’t actually read the thermometer as she approached the front of the whipping bench, then gasped as he realised the reason for the charade. “Open your mouth then and lets see what your reading is then.” 
 
   Brady was mute that Tina and the girls could be so mean, Auntie Elizabeth would never approve of such behaviour. Not that he could complain to her, as they well knew, but still... he could not open his mouth despite obsequious compliance having been drilled into him over the past few years. 
 
   “Brady, you are making me angry and you are not in a position to refuse!” snapped Sally.
 
   Brady closed his eyes and opened his mouth as required as Sally slipped the thermometer home. Whilst the girls burst into paroxysms of laughter, Brady screwed up his face at the vile flavour.
 
   The remainder of the medical consisted of Sally prodding and probing his buttocks and thighs. “Yes, he can certainly take a good thrashing,” she grinned, “but there is one more check… we need to make sure he has nothing concealed on him. She then pulled out a pair of disposable latex gloves and pulled them on. Snapping them over her wrist she laughed as Brady once more twitched in his secure bonds. Without further ado she rather roughly interrogated his anus with her index finger. “Nothing there,” she smiled, “let’s check the other end.” And to Brady’s horror, she used the same finger to check his mouth and nostrils!
 
   Auntie Elizabeth would never have approved of the girl’s behaviour. But she was not here to ‘protect’ him... and she would never find out; for Brady was the only one who could tell, and he had more sense than to do such. The girls would only make life more of a hell should he dare. And it was most improbable that Auntie Elizabeth would believe him anyway, especially with the four girls acting astonished and innocent as they denied his ‘lies’! Brady’s predicament was indeed impossible.
 
   “Well Brady. It looks like you’re ready and fit for your thrashing,” smiled Tina, “you can relax for a few minutes while we wait for the Sergeant.” Brady shivered at the callousness of her remarks and the coldness of the room. 
 
   “I suppose we’ll have to help him up to the car afterwards will we?” asked Rebecca.
 
   “I believe so, in fact I hope so,” smiled Tina as Brady started shivering more vigorously in his fear.
 
   “Yes Sergeant Browning says he’ll need a few hours to recover a little before we can move him. Then we can collect him to take him home. But it will be a couple of days before he can get back to his chores. Apparently he will too bruised and sore and will need a couple of days bed rest,” said Sally rather matter of factly.
 
   “I am getting horny just thinking about this,” grinned Rebecca, “I hope I don’t come here!”
 
   The others burst out laughing at the thought of Rebecca coming as Brady screamed and the Sergeant looked on shocked!
 
   “I can’t wait for it to all start now,” concurred Rachel.
 
   By now Brady was shaking uncontrollably, teeth chattering madly and starting to sob. This was so unfair; he was truly terrified of the ordeal to come. 
 
   “Bit late to show remorse now Brady,” snapped Tina, “you should have thought of this before you decided to slack off in your work and brag about your laziness.”
 
   “Bit of a sissy is he?” boomed the Sergeant’s voice as he returned, “mind you I have seen grown men cry like babies after the first stroke!”
 
   Without further ado the muscular man went over to the bucket and hauled the birch rod out. It was dripping wet with the salty water dropping on to the hard cold flagstones of the floor.
 
   Shaking the birch again the burly man strolled purposefully over to Brady shaking the wicked birch to shed further drops of water, some of which splashed on the naked Brady causing him to shiver further. His time of penance was fast ending; the pain was about to come. The girls were quiet as they watched anxiously on.
 
   Brady shivered further as he heard the Sergeant’s heavy footsteps move behind him. It as about to start.
 
   “Right lad, I think you know why you are being punished?”
 
   Brady simply shivered some more.
 
   “YES SIR!” is the response I expect bellowed the sergeant.
 
   “Yes Sir,” Brady managed to whisper in a cracking voice.
 
   “Good, then let’s make sure it is a damn good lesson.” 
 
   The Sergeant was a man of few words. So, whilst Brady hoped the proceedings might delay some more, the Sergeant simply took two steps backward before launching forward, bringing the birch back up at shoulder height to deliver a full swing. 
 
   Brady simply heard the heavy footfalls followed by a swooshing sound, a brief gasp from one of the girls and then his world was rent by a scream of total agony as the fiery pain coursed through his nether regions like scalding flows of molten larva. He simply screamed and screamed as the sergeant took two more paces backwards.
 
   Again there was the heavy pad of the sergeant’s size 13 boots followed by that same evil whoosh as the next evil stroke fell. Brady's mind was suffused with a vibrant yellow glow and he let out another shriek of agony. His shriek hurtled from one corner of the room to another on its way to eventual extinction. But the echoes had barely died before those dreaded heavy footfalls once more paced towards Brady, the sergeants arm drawn back as far as he could stretch before he whisked the birch down with the full force of his muscular right arm. 
 
   Squinting through sweat-matted eyelashes he could vaguely make out Miss Tina - was she really grinning at his ordeal? The sweat in his eyes was making them smart. 
 
   Whoosh…
 
   Brady’s world erupted again. After just three strokes his raw buttocks were screaming bloody murder. The pain tore through him in alternating currents. He was in limbo, in terror. He tried transposing himself to other places. He was at his classes at University, he remembered when he used to sit behind the wheel of his sports car, and he was anywhere, absolutely anywhere, but this room of hell. He was racked by pain.
 
   Whoosh…
 
   He had no sense of reality, this couldn't be real, the pain was too much. He was in a frenzy, kicking and twisting against his bonds like a felled animal. He tried to faint but couldn't. He was screaming, blabbering, and pleading incoherently “No more Please! No more! Please, I can't take it!" But the birch fell remorselessly once more.
 
   Whoosh…
 
   Brady felt the searing pain once more as the birch flared up a thousand extra nerve endings to add their fiery torment of agony to those already coursing through his body. And once more Brady screamed as though his lungs would burst as he violently fought his bonds. 
 
   The sergeant remained implacable as he strode back for the sixth stroke. The girls watched breathless as he padded down to Brady again and flashed the birch viciously, this time aiming for the as yet unscathed upper thighs.
 
   Whoosh…
 
   The sergeant paused as Brady sobbed his heart out, the pain raging through his rear and upper thighs.
 
   Sally came forward now and he felt her cold hands squeeze his buttocks sending fresh shards of pain through his rear. “We’ll need to clean this up a little.”
 
   At this Tina came forward with a flannel, which she dipped into the brine that the birch had been steeped in. Well as soon as the salt bit into Brady’s wounded rump the stinging of a thousand ants erupted. He squealed in fright and shock as Tina apparently oblivious to his torment continued with her task.
 
   Then once more Sally inspected, and to Brady’s total terror, she calmly advised, “No problems here Sergeant, I think we can confidently say he can take the full dozen.”
 
   Brady screamed out, “Nooooooooooooooh,” a sound that would have terrified the dead, but served only to amuse the girls, and convince the Sergeant of the efficacy of the treatment.
 
   And as Brady squirmed and fought futilely against his bonds the Sergeant once more paced out his stroke. And as Brady prayed that he could make his body miraculously vanish from out of this room the deathly sound once more swept through.
 
   Whoosh…
 
   And again Brady erupted in a frenzy of pain. And so it continued until the Sergeant had laid on the full twelve strokes as hard as he could.
 
   When the Sergeant finally laid down the wicked bunch of twigs Brady heaved and heaved as he sobbed his heart out, his backside sheathed in pain.
 
   Sadly Sally agreed he could take no more. Not that Brady was even aware of the reprieve so focused was he in the pain in his nether regions.
 
   By contrast the girls were on edge, elated. It had been a thrashing to truly behold. “Right, ladies,” boomed the Sergeant; “I’ll leave him to you. There’s a cell he can use over there until you come back. You can bolt it from the outside if you wish, not that he’ll be going anywhere!
 
   Brady collapsed sobbing onto the hard bed. The thrashing had been a true nightmare. The worst of his life, and he was a man who had endured many a serious thrashing.
 
   It was the end of the day when cousin Tina arrived to collect him and take him back home.
 
   The lad was a very sorry state and the girls had to actually assist him out to the car.
 
   “I dare say you won’t be so slack in future,” snapped Tina.
 
   At home he was allowed to collapse into his own bed, too pitiful was he to work that night.
 
   “But don’t think I am going soft on you,” were Tina’s parting words, “I expect to see you up and scrubbing the kitchen floor by six!”
 
   And there was similarly no sympathy forthcoming from either of his Aunties or Grandma McCabe on their return.
 
   The episode was not quite over though.
 
   For a few days later Miss Tina remarked to Brady, “Don’t think that I haven’t forgotten the fact that you only managed to take twelve strokes Brady! I have reported it to Grandma McCabe who intends to deliver a few strokes of the cane when you are suitably recovered. It is just a pity you can’t go back to the Sergeant to complete your sentence isn’t it?”
 
   Brady swallowed hard as tears formed in his eyes. How could this vixen be so cruel?
 
   “Yes Miss Tina,” he managed to reply. 
 
   And true to her word, a fortnight later when it was decided that Brady was sufficiently recovered to receive corporal punishment to his rear once more, Grandma visited with her cane. During the intervening two weeks Brady had only had his hands strapped, not that such discipline wasn’t painful!
 
   His flesh was still tender from the birching though and the six strokes stung like blazes, bringing genuine tears to the youth’s eyes.
 
    
 
   You can follow Brady’s tale in Severe Table Drill, in Volume 5 
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 Chapter 4
 
   
By Nick 

 
 
   Richard, the husband of Harriet, has welcomed his mother-in-law Elizabeth to their home for an extended visit. While Harriet has to work long hours at her high-level job, Richard takes care of all the domestic duties, and his mother-in-law means to see he does a good job.
 
    
 
   Richard woke up early Wednesday morning after a deep sleep and silently slid out of bed so as to not wake his wife Harriet. He picked up the leather strap from the floor where she had dropped it last night and hung it back in its place in the closet. Later on he would wipe it carefully and rub it some oil to keep it supple, as he had been taught.
 
    
 
   He closed the door behind him to the large walk-in closet and laid out Harriet's clothes she would be wearing to the office that morning, including her underwear and shoes, all neatly arranged so she could get dressed without bother. Then, still undressed, he left the master bedroom and padded silently into his changing room. As he did, he thought about the previous day's events. His mother-in-law, Elizabeth, had only been here since early afternoon and already he been over her knee for a long session with the hairbrush, and then just last night another visit from his wife's leather strap, the one he just hung up. Today could be another busy one, too, since Elizabeth would be in charge again. Dressed in his sweat pants and T-shirt, he went downstairs and started the breakfast preparations by making a pot of coffee. It was forty-five minutes before his mother-in-law came down dressed in her silk nightgown and robe, kissed Richard and asked how he slept.
 
    
 
   "Very well, Mother," he said.
 
    
 
   "Good. Me too." She stifled a sleepy yawn. "I'm a little surprised I had to spank you so early in my visit, but it was well deserved, and it does make both of us feel better, I'm sure. A just and timely spanking lets you know exactly when you do something that merits punishment. I think that should relieve any tension you might have been feeling before I arrived. Now you can just go about your duties and know that I am there to correct you when necessary, and you can concentrate on carrying out your assignments knowing that I am always there to guide and correct." She smiled benignly when she said that. "I'm not an ogre, Richard. Just your mother-in-law who wants to see the best for her daughter, and you as well. I know you are capable of being an very good husband, Richard, and I am going to see that you live up to Harriet's aspirations for you."
 
    
 
   Richard indeed felt buoyed by Elizabeth's little speech, and felt the pride in his work – right now the breakfast preparations – flood over him. What had been an uncomfortable gnawing in his stomach faded away, and a feeling of warmth and belonging infused him.
 
    
 
   She sipped her coffee, opened the morning paper and spread it in front of her. She looked up at Richard busy at the stove. "After breakfast I want you to lay out my workout clothes and next to it my grey skirt and jacket with appropriate accessories. We'll exercise together after you do your morning chores, and then we'll get you ready for the trip to Gloria's."
 
    
 
   It sounded fine to Richard, although he wasn't sure how the afternoon at Gloria's Spa would work out. "All right, Mother," he said, relieved that he wouldn't have to do chores all day. "It'll be good to get in some exercise."
 
    
 
   In fifteen minutes Harriet made her appearance, her heels clicking sharply as she entered the kitchen, dressed for work in the clothes Richard had set out. Richard got busy pouring her coffee and juice then started her poached egg. Harriet took the front page that her mother had finished and read it, engrossed for a few minutes. Then she had something to say to her husband.
 
    
 
   "Richard, I didn't mention it to you last night, but Mother and I were discussing the financial ramifications of your speeding ticket."
 
    
 
   Richard turned away from the stove to look at his wife, a slight flush creeping to his face. "I thought that was all settled yesterday, dear."
 
    
 
   Harriet shook her head firmly and shot him a bemused glance. "No. She punished you for driving too fast and being late to the airport, and I reinforced that punishment. There is still the matter of $250 restitution to be made. I have to pay for the ticket, right? Out of my bank account? And this trip to Gloria's today is another expense you are responsible for. There's another $200 I imagine, for a total of $450, by my rough calculation." Harriet had her coffee cup raised almost to her mouth. "That money has to be accounted for, Richard."
 
    
 
   "Yes, of course." He had no bank account of his own, or a joint account with his wife either. Any money he earned, which was small compared to what Harriet brought home, went directly into Harriet's accounts, and Harriet had complete control over the purse strings. Harriet let Richard have a small amount of spending money, which he was free to use, as he wanted, and a larger amount for running the household. At the end of the month Richard presented the household accounts to Harriet and needed her approval to send the checks. This new obligation of $450 was going to be one of those items that wasn't in the budget and would require some extra effort from Richard.
 
    
 
   Harriet took another sip of coffee and put down the cup. "I'm still undecided about what to do about the money you owe me. But I did decide this: Your weekly correction will be on Saturday evening, taking account of Mother's notes who will be grading you all this week. I have an all-day off-site meeting on Friday that will last into the evening, and Mother and I will go out together on Saturday for shopping and a golf tournament. You will spend the day in an all-day work session while Mom and I are out. I asked Ilse to come over to oversee you on Saturday and she will direct you to prepare and serve a special dinner for the three of us on Saturday evening. I hope she will be able to stay after dinner and participate in the correction session too, as I imagine she will have some things to say about your Saturday session. And I hope that by Sunday I will have come to some resolution about your indebtedness. When is payment for the traffic ticket due?"
 
    
 
   "Two weeks from yesterday," Richard answered.
 
    
 
   "Any questions?"
 
    
 
   Richard absorbed all this, and thought about Ilse Schmidt, whom he always addressed as "Ms. Schmidt." Before he was married, at Harriet's insistence he had spent two weeks with Ms. Schmidt learning the basics of domestic service, and since he and Harriet married he had spent occasional days again with the German learning some new aspect of cooking, cleaning, or other domestic chore, or being refreshed on a task he failed to master. She was a stern taskmaster, and he didn't look forward to having her with him all day Saturday. "Yes, dear. If you think that's best." He put the eggs in front of Harriet. Mother had listened and obviously approved the plan.
 
    
 
   Harriet looked annoyed. "That's absolutely right, Richard. Whatever I think is best. Or Mother. And don't you forget it. By the way, Ilse's salary is another expense you must add to your list." She finished her breakfast, wiped her mouth and got up. "Briefcase," she ordered.
 
    
 
   Richard hustled to find her briefcase, gave her a kiss on the cheek, and held open the door to the garage. "Good-bye, dear," he called as she got into her BMW.
 
    
 
   After Harriet left Elizabeth took a second cup of coffee and got up from the table. "I'm going to sit outside on the deck in the morning sunshine and finish the paper. After your chores are done come get me and we'll go upstairs together to get dressed for the workout. After that we'll get you ready for Gloria's this afternoon."
 
    
 
   Richard nodded. "Of course, Mother."
 
    
 
   Richard cleaned the breakfast dishes then set about the morning chores, which involved cleaning up the kitchen, making the beds, cleaning the bathrooms, and picking up any clothes that Harriet or Elizabeth left around. In forty-five minutes he opened the door to the deck and walked outside. "All ready, Mother," he announced. "Morning chores are done."
 
    
 
   "Good," she said, getting up from the deck chair. "Pick up the dishes here and let's go upstairs and see if you laid out the right clothes."
 
    
 
   He followed her upstairs into her room where she approved the clothes lying on the bed. She slipped out of her robe and nightgown, letting them fall to the floor and began putting on her workout clothes, starting with a black thong and matching sports bra. Richard, of course, immediately picked up the nightclothes she dropped and hung them in the closet, trying not to look too hard at his mother-in-law as she dressed. She was very attractive, still firm all over – breasts, buttocks, thighs. Her upper arms showed no notice of middle-age flab and he remembered yesterday's thrashing when that arm carrying the hairbrush had descended on his own buttocks many times in succession. He could feel a stirring in his groin and immediately tried to suppress it.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth sat down to tie her shoes, then jumped up as soon as she was done. "Now you can get ready, Richard. I think it's best if you only wear your athletic shoes this morning."
 
    
 
   Richard hesitated. "But I usually wear my shorts when I work out," he said, still a little worried that his recent arousal might still show.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth waved her hand. "You can pretend you're in the original Olympics," she said. "Back in old Greece. I understand the athletes competed naked. Besides, I want to see all of you when you work out so I can determine what kind of shape you're in. You could wear a jock I suppose, but I enjoy the completely naked man straining and sweating. All right? Any more questions or objections? Get your shoes and get to the basement."
 
    
 
   In a few moments Richard had laced on his training shoes and they were in the basement. Elizabeth wore a sweat suit over shorts and a matching tank top, and examined Richard critically as he approached the exercise area. The basement was one large room, all open with the necessary support posts spread around. It was not dank and dark like most cellars, but light, warm, and spacious. The ceilings were high, the floor was tiled. There was even a fireplace at one end with a couch and rug in front of the hearth. One section was devoted to the laundry, washer, dryer, sink, ironing boards and supplies, another to the house utility systems, heat and hot water supply. Another section was for the exercise equipment, a Nautilus work-out machine, a treadmill, and a cycle.
 
    
 
   Close by the machines but slightly apart, perhaps to the untrained eye another piece of exercise equipment, was the leather bench where Richard would occasionally be secured in the bent-over position in those cases where most severe punishment by his betters was called for, a padded horse with platforms for him to kneel on. Close by dangled two ropes from the ceiling with grips that could be lowered for wrist attachment and then raised, and on the floor underneath that, two eyebolts anchored in the cement. On the wall next to the spanking bench was a closed case containing the implements Harriet used when Richard was called downstairs: a single tail whip, a single and a double cane, a prisoner's strap, a ball gag, a spreader bar, as well as the leather restraints she used to keep him secured in position when discipline was impending.
 
    
 
   "You can start by jogging, then running," announced Elizabeth. "Get in your five miles. I'll cycle for a while then do some Nautilus work."
 
    
 
   For the next hour the two of them strained, sweated and panted as they took turns using the various equipment. Richard soon got used to his naked state and found little difficulty running or doing weight training. Elizabeth kept a critical eye on him, noted with satisfaction his strength and agility. He was in very good shape, something as an ex-military person herself she appreciated. She called an end to the workout at about ten-thirty and told him to go back upstairs to his room.
 
    
 
   Richard's changing room, as it was called, was a smaller room than the master bedroom. It had a bed that he sometimes slept in if Harriet wanted to sleep alone, or if Richard had to have a nap. It had a desk, a reading lamp, a dresser and a large closet. It also had a private attached bathroom, as did all the bedrooms in the house. The bedroom door could be locked from the outside if Harriet decided that Richard should be confined for awhile, something she did on occasion when she felt a ‘time-out’ was in order.
 
    
 
   As soon as the two of them, both still shiny with sweat came into his room, she told him her plans. "We need to get you cleaned up for the visit to the spa," Elizabeth said as soon as they were inside. "Shoes off and into the bathroom."
 
    
 
   For a moment he hesitated at the thought of letting her into his private bathroom, and the idea of defying her orders welled up. Elizabeth, for her part, recognized the act of rebellion and put her hands on her hips preparing to meet his resistance. Her military training, would come in handy at a moment like this, and she did not doubt in the least her ability to quell his rebellion. As a young lawyer in the Marines she had been assigned to the legal department and had taken part in many interrogations both of foreign suspects and servicemen who had gotten into trouble. It was her stance and glare that made Richard realize what the consequences of insubordination would be. Shooting her a look of resignation mixed with defiance he took off his shoes just a little bit slowly and deliberately. He walked past her with as much dignity as he could muster.
 
    
 
   Elizabeth dropped her hands from her hips and followed him inside. "You're starting to act a little pissy this morning, Richard. I've got a mind to give you a good leathering here and now, put another layer of blister on top of what you got yesterday, and adjust that attitude of yours. What do you have to say to that?"
 
    
 
   "I'm sorry, Mother." He voice low and slow, seemed contrite, as she had expected. "It's just that everything about yesterday's problem seems so unfair. So now you find all kinds of other things to blame me for."
 
    
 
   "That's better. We'll save the leathering for Saturday if you behave the rest of the day." She seemed a little more conciliatory now. "If you wondering why we insist on all this, Richard, I must tell you it's for your own good. We want you to look your best, looking good with or without your clothes. It means you can do your chores with confidence and be proud of the impression you make." She threw a large bath towel into the tub. "On your knees," she commanded. "Head down, bottom up."
 
    
 
   "You know," she said, as she rummaged through the shelf under the sink, "I don't like to threaten you with the strap every time you make a mistake. We want you to admit the mistake and try to improve. We'll put the strap to your backside, of course, as often as necessary to let you know how you're doing, but I sure don't like the idea of you toeing the line just because you're afraid of getting a good smacking. You should be constantly striving to do a good job, gracious to admit any errors, and welcome the punishment that comes from our constant efforts to improve you."
 
    
 
   "I am, Mother, I really am," his muffled voice answered from the bottom of the bathtub. "I try to be a good husband and a good son-in-law and make you proud of me."
 
    
 
   "Sometimes you come up a little short, Richard. That's why I'm here." She removed a red enema bag, hose, and tube of lubricating jelly kept there, and proceeded to fill the rubber bag with lukewarm water. When the bag was half full Elizabeth hung it on the showerhead and opened up the tube of KY jelly. "Spread your cheeks," she said, sitting down again on the edge of the tub, and in a moment a generous dab of the cold jelly was around his anus and on the nozzle of the enema apparatus. She wiped her hand on a tissue, then gently inserted the nozzle up to its hilt and told him he could let go of his cheeks now, and rest his head back on his arms.
 
    
 
   She satisfied herself the nozzle was in as far as it would go. "Now let's get this enema going. I'm going to start you with a small one. One quart, room temperature. Then a bigger one, two quarts, warm, soapy. And lastly a two-quart cold rinse. That should clear your bottom and clear your head too, so that the rest of the day we can get along without any pissy comments, dirty looks, or other passive-aggressive behavior." She gently eased the stopper open, and the water began to flow into Richard's rectum.
 
    
 
   It didn't take long for the first cramp to appear and he grunted in pain. She closed the stopper and reached under his belly to massage it briefly. "Is that better?" she said. In a moment the water was flowing again. When the bag was empty she pulled the nozzle out and turned to the sink to refill the bag, while he kneeled, holding the liquid in. After a few minutes she allowed him to get out and sit on the toilet. She turned on the fan and sprayed a whiff of orange scent in the air. When he had stopped expelling, she ordered him to flush and get back in the tub. 
 
    
 
   "Second one," she said. "Warm and soapy, full two quarts. Spread."
 
    
 
   On this one she opened up the stopper a little wider, and didn't shut it off until he was gasping from the cramps and begging her to stop the flow. "Mother!" he cried. "Please slow it down!"
 
    
 
   "Ssshh," she hissed. "Take it like a man."
 
    
 
   She made him hold this one in for a full five minutes, and had to wipe some dribble from his leg before she let him go to the toilet. When he was done and stood up she came over to look at the pool in the bottom of the toilet.
 
    
 
   "That's pretty good. Last one will give you a good rinse."
 
    
 
   She made him hold the third application for a full fifteen minutes, warning him that any premature dribbling would result in, as she put it, "extreme disappointment for both of us." Finally she directed him to the toilet, and left the room, but before leaving she gave him his next direction. "I'm going to get showered and dressed now. Make sure you're done on the toilet because it will be embarrassing for you if you have to go again at Gloria's. You shower and get yourself dressed, too. Then clean up this room, my room, and the deck and then it will be time to go out for your visit to Gloria's."
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A Religious Upbringing
 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   By Derek 
 
    
 
   After the horrors of my religious upbringing during Upper Sixth, it was no surprise, given my ‘devotion’ to study, that I passed my four ‘A’ Levels with flying colours, 4 straight A’s. I could have the pick of any University of my choice for further study. In all fairness this was a result that would not have been possible without Sister Bernice’s involvement. That said, I would have rather settled for mediocrity than the existence I suffered through my final school years. But it was all behind me now. 
 
    
 
   I selected one of the country’s premiere University’s, a long way from home; and actually secured a scholarship. Admittedly this was funded by the Diocese, but it consisted of full board and accommodation, with my own room off-campus, plus a weekly stipend of £25; quite a sum of money in those days to live off and purchase study materials. Free from the tyranny of Sister Bernice and the austerity and humiliation of those last three years I came out of my shell once more to enjoy life. It took about half a term but I soon became involved in sport, rugby this time, and excelled. This had me involved in the University drinking culture… and girls. 
 
    
 
   With my hair once more an acceptable length and my sporting prowess I had little trouble dating girls. I had enough money to improve my clothes and so my whole life changed. I stayed there for the Christmas holidays as well as Easter, I had little desire, understandably, to return home. This was the late sixties and I was enjoying all the freedoms and free love that came with the era.
 
    
 
   I am not sure how Sister Bernice came to learn of my lifestyle, or if she really did, though I guess in hindsight my failure to return home for the holidays would have caused some concerns. I had not done so though for fear of a return to my petticoats, curfews and strict discipline, even if only for a few weeks. And it would have meant cutting my hair a little shorter simply to be safe in avoiding recriminations. I had been required to meet the local priest when I had come to town. This I had done, though after that first Sunday, I never returned, preferring to spend time at the pub or down by the river with a female companion; or sometimes sleeping off the Saturday night!
 
    
 
   It was a Saturday afternoon when I was returning to my digs with a very pretty young lady, long dark hair, pert breasts and legs to die for. Shrouded in figure hugging jeans that afternoon she was a total turn-on. I knew I would be the only one in the house at that time; I had pulled a muscle and couldn’t play rugby that day. Nothing serious but I had chosen to enjoy Carole’s company rather than go to the game, besides, we’d all catch up later at the pub. At least that had been my plan. With my arm around Carole’s waist and her snuggling in to me and laughing as I opened the door to my room, and we almost fell in to the room, locked in each other’s arms. I was pulling her towards me to give her a kiss, when my eyes caught that dreaded black tunic astride the lounge. My old fears came pouring back, the colour drained from my face, as I looked in horror at the shocked faces of Sister Bernice and Father Flemming. I moved away from Carole, who held tight to my hand, not understanding their presence, but certainly affected by their cold demeanour, and the air of menace that now filled the room.
 
    
 
   “Well, Father, you were right. It did not take long for him to fall into the ways of the devil.” Turning to me she spoke coldly, “I am shocked Boy. After all the hard work of the past three years. With a scholarship from the Diocese, and this is how we are rewarded.” There was a cold silence.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Sister Bernice…. Father Flemming…” my old fears came flooding back, my bravado and confidence gone out the window, I didn’t know where to turn or what to do next. “I am studying hard and my marks are right at the top of the year still.” A remarkable yet true fact. 
 
    
 
   “I would not have thought girls and study mixed! Coming home to study early now are we… without our books.” 
 
    
 
   I blushed bright red, feeling the burning, as I started to shake, “This is my friend Carole,” I muttered.
 
    
 
   “It seems you are a little more than friends judging by the display as you fell into the room,” there was acid in her tone. The next words, and my reactions to them, would clearly determine my future. “Well Carole,” Sister Bernice almost spat out her name, “perhaps you would care to sit yourself down over there,” she motioned to the armchair opposite the sofa where she and Father Flemming were seated. Carole felt the awe of their presence too and did as she was told. 
 
    
 
   “Perhaps these are yours too?” interjected Father Flemming, pulling out a pair of black panties, “they somehow found their way behind the cushions. The dirty look from Carole said it all, “No, they’re not mine,” I blushed a deeper shade of red, they were from Thursday, Suzy. I would now have some explaining to do to Carole judging by her frigid look. I remained standing awkwardly, once more the little child I always felt before Sister Bernice.
 
    
 
   “Make yourself comfortable Carole, we are about to have a long talk with Derek about his errant ways,” she smiled almost sweetly, “in the circumstances you might even enjoy this.”
 
    
 
   Turning back to me her voice dripped with icicles that turned my blood frigid, my legs trembling so I could barely stand, “Drop your trousers boy…NOW!” I was like a wet rag, I couldn’t believe the reality of what was going on, they had no hold, no authority over me now, I was at University, in the rugby team, I was pulling girls, I was self-confident and outgoing… I stood there wishing they would simply disappear, go away. Wishful thoughts indeed. I didn’t move, there was a tense standoff; I needed to stand-up for myself, tell her, tell them ‘No, I am not a child, I have rights’. “Go away, get out of my life. I will NEVER be treated like this again! Carole, let’s go… and I expect both of you to be gone when I get back! And don’t ever come back.” Carole would have been so proud of me. That’s what I wanted to say, what I should have said, after all the scholarship was fixed and safe.
 
    
 
   In fact though, I looked over at Carole, she sat there bemused, a slight smile playing on her lips, but equally a coldness rested in her eyes, she knew I had had someone else round. Now you have to understand, I had lived in fear and under repression for three years from Sister Bernice, it was ingrained into my psyche to obey her instantly, it had never paid to brook her commands, the fifteen seconds of defiant silence was the most rebellion I had ever mustered since our very first meeting.
 
    
 
   As Father Flemming moved to stand-up, I saw how alone I was in the room, and my fears bit home, I was no longer the rugby playing, beer-drinking, girl-pulling macho, liberated student; my reflexes acted in the way they had been programmed for so long, the tears fell from my eyes, I started to sob as I slowly but surely lowered my jeans. My future was sealed. Her eyes bore into me and in mortification, glancing in total embarrassment towards Carole, I lowered my underpants too. Whilst I had not planned keeping them on long on my return home, I had not envisaged their removal in these circumstances. 
 
    
 
   Sister Bernice rose and took me by the ear lobe and led me over to Father Flemming who was repositioning himself in the centre of the sofa, whilst at the same time he was removing the ferule from his cassock. Sister Bernice motioned me over the good Fathers thighs and I felt that strong manly grip around my waist, the coarseness of his trousers, the other leg moving around behind my thighs so I was trapped tightly. “Let us pray for your deliverance,” intoned Sister Bernice.
 
    
 
   “Apply thine heart unto instruction, and thine ears to the words of knowledge. Withhold not correction from the child: for if thou beatest him with the rod, he shall not die. Thou shalt beat him with the rod, and shalt deliver his soul from hell… Proverbs chapter 23, verses 12 to 14,” announced Father Flemming as he continued to position my buttocks ready for the dreaded ferule.
 
    
 
   “Carole, you might wish to leave now dear,” Sister Bernice remarked in a kindly fashion to my doubtless ex-girlfriend, “sadly, whilst this is very necessary for Derek’s upbringing, the next thirty minutes or so may be rather distressful for you. Rest assured we have his very best interests at heart, as the Good Book tells, ‘Withhold not correction from the child: for if thou beatest him with the rod, he shall not die. Thou shalt beat him with the rod, and shalt deliver his soul from hell.’ I am sure you will appreciate his changed character and contrite attitude when you next meet, and doubtless receive his apology for his duplicity.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Sister, thank you,” smiled Carole. “I think you saved me from making a big mistake.” As the first stroke of that wicked ferule bit deep into my right buttock, I heard Sister Bernice’s quote, “For this is the will of God, even your sanctification, that ye should abstain from fornication: That every one of you should know how to possess his vessel in sanctification and honour.” As the fire erupted and my scream rent the air, I had forgotten just how dreadful that fearsome implement was, I caught a glimpse of Carole still seated, mesmerised at what was happening. 
 
    
 
   The second stroke fell and I bucked in contorted pain and fear as the flames of my salvation erupted in my agonised flesh. As always he continued with total dispassion towards my anguish and struggles. He held me trapped by his powerful frame. The strokes fell at his regular 10-second intervals, designed to ensure maximum results. Twenty times the ferule bit home as I, the tough, rugby playing, lady-killer, screamed and squirmed and bawled like a baby girl. 
 
    
 
   “Change,” came the traditional command, and, as trained, dreading the consequences of anything other than total compliance, though fearful of the strokes it meant still to come; with an alacrity I didn’t really feel, my buttocks already stiff and swollen, I changed my position to the other lap in time for the twenty first stroke to fall ten seconds after the last. Father Flemming the automaton as always simply kept labouring away at my buttocks, the crack of the ferule and my rising shrieks echoing through the room. Each stroke falling well away from the previous, each imparting its wicked sting in a tiny spot on my buttocks or upper thigh. The pain focused and intense. The evil design being to ensure maximum and prolonged suffering as it might be sixty strokes later before that exact spot would receive the sting of the ferule again. And so the bruising was minimised, the pain intensified as each subsequent stroke fell, and there was no numbing that occurs after a prolonged spanking with say a hairbrush. In the change I had briefly glanced and seen that Carole was still sitting, unfazed, watching avidly my comeuppance. ‘Could she really be so unmoved by my plight?’ I wondered as my world erupted in further pain.
 
    
 
   “Change,” I struggled from Father Flemming’s lap, determined to make it in the required few seconds available, so that I would not incur further wrath. I noticed this time that Sister Bernice was seated on the arm of Carole’s chair with her arms over her shoulder. A glimpse but briefly seen as I focused on getting my self in the correct position, and barely there, my mind erupted in pain as the next stroke fell hard on my upper thigh. The strokes continued the methodical carnage across my rear and upper thighs. “Change,” once more I struggled quickly up and reversed my position, barely conscious of anything other than the tears in my eyes and the pain in my rear.
 
    
 
   After the eightieth stroke there was a pause, I lay across the Father’s lap sobbing my heart out. His leg slipped away but the coarse hand still held my waist. Was it finally over… please, please I thought, please no more as I sobbed aloud. Oblivious to how I must have appeared to Carole.
 
    
 
   “I promise you he will not be fooling around and breaking any hearts for some time to come,” Sister Bernice spoke reassuringly to Carole. “I did warn you that it would be a little stressful,” she continued.
 
    
 
   “No, I am fine, honestly,” Carole replied with a lilt in her voice, its lightness betraying how little concern there existed for my plight. “We used to get the cane at school; and my Mum always kept us in line with her hairbrush, and my Dad used the belt on my brothers…”
 
    
 
   “Well remember Derek is nineteen, he is not a little boy any longer, even though he acts like it at times. That’s why we have to deal with him so strictly.”
 
    
 
   “Well I can’t say I have any sympathy for him after cheating on me like he did!”
 
    
 
   “Well he has done a lot more wrong than just cheating on you, which is why he is in for a very long lesson right now.” I squirmed in embarrassment and trepidation, clearly my ordeal, as expected, was not yet over. But how could they talk so convivially about my suffering. I wasn’t the first guy to cheat on a girl; heck we weren’t even a couple yet. 
 
    
 
   “Are you alright if we continue or have you seen enough,” Sister Bernice thoughtfully enquired. I’ve had enough I thought through the haze of pain my behind, “No, please continue,” smiled Carole, “I’m actually rather enjoying it!”
 
    
 
   “Change” came the sharp command of Father Flemming, my brief respite over, I moved to the other side and tripping on my way over, I stumbled blindly, my tears flowing as I struggled to get over his lap in the required time. I shrieked in agony, as unable to get in position within the required ten seconds, a sharp stroke bit deep into my inner thigh. I yelped as his coarse hand roughly threw me over his lap and the next stroke fell on my left cheek where it had not been visited for awhile. My screams again echoed around the room as I was welted every ten seconds. 
 
    
 
   “Change” again I leapt of the lap and this time positioned myself in time for the strokes to fall in their normal harmony, my screams echoing the slap of the ferule, my body dancing to the pain as I was held tight. The strokes continued, the hundred and twentieth fell, followed instantly by the command, “Change”. Strokes now visited my inner thighs, tender skin that reacted by sending messages of excruciating pain to my brain, wrenching louder and louder screams from my hoarse throat. 
 
    
 
   Twice more the command to change echoed through the room. After one hundred and eighty strokes, I was aware of the ferule ceasing to fall and no further command. I prayed it was over. I sagged in his lap, sobbing and sobbing, my buttocks, upper and inner thighs, a mass of pain. “He doesn’t look so grown-up now does he?” remarked Father Flemming.
 
    
 
   “I must say I didn’t realise what a little baby he was,” remarked Carole in disgust. “I would have thought he could stand up for himself, or at least take his punishment more like man. Even we never carried on like that and we used to get sixty or more from Mum’s hairbrush.” From first hand experience I could advise that sixty from a hairbrush was nothing compared to Father Flemming’s ferule, it bit harder and deeper, but on such a small area too, so that it took a long time before the same area was struck twice. It was more dreaded than any cane, and fell so readily, without pause. And I’d taken 180 strokes. Perhaps I thought this, perhaps I thought of rebelling and yelling out, ‘I’d like to see you take a beating like this.’ But all I did was sob and whimper. 
 
    
 
   “Tell him not to bother calling me, I don’t date little girls!” were Carole’s parting words as Sister Bernice escorted her to the door. “I am so sorry you had to witness this, but at least you didn’t make a big mistake. Bye bye.” I heard the creak of the door opening as Father Flemming commanded yet again, “Change.”
 
    
 
   I screamed in anguish, “Please Sir, no, please, no.” Sobbing loudly, reduced to the tears of a little girl, they were to be the final words Carole heard before departing. I heard her laugh derisively, “What a little baby.” The door clicked shut as the next stroke bit home and my shrieks followed Carole down the hall and out of my life.
 
    
 
   Twice more the command ‘Change’ echoed through the room until I was left a sobbing incomprehensible wreck over the Father’s lap. Two hundred and forty strokes was more than I could cope with. More than any one could cope with. More than Father Flemming had ever issued previously. Sister Bernice pulled me up, “Come on pansy, she derided, in the corner, hands on head while we pack your belongings, I’ve arranged some new accommodation for you.”
 
    
 
   It took them perhaps an hour to pack my things and lead me, still sobbing out to the car. I was helped into the back where I lay on my chest to ease the added pain that sitting would have incurred. We pulled up at an old brownstone home and I was pulled out from the car and inside. My face still red and puffed from my crying and struggles. The door was opened by an attractive lady in her early forties, her shoulder length hair pulled back in a severe bun that gave a sharp edge to her otherwise soft and beautiful face. She was about 5 feet ten inches, auburn hair and dressed in a smart blouse and skirt. 
 
    
 
   “This is the boy,” was the introduction from Sister Bernice, “Derek.”
 
    
 
   “Good evening Ma’am,” I winced as she offered her hand to shake, “Please call me Mrs Thompson. You do look in a state. Come on through.”
 
    
 
   We entered the lounge where a young, exceptionally attractive girl lay sprawled out on the couch watching TV. “This is my daughter Janice,” introduced Mrs Thompson, “Janice, this is Derek, our new guest.”
 
    
 
   “Hello Janice,” I responded. “What are you crying for, are you missing your Mummy already?” she smirked. I would later learn that Janice was sixteen, and despite her beauty she had a really harsh edge that enjoyed my suffering. For now I could barely take my eyes off her gorgeous long legs, despite the pain in my rear, I could feel lingering lust arise in my groin. 
 
    
 
   “Take your eyes off her legs,” barked Sister Bernice, and get yourself in the kitchen. Hands on head.”
 
    
 
   Janice was left in the lounge as I learnt of my fate, sealed as it had been that moment I dropped my jeans, it seemed an eternity ago now. “Mrs Thompson is a member of the local congregation and will help look after you better,” mentioned Sister Bernice, “Her husband is off at sea so the rent will come in handy. Now we have agreed for a rent with full accommodation and board at £45 a week.” This was a small and outrageous fortune in those days, no wonder she was so willing to take me in. It left me with £5 a week for books, tuition, etc, no more beer or girls it seemed. “What do you say?” snapped Sister Bernice, “Thank you Mrs Thompson,” I contritely replied. The rental agreement was presented to me and through tear stained and swollen eyes I signed where Sister Bernice pointed. “And your initials here… and here… Good.” Sister Bernice took the document and handed it back to Mrs Thompson.
 
    
 
   “Let me show you to your room,” replied Mrs Thompson, “you can then have an early night and we’ll discuss your curfew and chores tomorrow after church.” I was lead upstairs to a small loft bedroom. It was clean and tidy, though small and Spartan. A metal bed, rather like a hospital bed, a built in wardrobe, a wooden desk facing away from both the door and the window, and a bedside table the only décor. The door itself had been removed. Father Flemming brought my belongings in. “We’ll unpack and go through these in the morning.” 
 
    
 
   “The toilet and bathroom are at the end of the hall. Now, why don’t you go and wash your face and hands, and brush your teeth. Then come back here and change into your jammies?” Mrs Thompson smiled in the kindly fashion that I was to learn brooked no nonsense. I’ve laid out a fresh pair here for you. I squirmed as I saw a pair of old fashioned pale blue pyjamas, blue and white stripes and decorated with a picture of Andy Pandy on the breast pocket. “Now, I’ve set your alarm for five am, so you have a good night’s sleep,” continued Mrs Thompson in her convivial manner, “we sleep in a little on a Sunday, so breakfast will be about nine. Now when you get up, I would like you to learn the Act of Contrition. I’ve written it out on the notepad which I’ll leave on your desk,” she advised as she handed me the notepad. “There’s pens and pencils there too, plus a ruler. I thought it might help if you were to write it out,” she mentioned ever so helpfully in her sweet, though firm tone. I read the paragraph on the pad, I had heard it before of course, though I had long ago now it seemed forgotten it…”
 
    
 
   O MY GOD, I am heartily sorry for having offended Thee, and I detest all my sins because I dread the loss of Heaven and the pains of Hell; but most of all because they offend Thee, my God, Who art all-good and deserving of all my love. I firmly resolve, with the help of Thy grace, to confess my sins, to do penance, and to amend my life. Amen.
 
    
 
   “In fact it might be a good idea if you make a little start tonight. Let’s set a ayou turn out the lights tonight.” I grimaced in pain and anguish. I was so stiff and sore, exhausted from my ordeal, I couldn’t imagine sitting on my scorched rear, and now I had this enormous chore before me. With that she gave me a big kiss on the lips, and a smile as she bid, “Goodnight Bunnykins.” The tears flowed as I struggled to complete the enormous task before me and it was past eight thirty before I finally completed twenty-five copies and snuggled into bed to sob myself to sleep. It took me just over 2 hours to do the fifty.
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Approved
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   By Zeitgeist
 
    
 
   Earlier the same day, a large brown package arrived from the Home Office. Received in the despatch office it was like all such official correspondence, forwarded to Amanda the school secretary for her attention. Amanda discovered on opening it that it was in fact a summary report into the 1964 Review of Approved Schools. Amanda knew that the report might have some significance to the new corporal punishment policy that the school had just put into place. Turning rapidly to the relevant section, she was able to see that the review supported all previous recommendations. Amanda did however note that the review made two further recommendations:
 
    
 
   1 - That managers should consider all alternative options before using corporal punishment on girls, which should only be in the most exceptional circumstances. (girls could not be subject to such punishments over the age of 16 years)
 
    
 
   2 - The review considers that current arrangements for punishment of boys over 16years may not be as effective as they could be. It considers that the official issue cane for such purposes may be more inclined to bruise than give an effective level of pain. The review recommends that managers consider a slightly thinner but much longer cane for the purpose.
 
    
 
   Amanda quickly annotated the relevant text in the report with a pencil and went to try and find Edward the Deputy Head. She could see that he was not in his office, through the now ever open connecting door. She found him with the Headmaster, and having excused her interruption, told both men of the report and how it may be relevant to what was due to take place in less than an hour. Edward quickly scanned the paragraphs relating to corporal punishment and then thanked Amanda for her diligence. She was then asked if she could find Mrs W and ask her to come to the Office as soon as possible.
 
    
 
   Ten minutes later the entire Disciplinary Sub Committee were gathered in the Headmasters office, with the exception of the school Nurse, Janice, who at that moment was about to start her medical examination of the first two boys to be caned in line with their new policy.
 
    
 
   Edward said that clearly the report vindicated their stance and rationale for introducing the new policy. Eva said that she thought that the report’s findings and recommendations were ‘loose’ enough to accommodate the changes they were introducing, such as not giving any direction as to what particular length, thickness or weight of cane would be a limiting factor. At this point Amanda was asked if she could bring in the canes together with a tape measure and the weighing scales used for the post. Amanda then went to the tall cupboard in her office where the three canes had been kept since their delivery by Mr Wildman. Each cane was individually wrapped in a cloth, which had been soaked in linseed oil, then wrapped in brown paper. Admittedly they had been borrowed by Edward and Eva from time to time as they made their own preparations, but had always been returned to the secretary’s office after use. 
 
    
 
   A little flustered, the red haired young lady then thought better of taking the canes into the main admin office and put them on her desk whilst she went to find a tape measure and the post-room weighing scales. Carrying all items with some difficulty she re-entered the Head’s office. Edward carefully unwrapped one of the new canes and laid it across the width of the Headmasters substantial desk. Each of the canes had now been wrapped at the handle end with several layers of insulating tape, which formed a rubbery grip for the hand. This had been found to be most beneficial by Edward and Eva during their practice sessions with the new canes. Edward carefully pulled out the metal tape measure and informed those present that the total length of the cane from end to end was 49 ½ inches. The width, 7/16 of an inch. Precariously balanced on the scales it was a surprising ¾ of an ounce, due no doubt to the heavy density of the dark rattan.
 
    
 
   Mrs W suggested that they measure the standard cane in use and simply make note of the differentials in an amended school policy. Amanda was quickly despatched to Edward’s office for his standard cane, which she found still on his desk having been used earlier that day. The team noted that this had already been enhanced from the Home Office official issue cane, but thought that as such a policy would be a play on words without too much risk of any repercussions. The standard cane was revealed as 40 inches long by ½ an inch in diameter. Edward thought that an increase of some ten inches in length whilst the overall thickness was just marginally reduced would satisfy most people’s interpretation of any guidelines. As the Rev Headmaster said, they were not so much rules as guidelines, which would always be open to interpretation…
 
    
 
   Meanwhile across in the medical room two boys were now undergoing their examination by Janice before being taken across to the gym for their canings. Of the two boys, one was tall and lanky, the other quite muscular and stocky and who at this moment was stood nose to the wall just inside the nurses office. The tall lanky boy had been made to strip and was now stood hands on head and legs apart in the examination area of the office, which was really just an area screened from the main door. 
 
    
 
   The nurse took his blood pressure and his pulse before carefully examining the boy’s testicles and getting him to cough in the usual check for ruptures. The boy’s cheeks were burning with embarrassment. He had been examined before but usually by a male doctor and although Janice was old enough to be his mother, she was still attractive to teenage boys, due to her slim figure and modern blonde hair style. As she questioned him about his recent health and checked his file, the boy began to have a strong erection, which she chose not to mention. Not a surprising event given the boys nudity and the nurse questioning him whilst displaying a not inconsiderable amount of leg as she sat in her chair. He was then told to bend over the examination table so that she could examine his buttocks. Janice found that despite his slim stature the tall boy had good fleshy buttocks, which would help absorb the ferocity of the thrashing, which awaited him. Janice did have some concerns that the impact from this judicial style of caning could flatten a pair of buttocks so much that there might be a risk of causing injury to a boy’s anus, but on balance felt that there was a sufficient flesh profile to his buttocks. Satisfied that the boy was fit to undergo severe caning Janice entered the detail on his file. The boy was then despatched to the wall where he was told to place his nose. The other shorter stockier boy was then examined…   
 
    
 
   Back in the Headmaster’s study Amanda was asked to amend the school policy as soon as possible but to backdate things to cover today’s punishment. A decision was made to retire to the staff room where they could await the call from the school nurse that her examination was complete and the boys were ready. Earlier that afternoon, Edward and Eva had gone down to the gym, there hadn’t been any sessions there on that day. They carefully laid out the gym in the way that they had decided during their clandestine practice sessions with the new cane. The horse was positioned centre rear of the creaking wooden room and a chair opposite but some ten paces to the rear of the horse. Closer still on one side was a single school desk and chair. On the opposite side was a metal trolley, which had been prepared earlier by the nurse for her medical things, which also had a chair alongside it. After a relaxing cup of tea, Edward and Eva said that it was time for them to change into something more appropriate. 
 
    
 
   The Rev Headmaster said he would go and see Sister Janice to see if all was well. In fact he wanted to see if the boys were stripped in the medical room and to assist her with the further preparations. Amanda as per the arrangements gathered together the school punishment book, a stopwatch and the previously used hockey bag to carry all three canes. It was still warm and she decided that she didn’t need a coat for the short walk over to the gym. Awkwardly she made her way through the school with the items required towards the gym. On entering the gym, it felt a little cool bringing up goose pimples on her shoulders and arms; the short hemline on the sundress that she was wearing seemed to give little protection against the chill. Amanda put her things down on the small school desk and began to remove the canes from the hockey bag. Unwrapping them from the oil soaked cloths, she couldn’t resist giving one of them a swish through the air. Instantly she noticed the lower pitch of the noise as it parted the air, making the dust in the shafts of sunlight suddenly shoot sideways. Amanda began to feel the tension, looking forward to what would be a very different experience from the relatively simple ‘six of the best’ canings she got to see through the open office door to the Deputy Head’s office. 
 
    
 
   Amanda placed two of the canes on the scary looking punishment horse and kept the spare one laid across her school desk where it overhung the edges by at least a foot each side. Sitting down in the seat behind the desk, she tucked her long legs underneath and opened the punishment book and awaited the arrival of others.
 
    
 
   The outer doors of the gymnasium changing rooms opened suddenly accompanied by shouting marching orders from the Rev Headmaster who Amanda could see through the glass of the gym doors was marching at the double the two boys due for the canings into the changing rooms. A few seconds later they were followed by Sister, who was wearing her full nurses uniform including unusually her hat and cape. Amanda became more excited as she heard more shouting and the sounds of water running. She wished that she could be a fly on the wall in the changing area. Both boys had been marched across from the medical room wearing dressing gowns and plimsolls. Just as Janice had suspected the Headmaster quickly got the boys out of their gowns and into the nude, stood with hands on head in the ‘at ease’ position whilst he berated them in what can only be described as in a very military fashion. Janice thought this quite unnecessary, given what was going to happen to them. She tested the water temperature in the showers, making sure that the water was initially quite hot. The boys were marched into the open shower area and told to scrub themselves well with the scrubbing brushes and carbolic soap provided. After a few minutes of this their bodies were glowing pink. Sister then turned down the temperature until the water was running very cold. The boys began to shiver under the onslaught of cold water, which was then turned off when she noticed the blue coloured tinges on their extremities. Quickly out of the shower the boys were allowed to towel down but not allowed to rub excessively as they were to remain ‘cold’ and shivery.
 
    
 
   To their horror the boys were shown their single item of clothing, which had been laid out on the changing benches whilst they were in the shower. What seemed to them to be little girl’s white knickers, which they surely wouldn’t fit them, were being stepped into with some difficulty and then hauled up tight. The Rev Headmaster thought what a splendid idea of Eva’s this was, they seemed more naked now than before they were put on. The bulge inside the headmaster’s flannel trousers could fortunately hide away in the folds but the genitals of the two boys were not only well defined under the ultra thin white cotton, the dampness of the skin was beginning to make the cotton opaque. 
 
    
 
   Back across in the main school building, Eva had changed from her standard schoolmistress apparel into something considered to be more practical. Her sleeveless PT vest and pleated tennis skirt and white plimsolls. Edward had put on his old army PT kit which one would have to say looked a little incongruous given his paunch. They made their way over to the gymnasium building safe in the knowledge that all the boys and other staff were busy in the accommodation block, well away from the scene of the forthcoming punishments. On entering the gym, Edward quickly checked that all was correct and ready to go. He couldn’t help but notice the view of Amanda as she sat at her desk with legs that seemed to go on forever, carefully placed together with a sideways slant as they were tight under the desk, with the hem of her dress gathered right at the top of her thighs. It seemed that wherever he looked he would find a view that would keep the fire in his belly well alight, be it Amanda’s long legs, Eva’s short tennis skirt flying up as she caned or the sight of two well-flogged bottoms.
 
    
 
   “…..left right, left right, left right, Halt!” The sound of two almost naked young men being marched into the gymnasium. “Right Turn!” “At Ease!” There were gulps as the reality of Eva’s dress code for boys under severe punishment was revealed to those present. Amanda shifted her position as her jaw dropped on seeing two boy’s virtually nude with their appendages quite on show through the knickers they were wearing.
 
    
 
   The Rev Headmaster then began to formally address the two boys with their ‘crimes’ and to inform them that they would now undergo a severe caning of twelve strokes in the manner laid down by new school policy. Whilst this was going on Sister Janice went to her trolley and poured a quantity of antiseptic liquid onto a cloth and went to the punishment horse where one at a time she picked up the long dark lengths of rattan and with the cloth, cleaned off the last twelve inches or more of the end of the canes. The gleam from the end of the canes disappeared as the solution soaked into the rattan. Janice had picked up this from research she had done into judicial canings in South Africa, apparently to reduce the risk of infection. They would also be wiped between canings and at the end of the session before linseed oil was once again applied before storage. Edward and Eva now took possession of their canes and began practice swishes behind the two boys which must have made what was a frightening occasion for them even more worrying. They stared with disbelief at the cane laid across the school secretary’s desk and wondered just how much this was going to hurt. Unfortunately for them they didn’t know the half of it. One of the boys was told to about turn and face the wall opposite whilst the other was commanded to stand to the horse. If Amanda thought that the front view was revealing, the rear view was no less astonishing. The white cotton pants cut high across the buttocks leaving at least half bare. 
 
    
 
   It was the job of Edward and Eva to secure the boy to the horse, Sister asked them not to put the canes on the floor to keep them clean, so they were placed along with the spare cane across Amanda’s desk. The atmosphere could be cut with a knife as the tall lanky boy with the well-fleshed bottom was put across the horse. The modifications to the horse had done a fine job, making the boys bottom higher than his head and the body pulled taught with legs wide apart. At this point in the proceedings Sister wrapped a blood pressure cuff around the top of the boys left arm, then pumping up the rubber ball, she checked his blood pressure and pulse which she noted was 140 over 75, which she clearly expected to drop during the boys thrashing. 
 
    
 
   Whilst this was going on, Eva stepped up behind the boy and with both hands at the waist of his white pants, pulled suddenly and sharply upwards. The remainder of the buttocks then popped out from under the white cotton, effectively leaving his bottom completely bare. On stepping back the others could immediately see the effect. The knickers were now nothing more than a T shape with a thin strip running up the centre of the well-separated cheeks. Edward and the Rev Headmaster had certainly not expected this but nevertheless, were well pleased with the result. Sister didn’t bat an eyelid before going to her trolley, picking up a large triangular shaped lump of leather, she pulled back the top of the boys pants and pushed the piece of leather with its narrow section down inside, the effect being to cover and protect the bottom of the spine. Looking very efficient in her Sisters formal uniform now with the cape removed, revealed her best white and blue uniform showing off her trim figure and good legs for a woman approaching middle age. 
 
    
 
   Janice then opened a large bottle of Surgical Spirit and picking up a large cotton swab she went to the rear of the horse and began to thoroughly douse the bare buttocks with the liquid. This had the effect of making the boy shiver once more as the goose pimples appeared across his rear. Sister then had one final trick up her sleeve as she went to her bag and removed a metal and leather bridle which she then explained to everyone present was a precaution she had found from her research only that week which would, when fitted, would prevent the boy from biting his tongue causing unnecessary injury. It was agreed that although a late decision, it was a good safety procedure to incorporate, the Headmaster asking Amanda to make a note and incorporate it into the amended policy document. 
 
    
 
   There was a slight struggle as the mouth brace was fitted and tightened to the boys head, but it was soon tightened causing his mouth to remain open with it’s wide brown leather strip keeping his teeth apart but not affecting breathing. Sister then quickly checked the leather straps securing his wrists, ankles, knees and waist. Indicating all was well, she moved aside where she could easily see the boys face and by a small step back also see his buttocks, which had started to quiver with the cold and probably sheer terror. The Headmaster now took charge of proceedings, everyone to follow their role as per the protocol. He announced, “Twelve strokes, with an examination at six, carry on please.”
 
    
 
   It had been agreed beforehand that each stroke would be called by Amanda, who would tick them off on a sheet of paper. This having been used as a method during judicial punishments to prevent mistakes. Amanda again squirmed in her chair as it was now over to her, then called loudly “Stroke one please!” then got ready with her stopwatch.
 
    
 
   As per their arrangement, Eva was to go first, giving two further trial swishes of the long rattan cane, then measuring her cane against the bare buttocks, the tip of the rod being just past the centre point of the right cheek. Eva then turned and walked back about three paces to the rear and two to the left of the boy across the horse. Two small black crosses on the wooden floor of the gym indicated a position for her to begin and return to before her next stroke. The room now deadly quiet except for the occasional creak in the old wooden gym and the heavy breathing of the boy bent over for punishment. Holding the cane in two hands then pulling her right arm up and back fully behind her, Eva then skipped forwards, twisting her body whilst bending her knees, pulling the long cane forwards in a huge arc. The air whooshed outwards then the cane struck the proffered bottom where it buried itself to the hilt in the soft flesh, the tip wrapping around the side of the right buttock but not far enough to catch the hipbone. Eva then followed through like a seasoned golfer as though she was trying to drive the boy and horse forwards. As the cane bounced elastically off the boy’s bottom, it left behind a dark grey line which instantly began to darken rapidly as the air was rushed out of the boys body, leaving him fighting for breath. There was the click of the stopwatch held in Amanda’s hand as she marked off the first stoke on her sheet. The boy was now writhing in his bonds, the line across his bottom now a dark purple with a black lump at the end on the side of his right buttock, which was beginning to ooze slightly. Eva returned to her footmarks and with some satisfaction eyed the results of the first official stroke of the new cane. Amanda continued to squirm at her desk, certainly now feeling a little ‘funny’ down below, she had never imagined that she would be witness to a bare bottom caning, less still one as severe as this.
 
    
 
   “Stroke Two!” called the young red haired secretary as the sweeping hand on the stopwatch reached one minute. Edward now had to respond to the devastating cane stroke everyone had just witnessed, it wasn’t a competition but he was sure that the Headmaster, his young Senior Mistress, Sister and Amanda were watching with interest. 
 
    
 
   Edward once again relied upon brute force. Using the considerable power in his arm he smashed the four-foot length of rattan as hard as he could across the quivering buttocks. Mewling and gurgling sounds came from the boy inside his bridle as his body shook with the force of the stroke. An expert eye would notice that whereas the Senior Mistress had created a deep penetrating weal full across both cheeks, easily twelve inches across, Edward had made a shorter but deeper weal mainly across the left side of the boy’s bottom. As everyone waited and watched, this second cane weal began to turn black with small pinhead size droplets of blood forming. A minute later and Eva drew her own dark brown rod back and high behind her.
 
    
 
   “Stroke Three!” called the young lady sat at the desk. 
 
    
 
   A slow motion view if available would have revealed a most graceful but powerful action as the young woman quickly stepped into her stroke, her short pleated skirt flicking up to reveal an attractive, but more substantial pair of knickers than those adorning the boy who now received the blow from a perfectly applied cane stroke. The rod again burying itself to the hilt across the boys bottom, the end again flicking round the end of the far buttock to strike with tremendous velocity. Both cheeks displaying a vulgar back and forth motion as the boy fought without success against the pain inflicted. A strange muffled roar came from the boy’s throat through the fitted leather and steel muffle. As the long pause between strokes went on, the second such cane weal inflicted by Eva was perfectly placed and parallel to her first but this time lower down just above the crease. Quickly turning purple along its considerable width, glistening in appearance with the now trademark black olive tip mark, which again began to ooze slightly. The acoustics of the gymnasium certainly added to the sound effects. The loud whoosh of rattan followed by the crack across bare flesh resounded back and forth in the large airy gymnasium that of course had no soft furnishings. 
 
    
 
   “Stroke four!” called the school secretary whilst again squirming in her chair. She wondered what the boy waiting for his turn must have been feeling as he stood opposite her with his hands on his head and his genitals barely concealed in the ridiculously small knickers. He did look more than a little pale and was that tears she could see? Amanda wondered if he might react to what he might be able to see under her desk as she moved her legs once more. However the boy was far too terrified of what was happening to his friend to pay attention to Amanda’s little games.
 
    
 
   Edward’s second stroke followed the earlier pattern of causing a shorter but deeper weal, this time across the nearest buttock, more by accident than design. Following the muted roar from the boy, his buttocks began to shake and writhe continuously, Sister seeing the problem, immediately went to the waist strap and hauled it tighter by a full two holes, forcing yet more air out of his body and splaying his buttocks further apart. 
 
    
 
   “Stroke five!”
 
    
 
   Eva curled back her torso with the cane held as far behind as possible, then leapt forwards, again pulling the four feet of rattan to cut through the air with gusto, then continuing her action in the follow through as though wishing to drive the boy into wall. The old vaulting horse was very heavy and easily contained the violence of the stroke as well as the attempted threshing of the restrained boy under punishment. All watched as the initial dark grey line, across the lower portion of the boy’s bottom, quickly flushed carmine with blackened edges and the tell tale lump around the edge of a bottom that was now looking very swollen.
 
    
 
   “Stroke Six!” called the girl acting like a referee, as the Deputy Head threw himself into his third attempt to equal the skill being shown by his younger female colleague. This time, he did manage to lay his cane across a fuller width and also pulled the stick off the flesh. Immediately a trickle of blood ran from a blue/black line, which crossed other weals breaking open the skin. Another roar from the boy, together with the associated shaking and writhing of his body despite being securely fastened to the gym horse. 
 
    
 
   The Rev Headmaster now announced a short five-minute break for Sister to assess the boy. His yells and screams lowered to mewling again and he was slobbering from his mouth, which was restrained by his leather bridle. The school nurse went into action, re-checking the boy’s blood pressure and pulse. Janice announced to no one in particular that it had fallen but was not dangerously low. Her next move however, was a shock for the boy on the gym horse. Using a large wet swab of surgical spirit, she wiped the swollen and bloodied buttocks in front of her, causing the boy to squeal like a stuck pig as the ferocity of the sting took hold. The others gathered round, even young Amanda left her position as timekeeper and record keeper to pay close attention to the caned buttocks thus revealed after swabbing. The blood was cleaned off successfully, to reveal a quivering mass of purple, blue and black welts, which stood out like strips of rhubarb. Where the strokes had crossed revealed where the bleeding had been coming from as well as the spectacular black lumpy bruises on his right buttock. The Headmaster commented that the results were impressive but asked the nursing Sister for her opinion as whether the caning should continue. Janice took a deep breath before announcing that in her opinion the boy was undergoing considerable distress, but that was after all the intention. Nods and murmurs of agreement all round. Janice indicated that the caners should attempt to spread the punishment across the remainder of the flesh, clearly indicating that the crossing over of the strokes was causing most of the physical damage. 
 
    
 
   Eva wasn’t sure if it was her imagination but she was sure that after the cleaning down with Surgical Spirit, the cane marks looked even more spectacular. Six strokes had left the buttocks in a pretty sorry state but after cleaning it was clear that there was scope for the additional six strokes. The nurse confirmed this, indicating to the Headmaster that the punishment could continue.
 
    
 
   “Stroke seven!” called the secretary, who had now returned to her position at the small desk. The lithe body of the school’s senior mistress, Eva now concentrated by placing the end of her four feet of terror across the very lowest area of the buttocks which had surprisingly not received direct attention. Rubbing the end of the cane across the crease between buttocks and thighs, Eva intended to change that. Keeping her concentration was not easy given the constant wailing and mewling from the boy across the gym horse, but she walked back to her pre-ordained footmarks on the gym floor and whilst keeping her eyes on the area of flesh she was intending to strike, began her routine of twisting her body round with her caning arm extended fully behind her, before quickly covering the three paces whilst her body untwisted, bending her knees and driving the heavy cane through the air like a meat cleaver, the stick landing perfectly across the crease area of the left cheek whilst the end of the cane bounded elastically across to the right cheek. As the athletic young woman drove the follow through as though she wished to knock the boy into the yard outside, a perfect purple and blue welt quickly formed across the lowest part of the boy’s buttocks. 
 
    
 
   As he screamed through his bridle and his bottom shook with the sheer velocity of the stroke, the weal began to form black edges with little pinpricks of blood where the extreme pressure had forced blood out of the damaged capillaries.
 
    
 
   “Stroke eight!” called Amanda when her stopwatch reached the one-minute mark. Edward seemed to have settled down now rather than trying to impress, using a more lazy movement where the sheer weight of the long cane was doing the work, he was able to stripe the buttocks for their whole width for the first time. Higher up on the buttocks this time, they shook as the pain buried itself deep into the boy’s brain causing another stifled scream.
 
    
 
   “Stroke nine!” saw Eva poised on her footmarks, concentrating hard on the placement of her next stroke. Spotting an area of unused flesh was by now becoming more difficult, but with a leap she covered the ground between herself and the horsed young man whilst twisting her body and this time striking the lower buttocks again, but this time with an upwards motion which seemed to lift the boy’s bottom as though pushing it towards his lower back, before the flesh bounced back down, eliciting another scream from the bound young man. As the flesh writhed, another blood filled welt blossomed fully across, darkening rapidly into the blue and black tramline marking.  As others studied the result of what was the hardest cane stroke so far, the young woman who had given it calmly walked back to her footmarks, not even breathing heavily. Though in truth Eva was finding this to be a most exhilarating experience, whilst at the same time treating the occasion in a most serious manner, she truly believed that such boys as these were deserving of the most severe punishments allowed by law. She would most definitely not approve of any sort of titillation element. Quite unlike two others in the gym that afternoon. The Rev Headmaster was having to calm the swelling in his trousers, as he had done since his earlier visit to the changing area where along with the school nurse he watched the boys showering. The other was the youngest present, but fortunately for her any irregularities were easier to hide, the school secretary was able to keep her arousal hidden beneath her dress but felt sure to need a visit to the toilet during a lull in proceedings. 
 
    
 
   “Stroke ten!”
 
    
 
   Edward now a little red in the face, from both effort and concentration, leapt into his stroke, but the lash fell mainly on the edge of the left buttock where the tip buried itself and upon reappearance revealed a bloody contusion which trickled immediately down the back of the boy’s left leg.  Meanwhile Eva calmly concentrated on what would be her final stroke. The middle to lower areas were now heavily marked and if given any further punishment, the flesh would easily split open, in her opinion.  Although she hadn’t discussed with the group directly the placement of individual cane strokes, she had always thought that strokes given just underneath the crease at the very tops of the legs to be a particularly effective. So with this in her mind, she made up her mind to go for this area of unpunished flesh. 
 
    
 
   “Stroke eleven!”
 
    
 
   With a twist to her body, Eva wound herself forwards for the final time, her short PE skirt flipping right up as she swept forwards, struck and followed through. The fresh area of flesh under attack immediately began to shudder and writhe, as the boy yelled out once more. A perfectly horizontal purple and blue welt appeared across the tops of both legs, the gap in the centre harmless, as the boy’s testicles were pulled up taught by the specially chosen underwear. Her part in this boy’s punishment had come to an end so she could now relax and moved to one side to watch Edward’s effort. Pretty much everyone was uncertain as to where he would place his last stroke. 
 
    
 
   “Stroke twelve!”
 
    
 
   Surprisingly, the Deputy Head went for the comparatively unmarked upper area of the buttocks where the bottom is not so well padded. A vicious crack, which resonated as had all the others, around the walls of the gymnasium, struck the lower end of the triangular pad that had been inserted into the top of the boys knickers to prevent damage to the bottom of his spine. The force of the blow knocked the pad almost out of the top of the boy’s pants. Sister Janice felt fully vindicated for insisting on the protection for the base of the spine. The stoke may not have hit the bone but it would have been mighty close. By now the boy across the gym horse was at the very end of his endurance, his mouth slathering onto the floor.  
 
    
 
   As those present gathered round to look at his flogged behind, the school nurse first of all removed his mouth bit and bridle from his head. Then quickly checked his pulse and his blood pressure. Janice thought she had better let him recover slightly before cleaning off his buttocks, as the application of surgical spirit so soon after the conclusion of the beating, would in her opinion be unnecessarily cruel, as when she did finally do it she knew that it would hurt atrociously. As the minutes ticked by the swollen buttocks did look rather nasty, the whole area now suffused into a large bruise with additional swelling onto the tops of the boy’s legs. All overlaid with the stripes that stood out like rhubarb, albeit purple and black rhubarb. The bleeding had in fact stopped, with dried rivulets down the backs of his legs. As the boy seemed to calm a little, the Rev Headmaster, his Deputy and the Senior Mistress decided that they were well satisfied and would be taking a short break for a stiff drink, over in the staff room. 
 
    
 
   Sister said that she needed to clean the boy up and would stay back in case there were any problems as the boy was due to stay across the horse for another thirty minutes. Amanda said that she would stay, knowing that she had an agenda of her own. As the trio of teachers left the gymnasium, Janice the school nurse prepared to clean the boy up, knowing that it was going to be a very painful experience for the boy. Amanda stood up from her desk and stretched her limbs, whilst with a ‘I know something that you don’t’ kind of smile, at the ashen boy still awaiting his turn over the horse, who stood legs apart, hands on head.
 
    
 
   “Here, you may as well make yourself useful Amanda,” said the nurse as she handed the girl a pack of gauze off her medical trolley.
 
    
 
   “Let me pour some of my surgical spirit onto them and you can clean up the canes,” said the nurse indicating the long rods placed over what had been Amanda’s small desk. She took hold of one of the canes and began to wipe the last few inches with the wet cloth, which quickly became stained with the claret coloured residue from being whipped so severely across the boy on the horse.
 
    
 
   A sudden full-blooded yell came from the boy as Janice poured surgical spirit directly onto his buttocks and began to dab and wipe the flogged area. 
 
    
 
   “I am just going to nip to the loo Janice if that’s alright?” said the young secretary.
 
    
 
   “OK, I’ll go when you come back then,” replied the nurse. 
 
    
 
   Neither women were in the slightest bit concerned about being on their own with the two boys. In retrospect it was perhaps unwise of the others to leave them on their own given that the offence the boys had committed was escape! They probably felt that the Sister was quite a formidable personality and normally boys were most obedient in her presence.
 
    
 
   Amanda swung open the doors of the gym and headed for the changing rooms. Somewhat shocked she saw that the toilets had no doors! However she thought quite rightly that no one else that would come in at this time. Choosing a stall that was right at the end the girl quickly pulled up her short dress and dropped her knickers, noting the dampness and unique smell of feminine arousal as she did so. Having relieved herself, Amanda couldn’t resist the temptation to touch herself between the legs, so powerful was the scene she had just left that all other night time fantasies were left trailing in its wake. A few minutes later, somewhat flushed, the school secretary, re arranged her clothing, checked her appearance and make up in the single mirror on the wall and set off back to the gymnasium, to see if her little plan was to work out.
 
    
 
   Returning through the double doors, her heels clicking on the wooden floor, straight ahead were the freshly swabbed buttocks of the boy across the gym horse. The twelve individual weals were a study in purple and blue with sharp black and red edges. Amanda had never previously seen the results of caning on a bare bottom. The most she had been able to see were the odd purple mark at the top of a boy’s legs when they were dressed in PE shorts. The boy still awaiting his punishment was still ashen faced and trembling slightly, his feet apart in the ‘at ease’ position and his hands on his head. Looking at her watch, Amanda could see that there was still a good fifteen minutes left before the entourage would return to deal with the second boy.
 
    
 
   “I’ll be alright for a bit if you need to go to the toilet Janice,” said the younger girl.
 
    
 
   “I’ll nip back across to the main block, if that’s ok, not much privacy across here as you must have noticed eh?”
 
    
 
   Amanda nodded in acknowledgement and blushed at the thought that someone else had realised that she had used the boy’s toilets, without doors. As the nurse departed, Amanda thought that she would extend her teasing repertoire. The tall slim lad across the horse was snivelling away not really in a position to take much notice, but the other lad was paying plenty of attention. First she sat at her desk, turning the page in her notebook, writing the name of the second boy on her sheet. Making sure to give the standing young man an eyeful of legs and knickers with her skirt pulled up, in the same way she did when teasing Edward, the effect on the front of his white ladybird girls pants immediately came into view. On seeing this Amanda rose from her seat, picking up one of the dark brown heavy canes from her desk, and moved her willowy form across the floor of the gym to the young man stood with his hands on his head.
 
    
 
   “Are you looking forward to your caning boy?”
 
    
 
   “No miss,” came the stuttered reply.
 
    
 
   “Well I am, I remember you a few months ago, six wasn’t it, insubordination if I recall, ah yes you’re the strong silent type, but I doubt you will be silent this time eh?”
 
    
The boy looked down and didn’t reply. Amanda lifted the long cane, tapping it under his chin.
 
    
 
   “Look at me when I’m talking to you boy!” said the girl becoming irritated.
 
    
 
   “Just look at his bottom, yours will look like that, and you will cry just like him.”
 
    
 
   Amanda lowered the stick and began to strut around him whilst he obeyed, not moving a muscle. She stood as close to him as she could, pointy breasts digging into his back, continuing to tease him as only Amanda knew how. Reaching around to his front, she reached inside the ridiculously small knickers and out sprung his erect penis. She quickly and deftly skinned the foreskin back, and then rotated the palm of her hand across the exposed head, which was leaking copious clear pre-cum. The boy’s legs began to quiver as the girl continued to manipulate his genitals. Checking her watch, she let go of the boy’s penis, leaving it poking out of the top of his pants. Amanda walked back to her desk and chair, putting the cane back where it came from. The girl pulled her chair out from under the desk and placed it to one side before sitting down, once more arranging the folds of her sundress so that her thighs and knickers could be seen by the boy facing her.
 
    
 
   “You have about one minute to lose that erection boy before the others come back, I wouldn’t want to be in your pants if you can’t!”
 
    
 
    
 
   An unexpected part four and who knows even a part five! 
 
   Amanda gets the Deputy Head to agree to allow her to give a boy the cane. 
 
   Eva meets the redoubtable Mr Wildman and decides to give her daughter basic caning rights over her boy cousin…………..
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The Art of Domination

Chapter 1

by Jan
 
   Please let me relate how I acquired my own pathetic male slave. To male readers, I suggest you read on with great trepidation. I'm sure that whilst you may wank off with envy in your dreams of submission, that if you were to trade places with my pansy male you would rue the day you made the choice. Certainly my pansy has learnt that his fantasies were preferable to the reality of his current existence. 
 
 
   I have always been of a dominant personality but had no idea how one could derive so much enjoyment from the total enslavement of a male until I read a few magazine articles. It was my slave who introduced me to these stories and letters. He used to get quite excited over the letters from ladies and use the stories as stimulation for his own sexual relief! Through severe punishment, rigid denial and enforced petticoat discipline, I have transformed him from an arrogant chauvinist who used to think only of himself into a pansy whose role in life is to satisfy my every whim. 
 
    
 
   I first met him through work. He was renowned for his aggressive behaviour and chauvinistic attitude to female staff. I had also met his wife, I don't know how she put up with his behaviour, and she described his selfish nature on one occasion. He was a typical spoilt child who grew up in a home where the man came first and the women did the chores. He didn't even know how to hold an iron - that is until after he met me! You can imagine therefore my surprise when I later learnt of his fantasies for female domination. So often it is the men with power who seek such relief, politicians, company directors, etc. Sally, as he is now known in my house, is actually a partner in a small business now, but previously he held senior positions with large corporations. 
 
    
 
   His enslavement followed my supposedly happily married life, when I caught my then husband in bed with another woman once too often. He had strayed throughout our marriage and I eventually decided enough is enough. I was going through a bitter divorce when, quite by chance, I had an interesting heart to heart with Sally, who at the time could only be described as an acquaintance. He had separated by now and after a few drinks we probably told each other things we shouldn't. It just helped to talk though. To cut a long story short, I had told him of my personal problems, and specifically how I would never trust a man again as long as I lived, when he casually mentioned the idea of males being made to wear a chastity belt. 
 
    
 
   Well, I was immediately fascinated by the idea, feeling a need for revenge at the time. I contacted him again later to find out more, I couldn't sleep for the thought of actually getting my own back on males in general. He was rather nervous and embarrassed at first and I could understand his reluctance to discuss something with me that was to say the least unusual. But, unconcerned with his discomfort, I insisted that he tell me more. Eventually he just opened up and told of his life long desire to be dominated. I guess he saw the chance of his fantasy lifestyle finally coming true. He told of how he had even paid to be dominated, related stories from magazines and even gave me a few issues to read. 
 
    
 
   I spent many evenings after that talking with Sally, getting him to explain things and provide me with other magazines. I kept our relationship friendly and close, but deliberately I did not allow sex. We chatted over many other topics and developed a close bond. With my divorce out the way, and Sally hooked, I'm sure he used to go home and wank off every night, I suggested that maybe we should develop our relationship further along the lines of our discussions. 
 
    
 
   To make matters easy for me I suggested that Sally write down the kind of situation he surmised would evolve between us, and tell me just what he would expect from me. Sally proposed to marry me, wear a chastity belt, so I could be sure he wouldn't stray like my previous husband, and carry out all of my domestic chores whilst dressed as a Maid. 
 
    
 
   I thought of the freedom from housework, but also the satisfaction of knowing that here would be a man who would have to be faithful to me, or else. There was so much else to consider, but when I gave him a positive response he was very relieved that I had agreed to take him in hand and, as I felt his crotch, I could tell just how much he was unable to control himself. I vowed to myself that if that's what he wanted then I was the woman who was going to give it to him. In his obvious enthusiasm to become my property he neglected to ask what sort of conditions I would impose, but then I did not think it was up to me to point out any disadvantages he would feel in our arrangements. 
 
    
 
   For Sally, all was not to be quite what he envisaged. Whilst I wanted to be sure about his commitment I had decided a number of things beforehand. There would definitely be no sex between us. I was already aware of the delight of cunnilingus, although my husband disliked it, and now I was determined to make it my main course in my new relationship. I had no idea how Sally felt on this and quite honestly did not care. 
 
    
 
   There was much to arrange. I now lived in a small unit near the city. This suited my proposed lifestyle, theatre, arts, meals out with my friends, etc. Sally lived in the country. His sports were golf and fishing and he had an hour-long drive to the office each day. This all had to go of course. He would not have the time for his golf or fishing, or any other pastimes. An hour's drive to work also meant less time for chores. I intended to live in luxury and work him very hard. It took several months for him to settle his affairs. I made it clear there would be no relationship until he had divested himself of everything. 
 
    
 
   Finally came the day of the registry office. We were to go away for a weekend honeymoon and then home to his new life. On that first night I dressed as sexily as I could, I knew all that turned him on. I then had him lay down on the bed while I caressed him and introduced him to his chastity belt, explaining how it fit. He was rock hard. I explained that for our first night he should try it out and serve me with his lips. To appreciate that, I came first. Pardon the pun. He readily agreed. 
 
    
 
   He had previously shown me an American magazine with a range of chastity belts for mail order sales. I had ordered one ready for our honeymoon. A special tube encases the deflated penis. It consists of five steel rings each welded to four steel bars, the latter form the slightly curved tube shape. The rings are equally spaced apart along the length of the 'tube'. The rings taper in size towards the end and are just wide enough to pull the relaxed penis through. One could not insert the erect organ in the device. Each solid steel bar and ring is about 2mm in diameter. Thus the rings combined with the bars form an exceedingly rigid sheath that tightly encases the deflated organ. The end is the fifth ring so normal urinal functions can be performed. 
 
    
 
   There is no way that one can rub the penis to gain release, and erections are actually uncomfortable as the tube inhibits the normal swelling. The locking mechanism fits tightly behind the scrotum so there is no way to remove it without the key. It is made of hardened marine grade stainless steel so it won't corrode. It would take a great deal of effort to hack saw through, an endeavour that would severely damage the organs themselves due to the tight fit. And nobody is going to put a welder near such a sensitive place! 
 
    
 
   The waistband was an extra addition of my choosing to increase the humiliation of wearing the device. Two chains welded to the end ring are lead between the legs drawing the organ between them. The chains go up over the buttocks to the waistband, and are permanently secured at a point spaced either side of the centre back. The penis is held pointing downwards and backwards between the legs. The wearer is able to urinate without any problem but has to squat like a female, although other ablutions are carried out as normal. Once locked on it is quite impossible to remove without the key. 
 
    
 
   Back to our honeymoon night. Smiling I advised we'd have to do something about his erection and went to get the ice bag from the freezer. His ardour cooled, he actually assisted me with fastening on the belt. It could be locked without the keys and, unknown to Sally, I had safely deposited them at the bank. When I later explained to him that I had 'forgotten' the keys he threw a real little tantrum. But I reminded him who was the boss and he soon settled down. 
 
    
 
   With hindsight I was very unfair on Sally because it wasn't until then that I spelt out my conditions, which were more onerous on him than he would have wished. But so what ladies, if he wanted to be dominated then I felt I should at least do it properly and this philosophy has proved to be correct over the last five years. And yes ladies, for the last five years I have been one of those lucky women to achieve an almost perfect relationship with a member of the opposite sex. Sally has become my property, and been trained in the art of true servitude by the enforced wearing of female clothing and carrying out those duties that in many households are still considered to be the preserve of females. 
 
    
 
   From cooking meals, washing and ironing to cleaning, all of these duties are the sole responsibility of my pansy, and to be carried out to near perfection, sometimes under my supervision and at other times when he is alone in the house. Through a strict routine of denial of the so-called marital-rights my pathetic male has now learnt how to satisfy me, frustrated, frocked and suitably demure in a position that many males wish they too could be in. Or do they really? For now my little pansy has sampled nirvana he finds it not as he imagined and would have it a different way if I would let him. Which I think proves a point that many men treat Fem Dom as a game. For my submissive little pansy it is a frightfully real experience that will last a lifetime. 
 
    
 
   I cannot believe how much I enjoy it. With my husband I would have had sex once or twice a week at most. Often it wasn't satisfying as he really only cared about his own pleasure. With Sally it is so different. I come once or twice a night now as he avidly laps at my cunt. He has learnt to massage me too. With my guidance he has learned all my pleasure spots and uses his tongue as directed. Since he has no hope of relief on a day to day basis he knows he must satisfy me and there is no point in his own arousal or pleasure, since it only provides for further frustration since his belt will not be removed! 
 
    
 
   He further knows that if he doesn't perform he will earn demerit points. As I'll explain later, these lead to dire consequences for Sally, he'll do anything to avoid a demerit. Consequently I truly have a most active and desirable sex life without the need for a penis. Sometimes I may have him between my legs for an hour or more while I come several times. He spends time there every day. I know he enjoys pleasing me, though he still craves his own release. But that simply heightens the pleasure for me. Sometimes I'll read a book while he licks away, or watch a film. On other occasions I make him give me the works, but always, it's what I desire, not what he wants. Ladies, try it, it's wonderful! 
 
    
 
   And afterwards I leave him to his chores. Sally is now an early riser. He needs to get up early to complete his chores. He rises at five and does a couple of hours before leaving for the office at quarter to eight. He's home by six when he prepares the evening meal and then gets down to work, until I need him for his marital duties. I have a job too so we enjoy a good income and could afford a housekeeper. But I prefer to keep Sally in his place. I go out three or four nights a week. On such occasions I always make sure he has plenty to complete. He must of course stay up until my return when he assists me to undress, relaxes me and then slides under the covers to give me my pleasure. Then, unsated, he can return to his own bed. Yes, he is not allowed to sleep with me, I don't want to put up with his wriggling and snoring. 
 
    
 
   On other nights he has the pleasure of helping with my hair, something I know he enjoys, or would if he could gain release. He is quite accomplished and can wash, condition, colour and set it like a professional. He does my nails, after cleaning my feet with his tongue, shaves my legs, under my arms and generally pampers me. I can honestly say I haven't had to lift a finger around the place since he moved in. 
 
    
 
   As I have said previously, it may be that I misled my pansy originally in what he could expect from becoming my property. I am really not too concerned about his feelings though as he at least does get to do many of the things he has spent years dreaming about whilst playing with himself. Although it is not as enjoyable for him now that he is denied his almost daily routine of sexual relief. 
 
    
 
   For my pansy's role I have made him, much to his dislike, wear the stainless steel chastity belt permanently. It transpired that he had an idea I would only use the belt when he was away from me! Ridiculous. Apart from a cleaning and inspection once a month the belt remains solidly locked in place and no amount of pleading has or will ever change my opinion of its necessity. It is an interesting point for males reading this to note, that whilst you may well wish such discipline and masturbate about it at will, when you are forced to undergo it so strictly as my pansy has then it is far from the pleasure you might imagine. 
 
    
 
   The belt has remained locked on since that fateful evening and my pathetic pansy always has his hands and feet restrained during a cleaning/inspection session. There is no escape and I can say with not a shred of pity he now rues the day he willingly let, even assisted, me lock it tightly around him. He has assured me that whilst he imagined it to be a frustrating experience he had hoped I would be more sympathetic to his plight. He now hates it because it has become an ever-present reminder of my total domination of him and his life and states he will never get used to wearing it. And that is the whole point; because I will never tire of knowing he is wearing it. 
 
    
 
   Originally, when I first fitted the belt onto him, I was adamant that for him a life of chastity would mean complete denial of any relief whatsoever. He pleaded to be allowed some form of relief but it was one of my conditions for me accepting him, so after a few tear-stained pillowcases he became resigned to his predicament. And anyway, I just love the thought of his inability to be able to bring himself off. Fortunately for him however, I have relented in that I now allow my pansy up to six hand reliefs a year. This may seem apparent generosity on my part, and might be frowned upon by some of your more enthusiastic female readers, but believe me, I have turned this to my advantage. 
 
    
 
   So, suitably restrained on his bed, I remove the chastity belt and arouse him, which brings back all those delightful memories of times past, then quickly bring him off into a condom. 
 
    
 
   I then follow through with a very thorough smacking of the penis with a plastic ruler. Not until the tears are flowing freely do I apply a heat cream and refit the belt. Sally squeals like a stuck pig and is exceedingly sore afterwards, but dare not complain. For my pansy there is no choice, he has to pay the price of a lot of soreness since I am a most enthusiastic smacker and the heat cream burns for an hour or more! Afterwards he feels total abasement of how he got himself into this position, from which I love to assure him there is no escape. Further it also reinforces an important reliance he has on me. 
 
    
 
   Another aspect that my pansy wanted was to be able to do all my housework dressed as a Maid. This did appear to be somewhat of an odd request at the time and I really wondered what possible enjoyment or pleasure my pansy would get from what I knew would be simply domestic drudgery. When I saw the outfit he proposed to wear then I understood immediately his idea of what being a Maid would be like. The outfit he presented to me was quite unsuitable for what I had in mind. 
 
    
 
   You see Sally's view of female domination was far too concerned with sex and sexual relief, and he certainly had this view that dressed up in this short frilly outfit complete with suspender belt, black stockings and high-heels it became something of a sexy experience, a good turn-on, and to him no doubt it was. 
 
   But I had other ideas; this was not going to be a game. From the start I vowed that my pansy would not be allowed to pretend to be a female. He would be a man made to wear frocks, and the idea that he thought it would be possible for him to pass himself off as an attractive sexy miss mincing about with a duster or hide his humiliation under a costume/wig needed to be purged from him. After all, I wanted real work-from this pathetic creature and for it to look as ludicrous as it was embarrassing for him to stand before me, not as a man, but as simply a man dressed up in female clothing. 
 
    
 
   To this end I decreed that once home from work, and all of the weekend my pansy would don clothes that I felt befitted his status in the house. Initially he baulked at my ideas but I just suggested I might lose the key to his chastity belt and he soon understood that it would be better to go along with my ideas. The idea of the sexy little maid’s number was the first to be discarded. But what amazed me was that he most objected to me discarding his black stockings, here was my male pleading to be allowed to wear not trousers but black stockings! I knew now that I had him where I wanted and pressed relentlessly on with my ideas. 
 
    
 
   Now I can very proudly tell you just how my delightful pansy Sally dresses upon arrival home from work. Once undressed down to his chastity belt my little wanna-be-maid puts on tights, not sexy black or fishnet but simply plain shaded ones such as Topaz. He gets to experience that nice feel around his shaven legs, which would still arouse his penis to an erection, were it not for the chastity belt, but looks completely sexless. And yes he is totally shaved of all body hair. Over his tights he pulls on one of his white long-legged panty corselets. He has been on a diet since day one but I feel the control of his body this gives adds something to his overall demeanour as he moves about. He also looks a prat! Over this I insist on a plain white slip, for what lady is not correctly dressed without her slip! 
 
    
 
   My pansy then wears refined pleated tunics. Rose pink, pale lemon or powder blue. He has six with slightly different styles such as button through or zip fastening, sleeveless or half sleeve etc. The only consistent aspect of this ridiculous wardrobe is the hemline, which I insist will always be just below the knee. This makes him look even more ludicrous. Footwear is of a similarly practical nature, perhaps white peep-toe sandals for instance, or even a pair of mules. To complete this humiliating garb I insist he always wears the most ridiculous style of earrings; these are a constant reminder, without the need for the many mirrors around the house, of how ridiculous he looks. I do not allow a wig - he is a male dressed in female clothing. 
 
    
 
   I have also introduced the most exceptionally severe and humiliating corporal punishment to ensure total discipline and perfection. I'll describe this and the reasons behind it later. However there are also times when I need to use punishment as a means of expressing some minor dissatisfaction with his work or manner. When a spanking is required I will use a good old-fashioned hairbrush. 
 
    
 
   But, I still find it can be very effective to have him writing schoolgirl lines. These he has to do when travelling for his job. No lounging around in hotel rooms for my pansy. Instead he might find himself copying copious lines from a dull textbook, or memorising a soliloquy from a Shakespeare play. I give him sufficient to keep him going for many hours each night. Depending upon my mood he will find himself copying 500 or more lines of prose. 
 
    
 
   On one recent trip I made him learn a twenty line soliloquy as well as copy it out two hundred times! He must have been bored to tears after five nights of that! Four thousand lines in all. Eight hundred written out each and every night. He started to object when he phoned in on the second night. He'd got to his room at six and hadn't finished copying the lines until three in the morning, he had to be up at seven thirty and he still had to learn it too. I almost felt sorry for him. Perhaps I had set too many? But my rules are never to offer solace. So I simply smiled and enquired whether he was trying to say he didn't have enough to do. He knew to keep quiet after that. 
 
    
 
   He came back with over 130 pages of writing. It had taken him 8 hours plus every night he was away! No pleasant evenings dining out for my prat while I keep house in his absence! You should have seen his face when I just tossed them in the bin without even checking them. Surprisingly he managed to get two words wrong in his recital. This earned him two demerits for all his efforts. 
 
    
 
   Soon after he moved in I established a variety of rules. If he was to enjoy dressing like a female then he would learn too of the rigours that females have had to endure in male dominated society over the years. 
 
    
 
   He quickly learnt to adapt to the basic rules. No socks or other male underwear. He wears his panties, slip and tights to match the colour of his suit. Ladies for many years had to put up with showing their sexy ankles. Sally has never accepted this and is still acutely embarrassed that someone might notice he is wearing stockings beneath his suit trousers at the office. Consequently, like a lady, he has to be very careful over his posture when sitting down. I've also had all his pockets sewn up. Ladies have had to put up with garments with no pockets for centuries in pursuit of fashion. Sally can learn to cope to, or use a handbag! 
 
    
 
   Alcohol is totally forbidden and all his money is paid into a joint account that needs two signatures. He signs the cheques in advance and I keep the book. He has a credit card with a $500 limit that he is only allowed to use in emergencies or for petrol. All other expenses must be approved by me. He is given an allowance of $5 per week. He must account for every cent of this allowance and keep receipts for every item. No receipt and he is in trouble. 
 
    
 
   He obviously finds this most awkward, but I won't relent. It is important that he realises he is totally dependent upon me and that he has no financial involvement in the running of our household. If I consider the expenditure frivolous then he loses a demerit. He must also learn to save from his allowance to purchase little presents for me, particularly for my birthday, Xmas and on Valentine's Day. He must keep all this in a ladies purse, not the leather wallet he used to own. 
 
    
 
   He is required to keep his nails long, trimmed in a feminine fashion and lacquered with a clear polish. This contrasts with the macho image he used to portray. He shaves all his body hair off and uses a hot wax to keep his skin smooth and hairless. I've even threatened to make him pluck his eyebrows. I've only relented on this due to his position in the business. 
 
    
 
   I remember once being out with some friends. Her husband, as most males are want to do, spent time ogling some of the more beautiful young girls, you know the type, their clothes reveal more than they conceal. When a comment was passed his wife remarked with a laugh "He can look so long as he doesn't touch." Not Sally, if I ever catch him looking enviously at another female, be it when we're out, on TV or in a magazine he is in for the most dire consequences. I am the centre of his life, the be all and end all of his existence, and he'd better respect me in a fashion befitting my status in his life. 
 
    
 
   His chastity belt makes him sit on the toilet, which he finds a problem at seminars and the like. But we have that problem too don't we girls? There are no male toiletries in our house. I make him wear feminine body cologne and deodorant rather than one of the male brands. Before our marriage he used to wear shorts a lot when he went out casually. Whilst he is mostly tied up with chores at home now, I still allow him to wear shorts if he has to go out. He prefers not to though. I explained that lots of male athletes shave their legs so there was no reason he shouldn't wear his shorts. He protested that they don't have to wear ladies tights as well though. Mind you they're not pansy males either. And there was me thinking he wanted to wear female underwear! 
 
    
 
   He used to be quite sporty but has had to give up most sports now. After all women didn't partake in sports for many years. Besides he felt that swimming in a ladies costume was out the question and he didn't want to do aerobics or jogging in the pink lycra body suit I selected. Instead of sport I make sure he has plenty of work to sweat over at home. 
 
    
 
   I also made him sell his macho 4 Wheel Drive and bought him a little hatch back, special edition, marketed at young ladies. It's white with pink striping and he must keep it spotless. Pink sheepskin seat covers, a little cuddly toy hanging from the rear view mirror, a feminine fragrance from the dash and a big teddy bear on the back seat. He is acutely embarrassed by it and tells people it's mine. Personally I drive a much larger and flashier car. He has to know his place, like housewives did a few years back. I have a stereo, CD player, air-conditioning, electric windows, automatic locking etc. He has a radio only. 
 
    
 
   He is not allowed to watch any television, play any records or read anything other than business materials. When he has to fly somewhere I let him take a book with him and then ask him questions about it when he gets home. That way I know he's read it. I usually choose a Mills & Boon romance. I don't care what his problems are reading it. I know he'll have to read it in public since he won't have time in the hotel due to his writing lines! 
 
    
 
   Finally his room is decorated as if he were a nine-year-old girl. A nursery rhyme theme pervades with plenty of pinks and pastel colours, a nice flowery bedspread and lots of cuddly toys. What a laugh! 
 
    
 
   After the first few months I found Sally was slacking off a little. He still did his chores but the early enthusiasm wore off as monotony set in. He'd clean the toilet but the job wasn't as thorough as it should be. I decided this slackness would need to nipped in the bud very quickly. To this end I brought in the demerit system I mentioned earlier. I sat him down and explained I wasn't totally happy with his performance and some improvement and encouragement was needed. 
 
    
 
   I detailed how if ever I wasn't satisfied he had given 110% in his chores or his behaviour he would earn demerit points. Each point, once earned would stay on the calendar for 3 months before he could erase it. If he ever reached a total of 20 current demerit points he would be severely punished. 
 
    
 
   I knew he used to pay people to punish him and that I knew he would like me to spank him. The problem with spanking like this was he would probably engineer it so he got to lie across my lap. This was obviously not going to be satisfactory if I wanted to encourage better levels of performance and discourage slacking off. I had plans that would ensure that what I proposed would not be in the least bit pleasant. 
 
    
 
   I assured him he would truly rue the days he merited my punishments and left it at that. Well I can assure you he now tries his very hardest to avoid my wrath. My punishment is not looked forward to in the least. If the points creep up he tries like mad to avoid hitting that magical 20. But I never relent. As a consequence of the severity of these punishment sessions they are now very rare. 
 
    
 
   I don't think he really believed me the first time though since he earned his first thrashing within 1 month of the system coming into play, but ever since, his work has dramatically and consistently improved. 
 
    
 
   Let me explain that first session in detail and how the punishment works. Remember I needed to make sure it was a total punishment. If it wasn't an utter deterrent to his slack ways it wouldn't work…
 
   
 
 
   Continued in Volume 5…
 
   


 
   
  
 



Rosewater
 
   By Mrs Thackery
 
    
 
   Half opening my eyes I was awakened by the sounds coming from the bathroom. My husband was sharpening his straightedge razor on his old razor strop. Click-swish, click-swish. It had a lovely rhythm. 
 
   Yawning and stretching, trying to snuggle down deeper into the covers, I couldn't help but wonder why Tim was up so early. It’s Saturday and this is the one day we didn't have to get up at the crack of dawn. 'Well I'm staying in bed,' I thought to myself. 
 
   Trying to recapture my sweet dreams of laying on the hot sands of a tropical island, I rolled over to where Tim had been sleeping. My hand landed in a wet spot on the bed, my eyes flew wide open. I sat up like a shot, and pulled back the covers. There halfway down the bed was a wet spot about the size of a basketball. 
 
   I couldn't believe it, so this is why he's up so early. Did he think I wouldn't find this? Well he has a lot of explaining to do. 
 
   Slipping into my robe I walked into the bathroom. There was Tim with his face lathered, slowly working the straightedge razor over his left cheek. "Good morning," I cheerfully said as I gave him a hug around his waist from behind. 
 
   "Good morning, did you sleep well?” he asked. 
 
   “Yes, very well.” 
 
   He went back to his shaving without saying another word. I strolled over to the window to look out, and, without a minutes worth of hesitation, I asked him if there was something he wanted to tell me. I thought I'd give him his last chance to make a confession, but he didn't. Instead he apologised for waking me so early with the excuse that he wanted to get up to do some yard work. 
 
   “Oh!” I said as if I understood. I stood there waiting for him to finish up. When he towelled his face off, I sprung into action. I grabbed him by the ear and dragged him back into the bedroom. He protested the whole way saying "Ow, Ow! What are you doing?” The more he protested the more I twisted his ear until we stood before the bed. 
 
   "Did you really think I wouldn't notice this?" I demanded pointing to the bed. His face went red and he started stammering that it was just a little accident and he didn't know why I was having such a fit. 
 
   His lack of humility made me that much angrier. I pulled his ear downward until he was on his knees. Grabbing him by the back of the neck now I pushed his face into the wet spot rubbing his nose in it. Before letting him up I was able to reach for the hairbrush, which was on the nightstand by the bed. Sitting squarely on the side of the bed, I pulled him over my left knee wrapping my right leg over his. 
 
   "You’re going to spank me?" he asked disbelieving. 
 
   I didn't answer, I just took aim and gave his backside a thorough blistering that soon had him weeping like the big baby he was. "Now what were you saying about my attitude?" 
 
   "Nothing, nothing Ma'am. I'm sorry, I spoke out of turn." 
 
   "Yes you did, and you know what happens when you speak out of turn, I said looking at him with a stern expression on my face. 
 
   "I'm to be corrected," he whispered. 
 
   This was the humility in his voice I was looking for; I had him right where I wanted him, repentant. "I'm going to give you six more, and I want you to count them." 
 
   Silence, he didn't utter a word. 
 
   I raised my hand and brought the hairbrush down with a loud resounding smack when it hit his already fire red bottom. 
 
   "One!" he yelped. 
 
   Again I brought the stinging implement down on his bottom, but this time it was two blows, one right after another. 
 
   "Two! Three!" now sucking in his breath. 
 
   I have three more to give you and they are going to hurt, I said as I rubbed his bottom with my hand. I couldn't help but notice that two little white circles were forming on his cheeks. This meant that the circulation was leaving the area and I needed to rub the area till it was a rosy red again. 
 
   Raising my hand again, I felt him brace himself for a real stinger. 
 
   "Now you should know better," I said smiling, "when you brace yourself like that, it just hurts that much more. Relax!" 
 
   When he did, I laid another three strokes on his cheeks in rapid succession, and instead of counting like he was suppose to, his answer came as "Ow! Ow! Ow!" 
 
   "Get up! I ordered, come with me." I led him back into the bathroom. Turning on the faucets. Hot water began filling up the old-fashioned porcelain tub. I loved this old tub; it was great for stretching out and soaking. I poured a little rose water in the tub. This naughty boy needed a little perfuming. He smelled like a baby in wet pants. 
 
   The bubbles started to rise making a pretty white cloud. "Get in!" 
 
   “Oh,” he said as he lowered himself in the tub, “this is really hot, but not too hot, I don't want you to think that I'm complaining. In fact, it feels great; it's just my bottom that smarts.”
 
   This brought a smile to my face. He really was surprised when I used the hairbrush on his bottom. Not that I've never used it before, it's probably the most used implement I have. Before when I used it, he always knew he was going to be punished, this time things happened so fast that he wasn't prepared for it. 
 
   I should surprise him more often! 
 
   Tying the rubber apron around my waist so as not to get my silk robe wet, I took the bath-brush off the hook. I lathered it to a rich foam with a new bar of soap. Tim smiled thinking that the worst was over. Little did he know… I began scrubbing his body with the brush with a much heavier hand then I normally use. I started lecturing him on his naughty behaviour and that I will not tolerate such juvenile, dirty habits. I scrubbed every inch of his body until he was squeaky-clean. 
 
   Rinsing him off, I used water a little cooler then he would of liked, but I was enjoying myself, and couldn't help but make his plight last a bit longer. 
 
   Rubbing him down with the towel showed his skin glistening like a brand new baby. I was very pleased with myself, but I still had one more thing to do! 
 
   "Tim, the words you used to describe your behaviour earlier were anything but honest. Now would you like to try again?" 
 
   "Yes Ma'am. I know there's no excuse for what I did, the only way I can explain the wet spot, is to say that I didn't take the necessary precautions. You see Ma'am, I became so very aroused from last night that I lost control of myself. You were beautiful sitting there brushing your long hair, and when you asked me to brush it for you, I was elated. All this leading to a wonderful body massage and intimate touching. It was very difficult for me to go to sleep wrapped in your arms. I knew that you had a very hard day and were to tired to go any further, so I didn't ask for anything, but it drove me crazy with desire… The results were a wet dream." 
 
   "Had you given me your confession in the beginning it would have gone a long way Tim, but you chose not to. So this left me with no other alternative then to do what I did. Then there's the matter of your indignation. I was not at all pleased. Therefore I must wash your mouth out with soap." 
 
   Taking him once more by the back of the neck, I made him kneel down before me. Open your mouth nice and wide I ordered, and before he could protest I placed the bar of soap on his tongue. Bite on it! Now run your tongue back and forth on it. "Doesn't it taste good?" 
 
   Tim tried to answer "Yes Ma'am"! But his voice was muffled by the bar of soap. 
 
   "Alright give it to me!" I said, placing my hand under his chin. The bar of soap came sliding out of his mouth as soon as I spoke those words. He didn't want it in there any longer then need be. 
 
   "You may spit the bubbles out, but you will not rinse your mouth out! Do you understand?" 
 
   Kneeling before the sink trying to rid his mouth of the foul tasting soap, Tim nodded his head in compliance. 
 
   "Now get dressed young man! You have my breakfast to make. And by the way, after breakfast, we're going shopping to find you a rubber sheet for your side of the bed. I want you to be prepared for the next accident. Besides, it will help remind you of what a little boy you really are." 
 
   "Yes Ma'am." 
 
   The End


 
   
  
 



The Summons
 
    
 
   By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch
 
    
 
   I was away on a business trip and emailed Mistress towards the end of it to request permission to sleep in on my final morning of the trip. I did not have to leave until noon, work was over for the week, and I had a few hours spare up my sleeve on my final morning. It had been a big week of work with long days followed by functions to attend every evening of the trip. I received the following reply:
 
    
 
   “No you may not Karen. You have a lot of ground to make up. We are heading for a 4 day holiday and you have just finished a holiday recently so you get yourself out of bed at the same time as usual. After breakfast you can work on your monthly story up until its time to leave. And to know that you have done so, I want you to email Me what you have written before you leave for the airport. If you do not, you will be presenting yourself to Me on Friday afternoon for a punishment.”
 
    
 
   I was disappointed to be denied a sleep in as I was feeling quite drained from the long week but the threat of a punishment visit put the fear of God into me. To add to my disappointment my colleague had asked if I wanted to visit an art gallery with her that morning so it was not just a sleep in I had to sacrifice.
 
    
 
   When the aforementioned day arrived I thought if there is one thing that helps me when given a writing task it is to dress in favourite sissy clothes. For me it is not a case of forced feminisation, rather, I jump at any opportunity I can to dress up as a sissy. I had packed some stockings, a girdle, a short pink mini skirt that has me swooning in feminine bliss; a neat short sleeved black blouse and my red bob wig. I dressed promptly, sat down at the desk and proceeded to work solidly for the next three and a half hours. I felt like an obedient little secretary as I typed away at my laptop. When it was time to go, I emailed my work to Mistress, changed back into my male clothes and checked out.
 
    
 
   In my report later that night I mentioned to Mistress that I had dressed up to work on my story. She replied:
 
    
 
   “It’s a pity you don't put as much respect into following My rules Karen as you put into disregarding them. I don't recall you asking permission to take away sissy clothes with you to Darwin, and since I don't recall you asking, you may put that down for a memorable punishment. In all My years I have never experienced a sissy so habitually disrespectful of My rule. In fact, we shall schedule time week in order for us to  'discuss' your ongoing disobedience.”
 
    
 
   As I comprehended Her reply I’m sure I went quite pale. The blood drained from my face and my palms became sweaty. ‘Oh no,’ I thought, ‘I had stuffed big time.’ Mistress had always granted me permission in the past to dress up in such circumstances but I made the dreaded mistake of assuming it would be OK again and not bothering to ask permission first. 
 
    
 
   ‘Stupid, stupid, stupid sissy!’ I thought to myself. 
 
    
 
   There were two words in Her response that really had me really worried. The first was ‘memorable’. This probably meant great pain and marks that would last a long while. It could well be worse than any punishment I had received before. The other was the word ‘discuss’. When Mistress said, ‘discuss’ it usually meant I would have my panties around my ankles and my dress held high and the only ‘discussing’ I would do would be to try to answer any interrogating questions She would pose. I then replied to Mistress in a way I would later regret. I tried to make an excuse. Now, normally Mistress keeps me in chastity for a month and then allows me a few days break before the next chastity period begins. It was in one of these breaks that I packed and left for my business trip. I tried to use this as a reason for not asking for permission to take sissy clothes away with me. Big mistake.
 
    
 
   It was the Thursday before Easter when I was informed of the summons and it was to be the next Wednesday when I had to present myself before Her. It certainly put a dark cloud over my Easter Holiday.  It was a tense 6 days of waiting. 
 
    
 
   Finally the Wednesday arrived and I returned to Mrs Birch’s place. I arrived 15 minutes early and sat in my car watching the minutes slowly tick over to 11am. It seemed like an eternity of stressful anticipation. At 10:59 I left my car, walked to the front door, and knocked. 
 
    
 
   Mistress answered the door and the look of displeasure on her face was palpable. As always she was groomed to perfection and emanated an air of authority wearing a skirt, black blouse, stockings and heels. I could not bring myself to make eye contact and cast my gaze to the floor in a look of shame. I was ordered to put my things down and She pointed to her shoes. I knelt down and kissed them in my usual greeting. I was then ordered to the bathroom to change into my Muir maid uniform. As I stripped off my male clothing I found it extremely difficult to dress. My hands were trembling and every button on the dress became difficult to do up. When I finally presented myself to Mistress I was promptly ordered to wait in front of Sister Patrice with my hands on my head. The stern, sharp way She spoke to me had me shaking in fear. As I stood facing Patrice my legs were trembling and drops of sweat dripped down my face. I was too frightened to wipe the drops away as I dare not risk disobeying the order to put my hands on my head. It was probably only a few minutes before Mistress returned to the lounge room but it seemed more like an hour.  
 
    
 
   The first thing Mistress did was to collect a tablespoon from the kitchen and proceeded to give me a hefty dose of Cod Liver Oil. It is a foreboding sight with maternal overtones watching Mistress walk towards me with spoon and bottle in hand. She filled the spoon with the fish tasting oil and ordered me to ‘open wide’. Unlike a mother though, I am ordered not to swallow. Instead I am ordered to hold it in my mouth for a few minutes. Then I am told to swish it around my mouth! Still I am not allowed to swallow. This continues for about 5 minutes as Mistress starts to ‘discuss’ my ongoing disrespect for Her rule. I am feeling very humiliated and highly ashamed and the foul fishy taste makes my discomfort so much worse. Finally I am allowed to swallow. Mistress decides a second dose is warranted for my misdeeds and we repeat the foul process once more. The terrible aftertaste would be with me for the rest of the punishment session for sure adding further to my pain and humiliation.
 
    
 
   Mistress starts by dealing with my feeble attempt at an excuse. I tried to excuse myself because I was in a break between chastity periods. I am informed that a break is a privilege and it is just a break from chastity. In that time I am still a representative of Her and it does not EVER excuse me from being respectful. 
 
    
 
   “I have decided that because you failed to show Me disrespect while in a break and that while in that break you were acting as Kelvin and not Karen, I will punish you as Kelvin,” announced Mistress. She then proceeded to strip me completely of my sissy attire, leaving me standing in my panties. 
 
    
 
   It is hard to describe how I felt at that moment. Mistress had only ever punished me in sissy uniform before. To be defrocked like this made me feel so ashamed. It is my life long dream to become a sissy maid and this was a major step backwards. The symbolism was strongest as Mistress removed my wig. I felt naked, exposed, ashamed and vulnerable.
 
    
 
   As I stood before Sister Patrice with my head bowed, I did not think I could feel any more afraid or contrite. My heart was thudding against my chest. Mistress then produced a postage cylinder about a metre long.
 
    
 
   “In this cylinder Kelvin I save the implements I use for the most incorrigible miscreants. The implements of the most severe discipline”
 
    
 
   The feeling of dread mounted. From out of the cylinder Mistress pulled a long handled wooden implement with a spade like ending and on it the words, ‘Rump Roaster’ had been engraved. It was a fearsome looking implement and the sight of it struck real terror into my heart.
 
    
 
   In the days leading up to the punishment I had been warned that I had better know my Rules word perfect. I had used what spare time I had over the holiday weekend to study and was hoping I could remember my 18 general rules.
 
    
 
   “Step up onto Sister Patrice, panties down and bottom out.”
 
    
 
   I took up my position, my forearms resting on the top and I clasped my hands as if in prayer. I knew that not even God could deliver me from this predicament but prayed anyway for the strength to accept my punishment with stoicism.
 
    
 
   “Right then Kelvin, what is your first Rule?”
 
    
 
   “I am forbidden to peruse any images or information containing fetish, spanking or pornography in any electronic format including internet, DVD’s, video’s or peruse any information or images that will knowingly lead to sexual arousal in any printed publications such as magazines or newspapers.”
 
    
 
   WHACK!
 
    
 
   Mistress laid on the first stroke of the Rump Roaster to my left cheek. It was a scorcher and the shock was immense. I had been caned severely before but this was a completely different pain. A cane delivers a thin strip of agony, the Rump Roaster delivers a broad swathe of agony with the added feeling of being punched or hit as it has so much force. I was sure I said the right answer but this wasn’t a test. Mistress was ‘simply reinforcing’ the Rules, not testing me. I dared not think what the consequences would have been if I made an error. After the stroke Mistress walked to the side and wrote down something. I wasn’t sure if she was checking my answer or not. I was not told if I was right or wrong.
 
    
 
   “Rule 2 Karen?”
 
    
 
   “I am forbidden to engage in chat lines for the purpose of sexual gratification…”
 
    
 
   “Are you sure that’s not part of Rule 1 Karen and not a separate Rule?”
 
    
 
   Mistress certainly has the ability to create doubt. I thought it was a separate Rule but when she questioned me I began to doubt and question myself. It is more likely that Mistress will be right and I will be wrong. Even though my instinct told me I was right, prudence told me that Mistress was right.
 
    
 
   “You are right Mistress that is part of Rule 1.”
 
    
 
   WHACK! WHACK! WHACK!
 
    
 
   I received three strokes in rapid succession all on the same butt cheek. Oh how it hurt, I let out a whimper and was immediately rebuked.
 
    
 
   “Cut the theatrics, it will get you no sympathy from Me. That’s one for the rule, one for getting Rule 1 incomplete and one for getting Rule 2 wrong, so what is rule 2?”
 
    
 
   “I am forbidden to touch, fondle or masturbate ‘little clitty’ unless instructed to do so by you…”
 
    
 
   “Which cheek would you like this one on?”
 
    
 
   I pointed to my right cheek, as it had not received a stroke yet…
 
    
 
   WHACK! Mistress laid it on my left cheek again. She had asked me just to torment me further I thought. I deserved no less.
 
    
 
   After the next rule I pointed to my left cheek, thinking she would give it to me on the right, but Mistress was too smart for me and gave me yet another one on the left cheek.
 
    
 
   By the time we got to Rule 10, my bottom was aflame with agony. Mistress allowed me to ‘inspect my bottom’ in the mirror and not only was there the familiar red scorching marks, but there were also very painful white marks the like I had not seen before, the skin was actually white hot.
 
    
 
   I definitely knew Rule 10 was that I must shave my ‘little clitty’ every Sunday. It was a marker for me in the way I had memorised the Rules. Unfortunately I had already said that was Rule 9. I admitted my error to Mistress and she said,
 
    
 
   “Well, we’ll just have to start all over again then, Rule 1?”
 
    
 
   The despair was immense, all the agony I had suffered already and now we were back to square one! My error was when Mistress caused me to doubt myself with Rule 2. I should have had more confidence.
 
    
 
   Rule 8 attracted extra special attention both times:
 
    
 
   “You may dress in sissy attire twice weekly for a period of 90 minutes each time. At least 60 minutes of that time must be spent doing chores.”
 
    
 
   As this was the Rule I had broken on my trip Mistress made this Rule worth 6 strokes of the Rump Roaster. I had tried to use this Rule as an excuse for my sissy play and was aptly corrected.
 
    
 
   “Did you do any chores in your hotel room?” She quizzed.
 
    
 
   “No Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Well, that’s gross disobedience then, isn’t it, as well as disrespect for My rules.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress.”
 
    
 
   After those 6 strokes all on the left cheek I was a mess, I was trying to put myself in a trance but it was all to no avail, I had not known a searing pain like this one before. I was not comforted when Mistress said,
 
    
 
   “And to think I am just simply allowing the momentum of the Rump Roaster to connect with your bum, I haven’t put any real effort into it yet!”
 
    
 
   It certainly didn’t seem like that to me! This was a thrashing to remember already and She was saying there was plenty more force in reserve. I wondered if I could last. The pain had put my mind in turmoil and it was becoming increasingly difficult to remember the rules. Finally I recited Rule 18.
 
    
 
   “Ogling, air thrusts, unauthorised leg squeezes or any other such lewd behavior will attract an automatic Ice panties punishment…”
 
    
 
   WHACK!
 
    
 
   Mistress finished off my thrashing with 6 hard strokes on each cheek. I was clenching the top of Sister Patrice, my knuckles turning white I was clasping so hard, The pain was horrendous, each stroke an assault, an agony leaving blistering white hot marks. The relief when the last stroke was delivered was enormous. I had got through this ordeal. I was then ordered to stand up but my legs were absolute jelly. I had lost all feeling in my feet from standing in that awkward position and enduring the rain of pain from The Rump Roaster. There was no sympathy from Mistress; I was struggling to remain standing.
 
    
 
   “Stop those theatrics or we will start again!”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe it, I wasn’t faking, and I had truly lost all feeling. I shook my legs and stamped my foot and the feeling gradually returned.
 
    
 
   Mistress then pointed to Her feet and I lovingly kissed her shoes and thanked Her for correcting me. I was ordered to the bathroom to get dressed.
 
   As I was packing up my things Mistress saw me put the bottle of cod liver oil away.
 
   “I did not tell you to pack that, give it to Me.”
 
    
 
   Mistress took the bottle and went to the kitchen to collect a tablespoon. As She walked towards me the look on my face was of horror.
 
    
 
   “That’s not resentment I see is it?”
 
    
 
   “No Mistress, just apprehension,” I stammered nervously. I hoped She believed me, if Mistress thought I was resentful this whole episode was likely to be repeated on the spot.
 
    
 
   “Open wide.”
 
    
 
   She proceeded to give me another tablespoon of that vile fishy syrup. I had not rid myself of the initial taste yet and it all came back in force once more. The normal rule for a Cod Liver Oil punishment is that it is given after brushing teeth in the morning and I am not allowed to eat or drink anything except water for three hours following. I wanted to ask Mistress if the three-hour rule would apply here as it was now lunchtime and I had a dose earlier. 
 
    
 
   “You are not to swallow it until you are in the car.” 
 
    
 
   And then, She dismissed me.
 
    
 
   It was a very humbling experience to lose the power of speech, not only could I not ask Her my question about having lunch, I could not even say goodbye to Her as I headed back to work. I left feeling very chastened, very ashamed and very humbled by the experience. Once in the car I knew I would have to wait the three hours before eating, as I dare not assume that the rule did not apply. I was starving and it was going to be hard. I had a long drive back to work; every little bump in the road re-ignited my burning bottom. I was starving and the foul fishy taste was with me all afternoon. Mistress really is an expert in not only delivering a telling disciplinary experience but in making the anguish extend both through pre punishment phase and afterwards in the post punishment phase. I have learnt so much from being under Her Rule and my gratitude is enormous for all that She has made me become and for all that She has taught me.
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   Sissy Karen’saga is continued next in Volume 4, The Jalapeno Chilli Experience
 
   


 
   
  
 



The Jalapeno Chilli Experience
 
    
 
    
 
   By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch
 
    
 
   It was the week before my monthly ‘Accountability’ meeting with Mistress and as usual I was on tenterhooks, doing my utmost not to incur extra infractions leading up to the big day. 
 
    
 
   Since the dreaded Summons earlier in the month I had done my absolute best to ensure my behavior was beyond reproach so I was feeling hopeful there might be some ‘reward’ time this month. It may be worth explaining at this point that during each month I must keep account of my infractions by way of a Punishment Journal and make notes as required by Mistress against any that She deems worthy of a ‘special mention’. At the end of each month Mistress allocates a specific amount of time to a face-to-face meeting to ‘discuss’ my progress, during which time my infractions and the corresponding punishments for the previous month are dealt with. Obviously, the more infractions I incur, the more time is spent on punishments. 
 
    
 
   Mistress has allocated any time left over after the punishments have been dealt with as my reward time. Rewards usually include some precious time with Her enjoying fun things like sissy dress ups or my absolute favourite, the privilege of massaging Her feet. Obviously if my behavior has been poor it means more time must be spent on punishments and the fun things get scrapped. 
 
    
 
   Needless to say the meetings, including the time leading up to the big day, are nerve wracking to say the least.
 
    
 
   Regrettably I blew my chance for any reward time during the week before my last ‘Accountability’ meeting. My first mistake was in showing extreme insolence by asking Mistress if I might be allowed a milking privilege. I am allowed to ask for a milking privilege every Sunday unless there is an ‘Accountability’ meeting scheduled during the upcoming week.  I had enquired of Mistress if She had scheduled a day for our next meeting but did not wait for Her to respond, but dared to ask about my milking privilege instead. 
 
    
 
   The response I received was not favourable… 
 
    
 
   “Karen, your impertinence is astonishing! You may put down an EXTRA SPECIAL punishment for your impatience. In fact you will bring along 6 of the hottest, freshest jalapeno chillies that you can find. And NO, you MAY NOT have milking privileges!” 
 
    
 
   Immediately a cold shiver of dread shot through my body. Hot chillies could only be destined for one delicate part of my anatomy, and the thought of that scared me half to death. It had been many months since I was last given a chilli punishment but that was carried out by remote instruction from Mistress while She was away. I had therefore never suffered a chilli punishment in Her presence. But if there were one thing I could be sure of it was that She would undoubtedly find a way of making it even harder to endure when done in Her presence.
 
    
 
   My second notable infraction occurred just one day before my ‘Accountability’ meeting was due.  I had incurred an automatic ‘consequence’ for an infraction carelessly committed. Unfortunately in this case it meant an ‘Ice Panties Punishment’, which was to be ‘undertaken on the evening of the offence’, or ‘as soon as practical’. That is, I must kneel in the shower, fill up my panties with ice cubes and remain on my knees with my hands on my head until the ice is completely melted. Every five minutes precisely I must jiggle the cubes so that it re-ignites the freezing/burning sensation caused by the ice, ensuring I do not become inured to the pain and discomfort. It usually takes at least an hour or so for the ice to melt and by the end of the punishment I am left with one decidedly shriveled, snap frozen ‘little clitty’ and 2 snap frozen testicles, along with aching arms, knees and back for good measure.
 
    
 
   On this particular occasion, an opportunity came up to take care of the punishment during the day so I thought I would get it out of the way then. I developed a problem with my internet connection and from previous experience knew that I would be on the phone placed ‘on hold’ for a long time while waiting for a technician. Thinking myself clever, I opted to undergo the Ice Panties Punishment while I was on hold waiting for technical assistance. Mistress was out at the time so unaware of this. When I reported this later to Her She was suitably enraged. 
 
    
 
   “Well aren’t you just the dizzy limits Karen! HOW DARE YOU! A punishment is a punishment, and for you to try to do two things at once is astounding! Don’t you EVER do that again! In fact you may look forward to another Ice Panties Punishment again tomorrow, only THIS time WITHOUT multi tasking.”
 
    
 
   I was dumbfounded. ‘I’ve done it again!’ I thought to myself. How could I have been so stupid? I didn’t want to have to tell Mistress I didn’t have the chance to do my punishment in case she made me do it at the ‘Accountability’ meeting. In stupidly trying to fit it in when I did I now not only had to do it again, but also had to do it in Mistress’s presence, which was always guaranteed a more difficult experience. Added to that I now knew the chance of some sissy fun or a foot massage had evaporated completely. I was devastated. 
 
    
 
   The next morning I awoke with a sense of dread. Accountability Day. I meticulously prepared to face Mistress at the designated hour. All clothing had been freshly laundered and ironed, my wig had been washed and brushed, shoes had been polished and I checked and double-checked I had everything on my checklist. I had paid the price for forgetting an item previously and was determined it would never happen again. I made sure I had my infractions diary, my activity plan and my chores checklist. The last items I gathered were the Jalapeno chillies and the Cod Liver Oil. There was feeling of dread as I placed these items on a tray, knowing the pain and discomfort that they would undoubtedly cause. Today I dressed in trousers, business shirt, tie and leather shoes. Even though I had the day off I was forbidden to present myself to Mistress in casual clothes. In a strange way dressing formally for the occasion adds to my fear. Of course it is a sign of respect to present myself like this but it also emphasizes that Mistress means business and that my monthly ‘Accountability’ session is a serious matter and not to be taken lightly.
 
    
 
   I set out to present myself to Mistress at 11am precisely. It is hard not to think of what awaits me and my stomach starts to churn in nervous anticipation. The final 15 minutes seem to drag on for an eternity. At 10:59 I begin to walk ‘The Green Mile’ and reach Her office at precisely 11am. My heart is pounding. The fear is intense. I stand up straight, knock on the door, step back and bow my head submissively. I can hear Mistress’s high heels burst into life, becoming louder as She walks to the door. It opens and I am greeted by the immaculate vision of my Mistress. As always She is looking stunning. She is groomed to perfection, her glorious auburn hair hung loose, She is wearing a gray tartan skirt, smart black blouse and of course heels and stockings. Her expression is serious. After greeting Her, I am ordered to put my things down and I kneel to kiss Her shoes reverentially. I am ordered to the bathroom to change.
 
    
 
   Today Mistress has ordered me to put on my beloved sky blue ‘Alice’ sissy maid dress. The nervous energy is intense as I undress and begin to don each item of clothing in the correct order. First the wig, then the suspender belt, stockings, then the panties, singlet top, dress and apron. As I tie the bow on my apron, Mistress walks into the bathroom holding a beige coloured garment. 
 
    
 
   “Here Karen, I want you to wear this panty girdle. It will do a much better job of holding in the ice than flimsy panties.”
 
    
 
   ‘Thank you Mistress,” I replied nervously. I was a little flustered, as I now had to undress and start all over again. 
 
    
 
   “Do I keep the panties on as well?” 
 
    
 
   “No Karen, the panty girdle will suffice.” 
 
    
 
   I quickly made the necessary changes to my uniform and presented myself to Mistress who was waiting at the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    
 
   “Well, come on Karen, we haven’t got all day, and you’ve already taken far too much time getting ready!” 
 
    
 
   I hurried down the stairs as best I could in high heels but the stairs are wooden, therefore slippery and very deadly so I do so very carefully. 
 
    
 
   “Good God Karen, you came down those stairs like a baboon! Get up there and do it again, and this time, keep your legs together when you walk. Don’t you dare let Me see those knickers this time!” 
 
    
 
   This meeting was not getting off to a good start. I alighted the stairs once more, and turned to descend, this time in a much less ‘baboon-like’ fashion.
 
    
 
   “Oh for goodness sake Karen, why on earth are you bowing your legs out like that? Get down here and let me show you how it is done.”
 
    
 
   I stood and watched Mistress glide elegantly down the stairs in a very ladylike fashion.
 
    
 
   “Now get back up there and do it again properly.”
 
    
 
   I tried several more times, each attempt being met with a sharp order to get back up and do it again!
 
    
 
   Finally She said, “That’s it Karen, turn to the side slightly, knees together, gently glide your fingertips along the banister rail as a guide, head up, feet slightly angled on the step so you don’t catch your heel. MUCH better! Do it again, just to make sure.”
 
    
 
   I had to repeat the exercise twice more after that before I descended the stairs to Mistress’s satisfaction. 
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, stop right there and turn to the right. Bend over and lift that skirt.” 
 
    
 
   WHOOSH! 
 
    
 
   “That’s for wasting time.”
 
    
 
   With no warm up the stroke of that confounded Junior cane stung like the blazes. 
 
    
 
   “What on EARTH have you done here?” she quizzed in annoyance. 
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure what you mean Mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Why have you got this girdle on under the suspenders like this, and those panties still on?” 
 
    
 
   I was becoming all a twitter under the torrent of reprimands. I was sure I had done as She commanded.  
 
    
 
   “Get back up there this instant and get those panties off!” 
 
    
 
   I scurried back to the bathroom to undress. I was starting to panic and rushed to change as She’d directed. When I presented myself again I was in more trouble. 
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, bend over and lift that skirt.” 
 
    
 
   I did so and heard Her gasp. 
 
    
 
   “What the blue blazes have you done THIS time Karen? Are you trying to make Me angry?” 
 
    
 
   “No Mistress,” I replied, very nervous now and literally quaking. This time I had put panties on over the suspender belt and under the girdle. 
 
    
 
   “Well clearly you failed to listen Karen, so let me remind you yet again that I don’t want those panties on!” 
 
    
 
   I received another sharp stroke of the cane across my bottom and was ordered back to the bathroom immediately to get the panties off and to fix the suspender situation.
 
    
 
   Finally I descended the stairs once more, and was ordered to turn and lift up my skirt. I was quite beside myself by now.
 
    
 
   “And what is the meaning of those stocking tops not level? They look like Bondi Beach on a windy day Karen. 
 
    
 
   WHOOSH!
 
    
 
   “Right, there’s a stripe across the top of your thighs, which you can use as a guide to make sure you align your stockings perfectly! Fix them this instant”
 
    
 
   I nearly collapsed with nervous tension and struggled to fix them as best I could before straightening my dress in order to present myself again. I was trembling now as I turned to face Mistress. 
 
    
 
   “Karen, the back of your dress is all higgledy piggledy. You are an absolute fright today! Turn around and bend over this instant. You deserve 3 more strokes of the cane.”
 
    
 
   WHOOSH!
 
    
 
   “12 months in training and still you cannot present yourself to me properly Karen, it is an utter disgrace!”
 
    
 
   WHOOSH! 

”Is it any wonder that we have to spend all the time you have with me on punishments! You should be doing all sorts of lovely sissy things by now. Honestly Karen, I have never had to spend so much time punishing a sissy as severely as I do you.” 
 
    
 
   WHOOSH! 
 
    
 
   “Now back to the bathroom and fix up your clothing!”  
 
    
 
   She was getting riled, I could tell. By now my nerves were on a knife-edge. I scurried back to the bathroom to change again, and tried to take some deep breaths before I checked and re checked my clothing. It did not help my mental state hearing Mistress say,
 
    
 
   “For Heaven’s sake what is taking you so long Karen?”
 
    
 
   As I came back to Mistress, once more She inspected my clothing. This time She noticed a stain on my apron. I had washed it many times, even trying bleach. I tried to explain but with Mistress there is no excuses so once more I received a stroke from that frightful cane. Already my bottom was smarting and the formal proceedings had yet to begin. Mistress then inspected the bow on the apron.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God Karen, when are you going to learn to tie a bow? That bow looks like a pair basset hound’s ears! And its as limp and as lifeless as your little clitty is going to be after I’ve finished with it later today!  Turn around. Let me show you how to tie a bow PROPERLY!”
 
    
 
   Mistress wrenched and yanked at the bow for some minutes, fixing the shoulder straps and tut tutting as She did so, tying my apron much tighter and finished by executing a perfect bow.
 
    
 
   “Now have a look in the mirror, and make sure that your bows look like that in future Karen, or you will be in serious trouble. Now where is your infractions diary?”
 
    
 
   “In the bathroom Mistress,” I said with a sinking heart. Her expression changed immediately, as if a thundercloud had passed over it. 
 
    
 
   “Well what good is it there Karen? How dare you present yourself to me without your infractions diary, now BEND OVER.”
 
    
 
   Oh my God, it was one mistake after another, I was feeling hopeless and nervous, I couldn’t do anything right, I seemed to be getting worse rather than better. Another stroke of the cane followed, this one much harder than the others. 
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, get back to the bathroom, and fetch your infractions diary, immediately!”
 
    
 
   I scurried back up the stairs once more and retrieved my diary, presenting it to Her in upturned hands.
 
    
 
   “Ok Karen; that has taken you 49 minutes to get ready. Truly unbelievable and for that you can now look forward to 49 punishment strokes before we finish today. I would have thought by now you could be ready in a flash. Now go and kneel in the corner with hands on head.”
 
    
 
   I quickly did as I was told and heard Mistress in the kitchen preparing a bowl full of ice. Not long after I heard the dreaded click clack of Her heels making their way towards me.
 
    
 
   “Lift that skirt up Karen and pull that girdle away from your skin, pronto!”
 
    
 
   Without a moment’s hesitation She roughly dumped the cubes into my girdle and the initial shock took my breath away. It was that immediate familiar burning freezing sensation and I winced terribly. It was incredibly painful.
 
    
 
   “Jiggle them down so little clitty and friends are totally ensconced,” She ordered, allowing the elastic waistband to snap sharply back into place.
 
    
 
   That added considerably to the freezing pain and caused one of the cubes to lodge right up against the tip of little clitty. It was horrid. The tightness of the panty girdle made the cubes push harder against the sensitive flesh making this even worse than the ice panties I had done in the privacy of my bathroom the day before. Mistress always has a clever knack of making a personally supervised punishment much worse than one carried out in private by remote control.
 
    
 
   While I agonized in the corner, Mistress began reading casually but out loud, my list of infractions for the month. Oh how shameful and humiliating, facing the wall, kneeling, hands on head, little clitty freezing to numbness while Mistress reclined on the sofa, out of eyesight reviewing my list of infractions. One of the first on the list involved a Cod Liver Oil punishment. If I neglect to floss my teeth at night I must have a dose of Cod Liver Oil after brushing teeth the next day. I am allowed nothing to eat or drink for three hours except water making sure the horrid taste stays with me for several hours. I had committed the infraction and served the punishment but Mistress deemed my description of it in my daily report too scanty and had thereby decreed the punishment be repeated in Her presence, ‘just to make sure it had been done to Her satisfaction’. 
 
    
 
   A shiver ran down my spine as I heard Her put down the diary, and head for the kitchen once more. My fears were confirmed when I heard a drawer open and the metallic ringing of cutlery as She rummaged for the tablespoon. The staccato of Her heels heading back towards me turned my blood cold in the veins.
 
    
 
   “Stand up Karen. Face me. Open wide.” 
 
    
 
   I did as I was told while She opened the lid off that dreaded bottle and filled the spoon with its foul liquid right under my nose. Then before I had time to think She pinched my nose tight between finger and thumb and pulled it sharply upwards, at the same time delivering a tablespoon of that disgusting fish oil into my open mouth. 
 
    
 
   “Close and SWISH Karen.” 
 
    
 
   “Oh for goodness sake! Get that ridiculous look off your face Karen, I am NOT moved in the slightest. And NO, you may NOT swallow. Back on your knees, and give those ice cubes a jiggle!”
 
    
 
   After a few minutes you do become a little inured to the burning sensation of the ice panties but jiggling them around every now and then puts you right back in the hot seat, or should I say cold seat! This was getting extremely uncomfortable, kneeling on the hard wooden floor, little clitty freezing and now having to hold this repulsive bilge water in my mouth. She knew every trick in the book as far as combating ways to overcome getting used to the pain of punishments. She seemed to know just how to wring every last bit of pain and anguish from every torment She inflicted. 
 
    
 
   As I knelt in the corner, with my clitty and balls on fire from the ice, Mistress proceeded to give me a thorough dressing down for each infraction. With a mouth full of fish oil it was impossible to defend myself. This may well have been a good thing as I often get into worse trouble trying to justify my actions. Finally when She was done reading through each and every one, I was ordered to swallow. Somehow, this was even harder to do now than not swallow. Finally I managed and my body shuddered in disgust. 
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, up on your feet. Take a brisk walk to the kitchen and back and let’s get that ice fired up again.” I did as I was told and immediately felt the fiery cubes begin to freeze dry my balls again as I took the first careful step. She watched me like a hawk as I gingerly simpered my way round the kitchen and back. 
 
    
 
   But walking around the kitchen proved a little hazardous as an exercise because of the trail of water I’d left in my wake from the melted ice cubes. No problem for Mistress. The next time I was due to walk She simply came up with an alternative solution for re igniting the freezing pain. Marching on the spot, raising my knees as high as I could. This solved the problem of inconvenient water trails, but more importantly, aggravated the ice panties no end and more so than walking. 
 
   It took about an hour for the ice to melt and I was then ordered to clean up all the melted water and to place Sister Patrice into punishment position. Poor little clitty and friends were snap frozen and shriveled. When I was done, I stood obediently in front of Patrice nervously waiting for Mistress to return. When She did, She placed on the topmost elbow rest of Sister Patrice a mortal, pestle, glass bowl, knife and sieve, plus the bag of fresh Jalapeno chillies.
 
   “Watch and learn Karen,” She taunted. “Make sure you pay attention, I expect you to learn how to carry out this preparation yourself to my exact standard.”
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I replied, mesmerized by what She was doing. There is something very humbling about concentrating on learning a task that is going to lead to one’s interminable suffering. 
 
    
 
   “Do you remember why you are receiving this punishment Karen?” She asked in a friendly tone as She sliced a chilli into the bowl. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress, impatience Mistress.” My throat was dry; I was nearly in tears imagining the pain and torment that awaited me next. 
 
    
 
   After crushing one chilli and extracting the juice, Mistress tilted the bowl under my nose and asked innocently if I thought one chilli would be enough. Her question sounded genuine and I shivered as I peered into the bowl and caught sight of a small amount of green liquid in the bottom of the bowl. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress, more than enough I am sure.”
 
    
 
   She grinned and began to prepare the next chilli, followed by a third. Those types of questions really added to the feeling of powerlessness in these situations. She had no intention of stopping at one, She simply asked me to taunt me. 
 
    
 
   “Girdle to ankles Karen, dress up,” She snapped coldly.
 
    
 
   “Take this tissue and hold it under clitty. I don’t want chilli juice spilling on my rug.” I started to shiver in fright as I watched Her pour at least two teaspoons of the fiery liquid up and down the shaft of little clitty. Despite myself I could feel the stirrings of an erection.
 
    
 
   “Start rubbing.”
 
    
 
   After a month of chastity I normally would have been extremely excited to hear such a command but knowing what would follow took any pleasant feelings away from such a task. Nevertheless my little clitty soon became very erect. It was enjoyable for a couple of minutes before the heat started to build. At first it was like kindling catching alight but before long it had turned into a raging bushfire. Very soon I was in extreme agony. The erection quickly subsided and my rubbing halted forthwith as the fire built in intensity.
 
    
 
   “Did I tell you to stop rubbing Karen?”
 
    
 
   “No Mistress, sorry mistress, but it hurts badly.”
 
    
 
   “Well, you need a punishment for being disobedient. Step up.” 
 
    
 
   In disbelief, I reluctantly stepped up to Sister Patrice and to my absolute horror Mistress proceeded to land a hefty whack on my right buttock, with the Rump Roaster! This immediately caused the fire in little clitty to flare up to a level ten in intensity and I howled in pain.  Oh how I hate that implement! It delivers the most painful whack imaginable at the best of times, but to receive a whack on the bum whilst little clitty was burning fiercely from the jalapeno chilli juice was something out of this world.  
 
   “Step down Karen. And rub!”
 
   I stepped down miserably, and began rubbing little clitty, and regrettably she became aroused again adding more heat to the raging fire. 
 
   Then a funny thing happened. Whilst I was standing there, with both my bottom and little clitty on fire, my panty girdle around my ankles acting as hobbles, a weird kind of heat began to occur in my feet. This was incredibly uncomfortable. I was already holding back my sobbing but this new sensation really made me feel like crying out. I had to use all my strength just to control myself. Mistress did not like theatrics and mine usually resulted in more punishments. 
 
    
 
   “Ok Karen, on a scale of 1 to 10, rate the pain for me.” 
 
    
 
   “A 9 Mistress,” I sobbed fighting hard to hold back the tears. 
 
    
 
   “Hmmmm…. well that’s not good enough, we want it MUCH higher than that!” 
 
    
 
   To my horror, She immediately crushed up a few more chillies until She was satisfied She had enough juice to pour on. “OK, hold out clitty.” 
 
    
 
   I reluctantly held clitty out as straight as I could and desperately fought the urge to yank her back to safety when the next round of juice began to trickle all over her. 
 
    
 
   “Rub it in Karen, and keep on rubbing until I tell you to stop.” 
 
    
 
   I grimaced as I rubbed, which instantly caused the heat to burst into that raging fire again and I couldn’t help howling in agony. 
 
    
 
   “Ok Karen, what score would you give that now?” She asked, smiling sweetly. 
 
    
 
   “Ooooowwoooo…12 – M-m-ist-ress,” I managed to stutter in agony. I was distraught and felt like shrieking hard and running for the freezer. Oh how I wished for the ice now! There is no pain quite like this. While I writhed and whimpered in pain Mistress began to tell me a story about another dominant lady friend of Hers who sent Her pictures of her husband tied to a bed after receiving a punishment with an even hotter type of chilli. In my anguish I seem to recall the word Habaneras. Apparently his penis looked ‘much worse than mine so I should be counting myself lucky’!
 
    
 
   “Yes - Mistress,’ I managed to respond between sobs and sickening waves of intense heat whilst doubled over in agony.
 
    
 
   After a while the pain subsided to a level 8 but Mistress simply took that as Her cue to prepare the remaining chillies. She asked me where it was hurting the most and I mentioned some had dripped onto my testicles.
 
    
 
   “This time make sure you rub it into your testicles as well,” was Her sharp reply.
 
    
 
   I watched in horror as She went through the ritual of slicing and cutting the chillies once more, then grinding them to a pulp before sieving the remaining juice into a glass dish. When She was satisfied She had extracted all She could She ferried the bowl over to me. 
 
    
 
   “Right, clitty out.”
 
    
 
   Again I gingerly took the end of little clitty and held her taut ready for the juice to be poured on and felt my heart pounding furiously.  
 
    
 
   It was the calm before the storm as I watched the cool juice spilled gently up and down the length of poor tortured clitty. 
 
    
 
   “Rub Karen.” 
 
    
 
   As I rubbed, little clitty rallied and began to harden. For a few moments I felt nothing, then the firestorm began. 
 
    
 
   “Off you go Karen, rub away,” sang Mistress happily, like it was some sort of a pleasant game to Her. And it probably was!
 
    
 
   She knew full well that being hard made the pain even more intense. I do not know if it was the additive effect of more juice being poured on, or that these last chillies were hotter than the first but before long I was rating the pain as twenty out of ten with no exaggeration. I wasn’t sure I could take anymore and I was howling unashamedly now. This was a burning horrid misery that I was desperate to end quickly. 
 
    
 
   No such luck. It was a full thirty minutes or so before the pain began to subside slightly. Even then it was still burning ferociously but at least it was a little more manageable. 
 
    
 
   “Well Karen, since you have stopped your caterwauling, I think we can proceed with your 49 stroke punishment. Time is marching on.”
 
    
 
   I groaned in disbelief. This was too much. Not only was my clitty on fire, but my bum soon would be too!
 
    
 
   “We will do it in seven lots of seven, pull your girdle up.” I stared at Her in panic. How on earth could She expect me to pull that girdle up over my tortured clitty? One look in Her eyes, told me that it was not open for negotiation. 
 
    
 
   As I reluctantly pulled the tight fitting girdle up over my little clitty, the elasticized pressure re-ignited the fire from the chillies and I howled once more in pain. I wondered if Mistress knew this would happen and suspected it was so.
 
    
 
   “Today I am going to punish you over the girdle. That will be fun, won’t it?”
 
    
 
   My first thought was that this would offer some form of protection from the pain. I would soon find out how wrong I could be. The tight fitting girdle had the effect of magnifying the pain. Not only that, the trapped heat around my groin ensured the fire from the chillies burned furiously and continuously throughout the punishment!
 
    
 
   “Take your shoes off and step up to Sister Patrice,” She ordered in a crisp voice. 
 
    
 
   It was a relief to be able to take my heels off; by now the referred heat from the chillies had made them extremely hot and uncomfortable. I carefully stepped up onto Sister Patrice in stockinged feet and rested my elbows on the top bench.
 
    
 
   “I am choosing the first implement for the simple reason that I know how much you hate it Karen. It’s The Rump Roaster.”
 
    
 
   My heart sank. This was an evil implement. It delivered it’s agonising punch across a broad swathe of buttock. 
 
    
 
   WHACK!
 
    
 
   “One thank You Mistress,” I managed breathlessly as my knees buckled and I grimaced in agony. It seemed that every little movement caused that infernal smouldering in little clitty to flare up and burst into flame. I was shaking in fear as Mistress laid on the next six strokes. This was going to be one hell of a thrashing. When finally the seventh stroke was delivered I was sent limping back to the corner with hands on head to ‘reflect on my punishment’. I was surprised how much more this hurt than on a bare bottom. Unfortunately there was not much chance of thinking about anything but my punishment while I stood in the corner, with my nether regions engulfed in flames. 
 
    
 
   “Out of the corner Karen, and face Patrice,” ordered Mistress after several minutes of ‘reflection’.
 
    
 
   I did as I was told and faced Patrice miserably. Mistress selected the horsehide razor strop and held it up reverentially before turning to me and grinning. 
 
    
 
   “Step up, and bend over...” 
 
    
 
   While not as brutal as the Rump Roaster the dense horsehide strop still delivered a mighty vicious stroke. As I bent over to prepare for my next round of punishment I caught sight of Mistress in my periphery as She raised the strop back over Her shoulder. 
 
    
 
   WHACK! The first stroke sent me skyward shrieking and howling, and without warning She’d moved to the other side and brought it down across from my left side. Again and again She swung that dreaded strap bringing each stroke down hard and fast, causing a resounding crack each time it fell. She swung from left to right, allowing the momentum of the swing to do the work for Her, and from the first to last I shrieked and yowled in pain and torment, fighting hard to keep my bottom in position throughout the leathering. Incredibly the tight fitting girdle seemed to transfer the heat to a much wider area, making it far more intense a punishment. By the time the seventh stroke finally landed I was exhausted and feeling well and truly thrashed. When the silence fell in the wake of the last stroke I was ordered back into the corner to reflect upon the pain of the punishment before the next set of seven were due. I struggled back to the corner, sobbing, sweating, trembling and miserable with both ends well and truly aflame.
 
    
 
   “Allright Karen, something a little different this time. The next seven strokes will be from the junior cane. That should smarten you up a little!” 
 
    
 
   “Face Patrice.”
 
    
 
   Once more I turned and faced Patrice, and once more I stepped up to present my flaming bottom. Mistress took up Her position beside me, lining up my bottom with the cane, swishing and slicing the air beside my bent form, then tapping gently my begirdled bottom, teasing and taunting, drawing back every now and then to take Her measure. This bit was terribly nerve wracking and I flinched each time I felt the cane tap lightly on my bottom. Then just for a moment She was still. The cane was drawn back over Her shoulder, and as if in slow motion She brought it down…
 
    
 
   WHOOSH! 
 
    
 
   The first stroke sliced across my flaming buttocks like a red-hot blade and I reacted instantly. I was sure my cheeks had been flayed wide open and I shrieked out loud. I felt my knees buckle and my body contort as I struggled to cope with the pain. Somehow the effect of the stroke over the girdle proved harsher than ever before. It was a much more concentrated pain; but soon after the stroke was delivered, a second deeper pain followed almost immediately. 
 
    
 
   WHOOSH! 
 
    
 
   The second stroke fell before I had time to prepare and again I couldn’t help but shriek out loud again. I was sweating and trembling from the excruciating agony occurring in my pants and trying desperately to cope with the pain. 
 
    
 
   WHOOSH! Each stroke caused me to shriek in agony as they fell in measured intervals, but each one harder than the one before. . There was no doubt that punishment was certainly the worse by far. I could not believe the intensity of the strokes and She was leaving me little time to recover between each. Pretty soon the pain of each stroke was melding into one and there existed nothing on this earth than the horrendous pain raining down on my bum, engulfing my body. I heard myself shrieking but was powerless to stop.
 
    
 
   Finally the last stroke was delivered and I heard the command to step down. I was greatly relieved when I was ordered back to the corner. It took me quite a few minutes before I could compose myself in order to step down and struggle back to the corner. Once back in the safety of the corner I started to sob once more. I was feeling very sorry for myself and could think of nothing sweeter than to collapse my bum and balls into a bucket of iced water.
 
    
 
   “Turn around, open wide Karen and do not swallow.” I was shocked to be receiving more Cod Liver Oil and could not understand what I had done to deserve another dose. 
 
    
 
   “Too much whining and yelping going on, so this time you’ll take your punishment in silence. Understood?”
 
    
 
   This was too much, the taste was only just subsiding from my first dose and now I would be put right back to square one with that disgusting oil. My first instincts to protest were suppressed immediately when the first spoonful was dumped into my waiting mouth. 
 
    
 
   “Now you are not to swallow until I give the command after this next set of seven strokes and if you spill one drop of that oil on my lounge we will be starting all over again, understand?”
 
    
 
   My eyes were wide open in fright and I vigorously nodded my head in agreement and took up my position.
 
    
 
   This time Mistress picked up a heavy leather strap and swung it viciously across my girdled buttocks. I had to summon all my intestinal fortitude to keep from screaming out in pain, and bit my teeth hard to keep my mouth closed. It was a frightful strapping and I barely made it through each stroke much less hang on to that mouthful of bilge water. 
 
    
 
   Finally it too was over and the last stroke was delivered leaving me quaking and trembling, and very scared. Mistress stood to the front of me, smiling. “You can swallow now Karen.”
 
    
 
   “So, what was that little experience like, hmmm…?” 

I swallowed and gagged a few times before I could manage to speak at all. “It was disgusting Mistress, and very hard to keep from screaming out throughout the punishment. But the thought of spraying it all over the lounge kept me from yelling Mistress.”  
 
    
 
   “Just as well you didn’t spill it over my lounge Karen. There would have been an extra special punishment if that had have happened. Right, off you go back to the corner and have a little time to reflect upon your punishment Karen.”
 
    
 
   When I was called back to Sister Patrice some several minutes later Mistress had selected the dreaded New Zealand paddle for the next seven strokes. I groaned when I saw it and said a silent prayer to Sister Patrice to help me through this next round. It was another implement I would love to see retired. It does not look that menacing but its substantial slap is out of this world. It was a relief not to have to worry about keeping quiet throughout that punishment! 
 
    
 
   “Step up Karen…”
 
    
 
   The first stroke exploded with a loud CRACK! leaving me gasping silently in shock. The pain was excruciating and before I had time to recover, the next hearty slap exploded onto the other cheek. Again the shock took my breath away, and for a moment I didn’t know whether I was Arthur or Martha. She rained down the strokes, one after the other without pause and I was well and truly sobbing by the end of it. My bum felt like it was double its normal size and little clitty was throbbing violently with fiery pain. Mercifully it was over quickly and I sent up a prayer of gratitude to Sister Patrice for her Mercy. 
 
    
 
   “Step down Karen, and back to the corner. Let that lesson sink in for a minute or two.” 
 
    
 
   Somehow I managed to step down off Patrice and hobbled back to face the corner once more, to ‘reflect upon the lesson’, although by now the lesson was long forgotten, and my world consisted entirely of pain.  I was feeling utterly bereft and my nether regions felt like they had been flambéed. I had two sets of seven to go. This was turning out a marathon punishment. 
 
    
 
                 After several miserable minutes facing the wall, Mistress called me to step up for the sixth time. This time She has chosen the 2 tailed tawse. 
 
    
 
   I watched in fright as She tapped the nasty strap malevolently against the palm of Her hand. Even the mere sound of it tapping lightly against her skin sent a cold shiver up my spine. Soon that would be flaying my bruised and swollen buttocks, a prospect I was not looking forward to. 
 
    
 
   “Bend over Karen.” 
 
    
 
   I stepped onto Patrice and bent over carefully. Immediately I felt the fire flare in my groin as the girdle pulled tight against tortured flesh.  
 
    
 
   She drew the tawse back over Her shoulder and I caught my breath and waited for contact. 
 
    
 
   WHACK! Again the impact upon girdle intensified the pain like nothing else I’d ever experienced. My knees went weak; my knuckles turned white, and little clitty was well and truly re-ignited from the moment of impact. 
 
    
 
   WHACK! The second stroke came from the opposite side but the force of the blow was indescribable. I let out an anguished howl, which She ignored, but mercifully She allowed me time to recover before the next stroke was laid on. By the time the last stroke fell I was quite beside myself from the thrashing and truly grateful to hear the command to step down. 
 
    
 
   For the final time I was ordered into the corner to contemplate my naughtiness. I must have gone into a semi trance because all too soon Mistress was calling me to step up for the last time. 
 
    
 
   I turned for the final time and made my way back to Patrice. Just seven more strokes and it would be over. But I froze when I saw Mistress pick up the Rump Roaster again. 
 
    
 
   “Allright Karen, seven strokes of the Rump Roaster and then its all over. Are you ready?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress…” I whimpered sorrowfully. I was most distressed to see that it was getting a second outing in this thrashing. I took a deep breath and tried to put myself in a trance. 
 
    
 
   WHACK! 
 
    
 
   “Oh God,” I heard a voice say, without realizing it was my own. This was going to be devastating. My knees buckled again.
 
    
 
   “Bottom up Karen.” 
 
    
 
   WHACK! 
 
    
 
   In between strokes Mistress kept talking to me, asking me questions between each stroke, ensuring I would break my concentration, denying me the protection of a semi trance. Each stroke was a blistering agony. 
 
    
 
   WHACK! 
 
    
 
   “Don’t lose count now Karen, otherwise we’ll have to start all over again now from the beginning, won’t me?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I blubbered. How could She possibly imagine I’d lose count of these scorchers? 
 
    
 
   WHACK! 
 
    
 
   “And we wouldn’t want THAT now Karen, would we?” 
 
    
 
   “No – Mistress,” I managed through the blinding pain. 
 
    
 
   WHACK! 
 
    
 
   “Arghh….” 
 
    
 
   “How was that one Karen? Sounded like a real bugger!” 
 
    
 
   “Yes, Mistress. It was dreadful.” I sobbed. I could scarcely breathe let alone answer Her questions.
 
    
 
   WHACK! 
 
    
 
   “Get those legs straight Karen, bottom up. Last stroke.”
 
    
 
   WHACK!
 
    
 
   The sense of relief when the last stroke was delivered was enormous. Thank God it was over. I didn’t think I could take much more.  
 
    
 
   “Right Karen, you may step down, and go back to the corner to contemplate your punishment before you are released.”
 
    
 
   I gratefully hobbled back to the corner to face the wall one final time to think about the error of my ways for several minutes before Mistress would release me. 
 
    
 
   It was over.
 
    
 
   I’d survived another Accountability Session. 
 
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   Sissy Karen’saga is continued in Volume 5, The Little Things
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Sissy’s Best Friend
 
 
   by  Christopher Muir
 
   
Dear Mrs Birch,
 
    
 
   I trust You are very well and in fine spirits.
 
    
 
   Attached is the 3,000 word disciplinary assignment on bows that You ordered me to re-write recently.  I hope this time it meets Your expectations and is of the high standard You expect.  
 
   
Humbly, 
 
    
 
   Master Muir 
 
    
 
   Hmmm…. I should think so Master Muir!
 
    
 
   Need I say more?
 
    
 
    
 
   Note the prominent positioning of the word ‘Bows.’ Perhaps Master Muir thought that it might save him from further punishment!
 
    
 
   Bows.  So lovely, so feminine.  But today’s modern woman rarely wears outfits with bows on them, and most avoid adorning their hair with bows unless they wish to present a particularly feminine look.  Even girls these days don’t go for bows like their predecessors of only a few decades ago once did; nowadays girls largely limit them to special formal outings and occasions demanding ‘pretty’ dresses and the like.  By the time most girls reach adolescence, most if not all bows in the wardrobe have been banished, alongside toy prams, dolls and stuffed toys. 
 
    
 
   But in one setting, bows should be de rigueur.  And for good reason.  For if bows are associated with an inherently girly and gay (in the old sense of the word), feminine look, a fashion accessory that screams ‘Aren’t I pretty and sweet!’ then what better item to add to the outfits worn by sissies and petticoated males. 
 
    
 
   I didn’t grasp this point until quite recently, when I came in to the expansive orbit of the beautiful if rather formidable, Mrs Birch.  But as I’ve learnt – sometimes painfully and sometimes willingly - much that may not initially appeal, often becomes desirable when Mrs Birch presents it to you.  And a cherished present it may well become…
 
    
 
   Mrs Birch is very clever…and very insightful.  Within a few short lessons, she led me from schoolboy to full-blown sissy.  And now, I must admit, I’m rather smitten by this development, helped no end by the encouragement (certainly testing at times!) Mrs Birch always provides.  And a huge part of this smit of mine revolves around bows.  Big bows, little bows, bows in all shapes and sizes, bows in pink and creams and many other colours, bows in lace and taffeta, bows in satin and velvet, bows on dresses and panties, bows in hair, bows around the waist, bows around ankles, knees and wrists, bows on shoes, bows, bows, bows.    
 
    
 
   Mrs Birch has shown me that a sissy without bows is like a night-sky barren of stars, a ship without a crew, a forest devoid of animals, a life lacking passions.  Yes, bows are a sissy’s bestest friend.  And why?  Because bows are so pretty, so delightfully girlish; they scream femininity; they lend the ultimate girlish appearance to any feminine outfit.  Yummy! 
 
    
 
   But it would be telling fibs to say I’ve always loved bows.  So how did this thing for bows evolve?  I can merely recount my own experiences: only Mrs Birch truly knows.   
 
    
 
   There I was, attending a lesson during winter, my school uniform replaced by a prim and proper, ‘little girl’s’ winter outfit: a fluffy yellow cardigan over a long-sleeved blouse (complete with lace-trimmed sleeves and collar), a knee-length, pleated tartan skirt, thick woollen tights and Mary-Jane shoes. 
 
    
 
   But Mrs Birch decided this dress wasn’t enough.  Not at all.  She proceeded to put a frightfully horrid, short blonde and curly, lollipop of a wig on my head and then topped it off with a huge, creamy-coloured, satin bow.  After her laughter subsided she ordered me to “Go and stand in front of the mirror and take a look at your self.”   I blushed at the sight before me.  She simply laughed again.
 
    
 
   Then I had to parade in front of her and perform a play I had been made to write earlier in the day.  Naturally it’s theme centred on pretty girly dresses and frilly outfits.  Girls at a party.  In the garden.  Playing and laughing and jollying about.  With cupcakes and lashings of lemonade and the like.  And as I moved about performing, the inevitable happened: the wig, and its satin sibling, slipped from my head.  I was immediately ordered over to the punishment stool and caned severely for my lackadaisical presentation.  Back on to my head went the wig and its partner; back on to the ‘stage’ I went, now much more fearful of what might happen should they fall off again.   Alas, tension doesn’t anchor wigs or bows to one’s head – they came off twice more, with increasingly painful consequences.  
 
    
 
   My next lesson arrived a few weeks later.  As any one who has ever sat a lesson under the watchful gaze of Mrs Birch knows, there is never any respite from her firmly applied discipline.  I arrived in my school uniform and following its inspection (I was caned for failing to have the ribbing on the socks sitting evenly), I was ordered over to a tall stool, wrapped tightly in a plastic cape and then had my hair reduced to a number one clip via a set of electric barber’s clippers.  I felt awkward, humiliated, my hair clumped over the cape and floor.  But before the cape came off, Mrs Birch left the room with a chuckle and returned with something in her hand.  “This will look perfect!” she exclaimed.  She affixed a large black velvet bow onto my head, kept in place with a thin elastic chinstrap.  For that I was at least thankful – it shouldn’t fall off if I was ordered to do more dancing and prancing routines.  Then I was sent off to the mirror once more, utterly relieved to be leaving the cloying, clammy cape behind but aware the sight before me was likely to be equally uncomfortable.  Which it was.   My blush returned. 
 
    
 
    
 
   And then I was ordered to stand before her.  Mrs Birch stepped in and adjusted the bow slightly.  “It’s now straight.  I expect it to remain this way for the remainder of the lesson.  However, you are not permitted to touch it, or the chinstrap at any time.  Do you understand why?”  I stumbled about for an answer, thoughts of crooked bows filling me with dread.  “Ah…because…umm…I’m not sure Miss.”  Mrs Birch’s eyes widened.  “Well you’ll be sure now.  Repeat after me:  My pretty sissy bow is perfect now, atop my little sissy head.”  I repeated her words.  “Good.  And now this: And there’s simply no reason why it won’t remain that way, for the rest of the day.”  I repeated this line too.  “Now say both lines together.”  I knew by now that it had better be repeated word perfect or I’d be over the stool or her knee for a salient reminder to remain attentive at all times.  I took a deep breath and repeated the lines slowly.  Word perfect – phew.  I felt a little pleased that I’d met the standards Mrs Birch was intent on imparting on me.  At least on this occasion… 
 
    
 
   “Back in front of the mirror, hands on head.”  I did as I was told, or at least I thought I did.  “Your hands touched the bow.  Over to the stool.”   Six strokes of the cane followed.  “Back in front of the mirror, hands on head.”  I carefully placed my hands on my head.  “Now repeat the refrain I gave you about your bow.”  My very sore bottom acted as a strong reminder that I needed to remember it properly.  “My pretty sissy bow is perfect now, atop my little sissy head.  And there’s simply no reason why it won’t remain that way, for the rest of the day.”  “As expected.  Now keep repeating it until I tell you otherwise.”  “Yes Miss.”  I began the refrain.  Mrs Birch turned and left the room. 
 
    
 
   I stood like this for perhaps fifteen or twenty minutes, my arms growing increasingly sore.  But that wasn’t the worst of it.  As the minutes passed the chinstrap started to annoy, then really irritate me.  Too tight, oh too tight.  But I knew I couldn’t go near it. 
 
    
 
   Mrs Birch came back into the room and in the mirror I could see her arranging some clothes - girls clothes - over the lounge chair behind me.  I kept up my lines. 
 
    
 
   “Enough of today’s signature tune for now.  Stand in front of the lounge chair and strip.” 
 
    
 
   I lowered my arms carefully, aware that the blood would recirculate into them rather painfully. 
 
    
 
   Stripped of my schoolboy outfit, I was quickly returned to another uniform, only this time it was a girls one.  A full winter kit.  A long-sleeved white blouse with rounded collar, dark green tie, a heavy, grey pleated woollen pinafore to my knees, thick woollen tights in dark green, brown shoes.  Mrs Birch handed me a green blazer and I put it on.  Instantly she looked displeased.  “Over to the stool and bend over.”  What had I done?  She lifted up the blazer and dress, lowered my tights and panties and said, “ Your blazer has a pen stain on it.”  I started to plead with her that I had nothing to do with it but her curt “Do you want a doubling of the six?” quickly shut me up.  “I’m very aware you didn’t stain the jacket but you need to be reminded that such sloppy behaviour is absolutely intolerable.  You’ll receive the six strokes as a lesson in neatness.”  I secretly cursed the idiot who’d made the mark, hoping Mrs Birch had dealt with them severely.
 
   My short and extremely sharp lesson over, Mrs Birch had me remove the jacket, replacing it with a schoolgirl’s grey cardigan.  I had to button it up and make my way over to the school desk.  “You’ll spend the next three hours writing out your refrain.  Each word is to be written in different-coloured ink and all words containing a vowel are to have each letter written in different-coloured ink.  The order for both tasks is as follows:  blue, red, black, green, purple.  Five hundred lines.  Commence.”   Mrs Birch sat down opposite me and began reading through some papers.  A closely supervised detention…I sighed.  
 
    
 
   It was a horrible afternoon on so many levels, not least of which was that chinstrap.  I barely managed to complete fifty lines what with all the mistakes I made.  And every mistake is, of course, unacceptable to Mrs Birch and subject to swift punishment.  But by the end of the three hours, I knew one thing very well:  My pretty sissy bow is perfect now, atop my little sissy head.  And there’s simply no reason why it won’t remain that way, for the rest of the day.   I was sent home under strict instructions to complete the assignment within a week.       
 
    
 
   I attended another lesson soon after.  After my school uniform was inspected (this time I received 12 strokes of the cane across my bottom; six each for the two tiny scuff marks on my shoes – I hadn’t even noticed them!), it was replaced with something far more frightening than a girl’s uniform.  I was made to endure intense nursery discipline but not before having my hair clipped very short again and another huge bow affixed to my near naked scalp.  After the clippering the mirror was again called into use: I looked ridiculous in front of it, and not just because of the pink dummy, pink satin romper suit and hand-knitted booties I wore.  Off I then went to meet with the many toys Mrs Birch had carefully arranged around the room.  Soon enough the bow on my head was replaced with a bonnet.  But Mrs Birch certainly wasn’t discarding bows:  a huge pink-lace bow was tied around my waist, while smaller ones went around my wrists. 
 
    
 
   On went the baby ‘play’…and Mrs Birch disciplinary regime.                
 
    
 
   I cannot pretend that I am looking forward to my next lesson under Mrs Birch.  Except for one thing: I hope that whatever sissified outfit I am put into includes bows somewhere.  This is definitely a surprise, a delightful one in fact.  Never have I given bows much attention before.  Now I sense they are akin to a tiara atop any sissies head, a cherry to top off any pretty-frilly neckline or waist.  Yum! 
 
    
 
   I laughed to myself when I first realised this.  And then I remembered that while bows might be yummy, in Mrs Birch’s presence they’re usually in association with not-so-yummy things.  Like humiliations, sore bottoms and aching wrists.  Mmmm; contrary feelings…   Still, I’m so grateful to her for helping me realise how wonderful bows are.  What a surprise! 
 
    
 
   Mrs Birch has taught me that pretty dresses and frilly outfits are only ever pretty and frilly when they are worn properly.  So, just like any other part of a sissy’s outfit, bows must be worn properly at all times.  That is, they should be neat and clean, arranged correctly, tied perfectly, always straight, not allowed to fall off the wig, head or clothing and never, ever, removed without permission.  There are no exceptions: firm punishment measures are necessary whenever such simple presentation rules are flaunted.  
 
    
 
   A Presentation on Bows for Superiors
 
    
 
   Here I present some observations for Superiors on the use and application of bows for sissies and in petticoat punishments.
 
    
 
   The choice of colour for the bows a sissy wears can be very important.  The inherent ‘girlishness’ of bows means no colour is truly ‘off limits’ however, careful consideration should be given to selecting colours that emphasis the sissified status of the wearer, for example, by making them wear bows in shades of pink, white, yellow, lavender and the like.  Of course we sissified males look ridiculous enough but that’s no reason to allow us to flaunt our fashion calamities.  With this in mind, always choose a bow’s colour to compliment those of the outfit being worn.   
 
    
 
   The material the bow is made from is also important.   Bows made in satin, velvet or lace are particularly apt; other than Goths, very few males choose to wear clothing or accessories made from such materials these days.  Again, the feminine associations of these materials can be used to heighten the sense of emasculation in a male made to wear such materials.      
 
    
 
   Of course we sissies really want to adore all aspects of our dress, and bows are no exception.  While some sissies may take to bows immediately, others may have to be firmly encouraged into identifying with them as a basic component of their sissified dress.  In such cases a range of reinforcement measures are available. 
 
    
 
   These include: 
 
    
 
   ·                    Reciting lines such as ‘I am a sissy and I adore wearing bows’ over and over and over.  And with a lisp of course!  
 
    
 
   ·                    Writing set essays on the topic, with strict guidelines on what should be written and in what style and tone.
 
    
 
   ·                    Writing lines such as ‘Bows are a sissygirl’s best friend’.  Five hundred lines is a good starting point for sissies just learning to adjust to their status while a minimum of 1,000 lines should be applied to sissies who are slovenly in expressing their appreciation for bows. 
 
    
 
   ·                    Pinning signs on sissy’s dress with messages such as ‘I want to wear bows and frilly dresses because I am such a little sissy!’
 
    
 
   ·                    Having sissies sew bows on to their dresses, panties, socklets, etc.  (This can have the added advantage of teaching a sissy to sew properly).  Packets of small bows in a range of colours and styles are readily available from any number of craft shops.  Consider setting them the task of sewing hundreds and hundreds and hundreds of little bows on to one of their dresses – all done properly of course, and within a designated timeframe.   
 
    
 
   As the picture below illuminates, there are inevitably times that discipline must be ingrained on a sissy’s mind through the liberal application of physical punishments and chastisements.  I now know that there is absolutely no good reason why a sissy’s Superior shouldn’t resort to a strong dose of the cane or similar implement should they prove lacking in their appreciation for bows…in all forms.    
 
    
 
   A point should be made here: if bows aren’t available, ribbons can be used as a very suitable substitute.  The effect can be just as terrifying, or just as delightful, as the two contrasting images here, show.  In the first, the boy looks crestfallen: the girlish ribbon amplifying his petticoated status. 
 
    
 
   In the other, a gorgeously sissy dress is made even more deliciously feminine by the use of simple ribbons around the collar and sleeves.  Of course the choice of colour helps; in this case, a soft, lavender hue to match the patterns on the dress.   
 
    
 
   For the Mistress, Mummy, Aunty, Governess or Nanny who allows their sissy some form of sexual relief (aren’t they fortunate!), bows may be a very useful adjunct to the act.  For example, bows can be tied around the testicles, base of the shaft, foreskin or head of the penis, as well as around the wrists.  The addition of tiny, tinkling bells on any of the bows may add to a Superior’s amusement and make for a pleasantly humiliating addition.  Obviously dirty behavioural traits are a no-no for we sissies.  With that in mind, should a sissy make any sort of mess over any bows then an appropriate punishment is clearly required.  
 
    
 
   Now it’s not always possible to have your sissy or petticoated one paraded in public in a pretty, frilly, be-bowed dress.  However, there are still plenty of ways to make them feel awkward or draw attention to themselves in public.  And bows definitely play a part in this.
 
    
 
   The reality is, a bow, particularly a big one in a girly colour, can be applied to the head or clothing of any recalcitrant male, no matter what they are wearing.   Take the graphic below as an example:  here, a boy has obviously misbehaved and is now suffering the consequences.  He is being subjected to a simple yet effective form of ‘petticoat’ punishment: the wearing of a huge, girly bow in his hair.  The fact he is neatly dressed in a boy’s shirt and tie and has his hair cut short in a suitably boyish style, serves to emphasis the humiliation that comes with the wearing of the bow.  
 
    
 
   In a similar manner, a male out in public, dressed in men’s clothing, can have a bow tied around his wrist as a reminder to behave.  Applying a bow around a shirt and then having them put on a jumper or jacket over it (a thick, heavy one would be preferable), should be considered on outings when the weather can’t make up it’s mind between cool and warm: you can guarantee they’ll not remove the jumper or jacket despite any discomfort they may feel from increasingly warmer temperatures.  Discomfort on many levels, but I’m sure many Superiors would say, ‘How delightful!’ 
 
    
 
    Artwork shown for this essay is used with kind permission from Carole Jean from Petticoat Punishment Art. You can find more of Carole Jean’s amazing artwork at Petticoat Punishment Art. The chequered bows at the top of the essay, and the beribboned sissy dress above, came from a provider of sissy fashions.  

 
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
   The End


 
   
  
 



An Essay on Chastity
 
   This letter was sent to me back in 2000.  What’s exciting about that you ask? 
 
   Check the notation at the end of the letter…
 
   Dear Mrs Birch, 
 
   I have been instructed by my Wife and Mistress to write to you regarding a penis punishment session, that I received last weekend. As you are aware My Wife keeps my penis in permanent chastity and the last form of sexual relief I had of any sort was on the 1 April 1999; nearly 11 months ago! Due to disobedience and bad luck I am not now due another release until 27 April 2001. Although I have been promised plenty of teasing, frustration and punishments. 
 
   It is one of these punishments that I have been instructed to write to you about. Miss Jane, as I now have to call my wife, has a very fond love of penis discipline. Miss Jane now also has a female lover called Miss Jill. Both of whom tease me and punish me mercilessly. 
 
   On Friday night Miss Jill arrived at the house and I greeted her in my usual demure manner. I was wearing my best French Maids uniform. After serving drinks and snacks that I had prepared earlier, I was informed to go to the loft, which I have converted into a punishment cell for myself. It is also my sleeping quarters when Miss Jill stays or at Miss Jane's whim. 
 
   Once in the loft I was instructed to strip down to my chastity device, put my uniform away neatly and stand in the corner, facing the corner, with my hands on my head, and wait. The loft is bare, there is a small wardrobe to keep my uniforms in, a single, sparsely covered bed to sleep in, a punishment couch to be strapped to, and a locked punishment box which contains all of Miss Jane's implements of pain. 
 
   After what seamed ages I heard footsteps coming up the stairs and into the loft. "Well" Miss Jill said, "do we have a surprise or two for you today! As I understand from Miss Jane you have earned yourself another session of penis punishment and discipline. And we intend that you will not forget this one in a long time." 
 
   "Turn around and let us see you," said Miss Jane, "just look at that swelling organ straining against that chastity belt. Well we will remove that belt for you shortly and let your penis have some fresh air, but you know the rules. Up on to the punishment couch so that we can secure you so you won't get carried away and try to play with that thing of yours." 
 
   I hopped onto the couch in trepidation, because I knew from past experiences that I was not going to like what was coming. And a surprise or two that put a sickening pain in my stomach. My arms and legs were securely fastened by 8 straps and my torso and chest by another 2 until I could not move a muscle. 
 
   "Right let's see what we have here then today," said Miss Jill as she produced a large white plastic box that looked like a small briefcase, whilst Miss Jane removed my chastity belt. My penis jumped to attention like a coiled spring. 
 
   "Well just look at that will you," said Miss Jane, "he does look rather pleased to see us. I wonder if he still will be as pleased to see us later!". Miss Jill removed a little white box with a number of dials on it from the case. She also took out a number of wires with sticky attachments. "Do you know what this is? No? Well let me tell you. It is a body toner machine, and through these little pads the machine sends electric pulses. So we are going to attach these eight pads to your penis and balls and see what happens. The pads were attached to the head of my penis, whilst two more were attached to the shaft and the remaining four were all attached to my balls. 
 
   Then a gentle tickle started to go through my penis and balls as the machine was switched on. It felt very nice and indeed I could almost say it was having an effect on me that could have matched a vibrator. 
 
   Wow! Suddenly Miss Jane turned the machine up on to full power and electric shocks shuddered through my penis and balls. I had been lured into a false sense of security, but I should have known better. I strained against my bonds as shock after shock went seething through my penis and balls. 
 
   "Well we will leave you for a time to contemplate what is still to come whilst you enjoy recharging your batteries. We are going to go to the bedroom and slip into something a bit more comfortable, but before we do, we will just switch on this baby listening device for you so that you can hear us downstairs." 
 
   On doing that they both disappeared downstairs closing the loft hatch and switching off the light, leaving me withering in total darkness in excruciating pain. (The baby listening device consists of a transmitter and receiver that just plugs into the electric sockets anywhere in the house and you can listen to conversations or noises through it.) Well I could hear them talking to each other in the bedroom and they were obviously discussing my next line of punishment as well as kissing and cuddling each other. 
 
   I am at a wits end that my wife has taken on a female lover instead of me. 
 
   They came back into the loft some 40 minutes later. They told me, although I had lost all meaning of time. They both looked stunning in matching outfits, except one was in white and one was in black. Miss Jane had the black outfit, which consisted of a very brief baby doll, nightie and black seamed stockings and at least 4 inch black stilettos. Over this was a black wrap covered in lace.
 
   Miss Jill wore the same in white. Very, very stunning they both looked. “I think your batteries have been charged fully, so we will administer a little cock smacking just to wake you up; as you have probably been asleep for the last 45 minutes whilst we have been downstairs.” 
 
   (Some chance of that I thought). Both picked up a wooden ruler and teased and taunted each other as to who should start the smacking; which added to my consternation. 
 
   In the end Miss Jill started with a nice round 50 smacks as she very nicely put it. Miss Jane followed with another 50. By this time my penis was red raw and very sore and aching to the point well beyond tears. 
 
   "Well that's warmed him up a little," Miss Jill said "shall we now give him a real smacking?" 
 
   Out came a short crop. At the business end, as they like to put it, was a little leather hand, very innocent looking, but extremely painful, especially to an already reddened penis. 
 
   "Right let's up the tempo. 100 smacks each of this should teach him a lesson," By 10 or 12 I was crying again and begging them to stop; never mind the 180 or so still to come. Without hesitation the crop landed again and again. On the head, shaft, side to side, and every now and then my penis would be lifted so that they could smack the underside. After they had finished my penis looked like a swollen beetroot, it was so red and raw. 
 
   "Well it does look a bit sorry for itself now! Do you think we ought to rub in some nice cream now or smack a little more for you?" 
 
   Well I knew what the nice cream was. It was Ralgex, and I knew I was going to get it one way or the other so I asked politely for them to put it on now. 
 
   "Then we will put some nice cream on now for you since you want it!" (That was a shock. They did not usually give in so easily and usually I had more smacking to follow first, but I was not going to complain). 
 
   "Well look‚ we have some nice, Ralgex here for you! And Miss Jane is going to rub it well into that sore little penis for you. That will make you feel better won't it?" 
 
   "Yes Miss Jill," I replied, knowing how easy I had been let off. I was actually looking forward to it now rather than later. Miss Jane did not even melt the Ralgex this time; which was one of her little tricks, but just took hold of my penis in one hand and strongly and firmly pressed the stick of Ralgex up and down my shaft. Over the head and around my balls. It takes a few moments to work but once it does it burns for hours. 
 
   "Well we will leave you to contemplate your sins whilst that is going to work on your penis whilst we go downstairs and make love, but you can hear us through the listening device we have plugged in for you." 
 
   I could hear them downstairs. Another woman making love to my wife whilst I had been punished by both of them and now lay here with a very sore, burning, aching penis and balls. Hours and hours later they returned looking very pleased with themselves. 
 
   "Well how have we been enjoying ourselves up here? Not as much as we have been enjoying ourselves I bet!" said Miss Jane. "Now then, remember we said we had one or two little surprises for you? Well the electric shock was one and now you are going to get the other. How's that penis of yours? Is it still sore and burning? Because if it's not we will soon put and end to that!" And by saying that they picked up a crop and a wooden ruler respectively and in turn laid into my already very tender penis. Smack, smack, smack! 
 
   All of us lost count. In fact I don't think they were counting! After about a dozen or so I was beyond counting! This seemed to go on for ages before the weapons fell silent. Only for a few seconds though, as they changed weapons and laid into me again and again and again. Crying and screaming were not the words to use. I had been well beyond that a long time ago. 
 
   "Enough," suddenly Miss Jill said. "This is wearing me out and I want to make love again tonight. Don't you Miss Jane?" 
 
   This was two women making love almost five times a week and now twice in one day and I had not had any relief for nearly 11 months. 
 
   "Yes I've had enough of this. Let's finish him off and go to bed shall we?" 
 
   Finish me off? What did that mean? Then out came the Ralgex again. A candle and a lighter but also a condom too. 
 
   "Look‚ surprise number two. Lovely Mrs Birch told me about this one. And she used it on her husband. So don't you worry. Its been tried and tested." They then lit the candle and melted the Ralgex. Once the Ralgex was melted they liberally covered the inside of the condom with a thick coat of the melted Ralgex, before placing the Ralgex over my penis too. Four of the pads were relocated onto my balls and the other four on to my nipples before being switched on at full power again. 
 
   "You so liked the electric shocks before. And since it obviously kept you hard and we don't want the condom coming loose; so we will put the electric's back on for you to ensure that you stay nice and hard all night. Then we can let that Ralgex go to work. Night, night darling! No playing with yourself whilst we are downstairs making love." 
 
   Saying that Miss Jane once again closed the loft hatch door and turned off the light and left me in darkness to while away the night in agony, whilst downstairs I could once again hear them in the throws of passion and also discussing what evils they could do to me tomorrow! 
 
   A mustard and Bran poultice I heard. Now I have read about that before. Is that one of Mrs Birch's favourites too?
 
    
 
   I recently heard from Miss Jane, letting me know that Paul remains chaste to this day!
 
    
 
   Oh dear….
 
   The End


 
   
  
 



A Chalk Dust Memory of a Magna-Strapping
 
 
   This is a true account of a school day memory of a strapping administered by a female schoolteacher, which left a lasting impression on me as a young adult.
 
    
 
   Richard Edwards,
 
    
 
    
 
   My recollection of my female schoolteacher, Ms Cruise, is, on the one hand, very sketchy as it was such a long time ago now but, on the other hand, still extremely vivid in many respects.  
 
    
 
   Most of the teachers in my secondary school were male – learned and wise men for the most part, with the exception of the odd brute!  Ms. Cruise was our civics teacher.  This was a subject that was regarded by us lads as a bit of a joke and not to be taken too seriously.  She was, to my memory, a rather tall woman, dark haired, with a nice complexion and otherwise quite ordinary.  Unlike the other teachers, she did not resort to the strap or cane, as was commonly used in those days, preferring instead the more modern day disciplinary measures of detention or written lines.
 
    
 
   I recall, one day, we had a double class with her in the afternoon and the lads were really up for messing around.  By the time of the second period, she was struggling to keep it going, having dished out verbal warnings and reprimands to all and sundry.  Finally, one particular lad sitting at the back of the classroom had cheekily cupped his hands together under the desk, making a loud and rude raspberry sound which the whole class heard and immediately fell all over the place laughing at!
 
    
 
   I could see Ms. Cruise’s ire rising visibly!  Without further ado, she rose from her chair at the top of the class, strode with purpose down the row between the desks and took hold of the culprit’s ear, forcing him up to his feet, whereupon she frog-marched him back to the front dais which I remember was quite high, so that everybody had a good view of the teacher and what was about to unfold.
 
    
 
   Ms. Cruise had a shiny black leather case with a handle for her papers, which she usually kept by her table.  Suddenly, she reached in to her case and extracted a fearsome-looking black leather magna-strap about 18 inches in length.  I remember it was much longer and wider than the straps normally used by the other teachers.  On seeing this, the whole class went immediately silent and expectant.
 
    
 
   She then firmly took hold of the lad’s right hand wrist, bringing him to the side of her table and instructed him to lift his hand high and out straight.  Standing back sideways to the lad, who by now was in a state of complete trepidation, she proceeded to strap his hand with very slow and deliberate strokes which resounded all around the room in a loud echo effect.  Every time the lad tried either to take his hand away or to close it up, she just continued to grip him tightly by the wrist and returned his hand to the high, upright position.  After six hard strokes of her magna-strap, she started in a similar fashion on his left hand.  By the second stroke of this set, the lad was howling in pain and it was only a matter of time before the tears began to flow.  By the sixth stroke, he had been forced down on to his knees by the methodical and accurate strapping of Ms. Cruise.
 
    
 
   Now that the lad was in this vulnerable position, it seemed to energise Ms. Cruise even further, as she clearly was getting into her stride.  With the completion of the second set of six strokes, she went again for the lad’s right hand.  In agitation and fear, he tried to hide his hand behind his back, only for Ms. Cruise to bend directly over him and forcibly take his hand out front again for another six hard strokes of her strap.  By the end of that round, the lad was in a state of clear distress, but Ms. Cruise was remorseless in the execution of her punishment and finished him off with a final set of six hard strokes on his left hand.  At the end of the punishment, the lad just doubled over, still on his knees, as Ms. Cruise towered over him looking every inch the dominant.  The whole class was completely stunned and speechless at this fearsome sight, it has to be said!
 
    
 
   However, just when we and the poor lad thought it was all over, Ms. Cruise made the culprit stand in the corner with his hands placed behind his back.  Momentarily putting down the magna-strap on her table, she then proceeded to take her chair from behind the table and to position it centre front of the dais, with its back facing towards the class.  Then, she calmly, but firmly, instructed the terrorized lad to come forward from the corner where he was standing and to kneel on the chair in front of all his peers.  What followed has stayed with me to this day!!
 
    
 
   Picking up her magna-strap from the table, she ordered the lad to hold out his hand high and straight and to place his free hand under it.  Ms. Cruise stood about three feet away from him with her back to the class and with the long strap poised in her right hand.  She then spread her legs apart to give her better balance and raised her strap as high as she could above her head, tennis-style, carefully holding the top tip of the strap with the fingers of her left hand.  She held this frightening pose for a few, what seemed unending, seconds before bringing down the strap with such force that it nearly knocked the poor lad off the chair with shock.  She then instructed him to change his hand over and raised her strap high above her head, again with the left hand fingers holding the strap tip, and maintaining this position until she was fully ready.  Once more the strap descended with a fierce crack on the lad’s hand.  It truly was an awesome sight of female authority and power!
 
    
 
   Ms. Cruise proceeded to administer a total of 12 strokes of her magna-strap in this dramatic fashion.  At the very end, the wretched lad was bent double over the chair with the excruciating pain in his hands, as he cupped them under his armpits in a vain gesture of seeking comfort, all the while crying his eyes out.  Rather tenderly, Ms. Cruise then helped him down from the chair and led him to the corner again, where after verbally reprimanding him for having been such a naughty boy and deserving of his punishment, she instructed the lad to stay with his hands on the top of his head for the remainder of the class.  In a final gesture of what seemed ritual humiliation and shaming, she made the lad get down on one knee before her and to kiss her punishment hand and the magna-strap in a gesture of abject deference to her absolute authority.  Ms. Cruise then got on with the rest of her class period, which, needless to say, proceeded without the slightest incident or hint of disruption.
 
    
 
   What I also remember clearly about that day was Ms. Cruise’s formal, but simple, attire.  She wore a starched white blouse with a high collar.  She also wore, as I recall, a dark navy necktie or choker, which perfectly matched the colour of her pleated knee-length skirt.  I remember, too, that she wore clear stockings, which had a straight back seam and high-heeled polished black shoes, which gave her wonderful elevation.  With her hair tied up in a bun and her black-framed spectacles – it just finished off the look for me! 
 
    
 
   To be honest, Mrs. Birch, to this day, seeing a woman in the street, young or old, dressed in the classic formal style always turns my head.  Formal dress exudes the very essence of female authority and it really does it for this spanking devotee every time!
 
    
 
   It is sometimes argued that a spanking fetish is caused by the profound psychological effects of receiving or witnessing physical discipline administered in early life. It is also speculated that those who are drawn to the appeal of corporal punishment often have had a perfectly normal upbringing with no such experience. Whichever side of the argument you lean towards, there is no doubt that, in my own case, the school-time memory of Ms. Cruise’ unforgettable strapping was instrumental in shaping my spanking fetish in later adult life. Thank you, Ms. Cruise, for this formative memory, and also you, Mrs. Birch, for renewing the chalk dust memory here at your wonderful site! 
 
   

The End


 
   
  
 



The Diet 
 
 
   By A Naughty Young Lady
 
   The following essay was written by a young lady whose husband decided it was high time for his lovely wife to request of Me a Detention, as punishment for her not sticking to her diet. 
 
   From her well-written and entertaining account of her imposition, you can fairly well follow the order of events on that fateful night. However I feel it important to let you know that the meal that the young lady was to prepare for herself, under My instruction and through her husband's supervision, was unpleasant and unpalatable, to say the least. 
 
   The young lady's husband added a little something extra that I had not planned. Instead of having his wife seated at the dining room table for the duration of her punishment, he placed a writing desk in the corner of the basement and facing the wall. It was there that she was forced to complete her Detention! 
 
   I shall not enlighten you on any more of the details and finer points of the Detention as I think that I should leave it up to your imagination to fill in the gaps! 
 
   
  
 

My First Experience with Squash
 
   This is an essay written as a punishment for not being able to stick to my diet. It is a punishment that was actually requested by my husband and he has so graciously allowed Mrs Birch to set the standards for my punishment in the form of a four-hour Detention. The punishment was issued to help teach me a lesson and has taken on the form of humility, pain and suffering. 
 
    
 
   At this exact moment I would have to say that I am quite embarrassed. I don't know if I have ever felt this embarrassed at any time in my life before. I know that this is really just between me and my husband, but the fact is that I am now sitting on a wooden chair with two fiery red buns writing a 2,000 word essay to a lady I don't even know. I must admit that I am rather shocked that I have gotten myself into such a situation. My buns are at this moment permanently stuck to the wooden chair and throbbing with pain. 
 
    
 
   I am afraid to move them for fear that the chair will squeak and my husband will initiate another bare bottom good old-fashioned over the knee spanking. Let's go back a bit for I am getting ahead of myself. 
 
    
 
   The first part of my Detention I was to be properly showered and naked and prepared for my punishment fifteen minutes before it was to begin, but due to circumstances beyond my control, I was unable to meet that deadline. In fact I was probably a whole fifteen minutes late for my Detention. This certainly was not getting things off to a good start. Because I made a deal with my husband to follow this thing all the way through to the end, he was now required to place me over his knee and initiate a fifty paddle bare bottom beating. 
 
    
 
   Of course I co-operated to the fullest and received my paddles without any complaining. They were adequate enough paddles I guess considering there wasn't really anything that I could have done about my delay. But, I got the impression that my husband was enjoying this punishment thing just a little too much. 
 
    
 
   I know it was a bit of attitude on my part but things got a little out of hand. I realised this when I went over and sat down on the chair to eat my wonderfully prepared meal of squash, eggplant and potato. He motioned for me to come back over. Apparently he had read over the directions a little better than I had because I was not supposed to sit down, but rather I was to stand behind the chair and wait for permission to sit down and eat. 
 
    
 
   I was not a happy camper and told him that he was being very picky and we were running late and didn't have time for such nonsense. He apparently didn't like my attitude very much and the next thing I know I am back over his knees for another spanking - only this time it was not just for fun like the first was. 
 
    
 
   He was determined to teach me a lesson early on in this Detention and he was using more force than he had ever used before while he was paddling me. The fact that he was so serious was a little scary, but I didn't have time to worry about that so much because of the extreme agony I was in each time the paddle hit one of my already sensitive bare bottoms. 
 
    
 
   I was squirming around on his lap and I think that made him hit me even harder. I refused to let myself cry and I think he was actually a little disappointed when he finally let me up and I hadn't shed a tear. It's not like I didn't feel like it, but I do have a stubborn side when it comes to matters like this. I then proceeded to stand behind the chair and he eventually gave me permission to sit down and start eating. He also informed me that I now only had 20 minutes to eat so that I had better get started. 
 
   
I really didn't think that it would be a big problem to eat the squash, eggplant and potato mixture because I like all three of those items. How bad could it be? Unfortunately for the vegetable industry I will probably never again eat squash or eggplant and maybe even potatoes. The first spoonful that I put in my mouth almost came back out onto my plate, but I knew that the mood I had put my husband in, he probably would have made me put it back in my mouth. I could see the smirk on his face and I was determined to continue eating. 
 
    
 
   It's very hard to describe what it was like having to sit in front of my husband, totally nude with a throbbing bare behind and eat that stuff! I must give Mrs Birch credit for coming up with a punishment that I will not be in a big hurry to ever repeat. And I am only fifteen minutes into a four-hour Detention! The fact that I didn't have anything to drink except the squash water was not a very big plus. This lady definitely knows how to make someone who thinks they love to eat, force each spoonful into their mouth. 
 
    
 
   I had no idea of the time, because my husband had taken my watch away, but I could hear the seconds ticking away on the kitchen timer. He had set the kitchen timer for twenty minutes and set it on the table so I could hear it but not see it. The fact that if I didn't finish before the timer went off meant that I had to face another over the knee bare bottom paddling, which in itself wouldn't be such a bad thing except for two things: The first thing was that I am not sure that I can peel my buns off this chair and the second thing was that after the paddles I still had to go back and finish the meal anyway. 
 
    
 
   My mind was going off in twenty different directions. One thing that came to mind was that now I know that there was a very good reason why I am not to leave the table until I have finished my meal. It's because I will probably go into the bathroom and toss my cookies or should I say, squash. By the looks of my plate I probably have eaten only two thirds of the food when I was forced to take a drink. WOW! And I thought the food was bad!!! 
 
    
 
   The drink had it's own distinct taste and texture. Yes, it was actually chunky, or should I say, stringy. It was awful! I thought I could actually eat some potatoes to get that feeling out of my mouth when the bell rang. I jumped and my heart sank to the floor. My husband got up and came over to pull out my chair. Very carefully I pulled my buns from the seat and I could tell it was all he could do not to laugh. I was feeling pretty stupid at about this time for the predicament I had gotten myself into. If my husband had told me right now that we could quit, I would have gladly sent Mrs Birch an e-mail and told her to take a hike! 
 
    
 
   But I could tell that a deal was a deal and he was going to make me finish this Detention by the book. Another fifty bare bottom paddles were administered and they were not quite as bad as the last set of paddles had been. Either he had mellowed out a little or my buns were so far gone that they didn't really care to yell anymore. 
 
    
 
   After the paddles were over I prayed that he would just come and take the plate away. I would have done just about anything to get that last bit of squash into the garbage can instead of into my mouth. My stomach was not the one doing all the yelling, it was my mouth that wasn't co-operating. I couldn't seem to swallow after I did get it into my mouth and the fact I didn't have anything to wash it down with didn't help. 
 
    
 
   Well, needless to say he didn't take away my plate but rather pulled at my chair and made me sit down again in front of that plate. I thought if I tried, perhaps I could bribe him to take it away and we just would pretend that I had finished the squash. But tonight was not the night to misread my husband. I wasn't sure my behind was going to be able to take very many more paddles. That paddle he is using really, really stings when it hits. 
 
    
 
   After he pushed my chair up to the table he told me to keep eating and he would be right back. I couldn't imagine where he was going and was literally in shock when he returned. That turkey had gone into the kitchen and gotten himself a bowl of orange sherbet and brought it down to eat in front of me! Really nice guy I have isn't he? I get the feeling that he and Mrs Birch would get along just fine. I wonder if they have been corresponding behind my back? Well, anyway it was back to my squash and to try to ignore the spoon hitting the bow every time he took a bite of the sherbet. Each bite I put into my mouth was harder and harder to swallow, but at least I could see the end was getting nearer. 
 
    
 
   I probably only had about three or four spoonfuls left to eat on my plate. I kept having to tell myself that I could do it. It was only squash, eggplant and potato. You remember that in a past life you used to actually enjoy all three of these items. In fact you go out into a restaurant and order them as side dishes. I kept trying to convince myself that I could finish even though I often times wanted to just toss the plate across the room. With only two bites left I knew that I was going to make it and was not defeated. 
 
    
 
   But then I looked at the tall glass of squash water and nearly lost everything. I had two bites of squash on my plate and about three quarters of a glass of squash water in my cup. Which one was going to have to wash down the other? I really could have used a quarter to toss into the air and decide. It was so weird how such a simple thing could turn into such a dilemma. I finally decided that I should drink the squash water first and get it over with, and then finish off with the last two bites of the solid mixture on my plate. Unfortunately I had no potatoes left. They were my favourite out of the three but I hadn't thought ahead very well to save them for last. I drank the squash water and immediately ate the last two bites off my plate. Now if I could just swallow what was in my mouth and get on with this stupid Detention. 
 
    
 
   I looked up at my husband and he had that same smirk on his face again as he was scraping the bottom of his sherbet bowl. I tried to remember what I was supposed to do next because I know he had those instructions memorised. Was I to ask him if I could clear off the table or was he supposed to come tell me to clear off the table? I didn't have to wonder very long because he came over and told me I did good and he took my plate into the kitchen so that I could prepare for the next three and a half hours. WOW! - my little victory of being able to eat everything that was on my plate didn't look so great when it finally hit me that I wasn't even a quarter of the way through my Detention. The last forty-five minutes had seemed like an eternity. 
 
    
 
   It is very hard to describe what the whole experience was really like. I know that I am to describe every aspect of the experience but it is a very difficult thing to do. I know for a fact that squash and eggplant and potatoes are not going to be very high up on my list things to eat for quite some time. The squash taste is what will probably remain in my mind for quite awhile. The large soft seeds that were in the mixture made the consistency quite unattractive to say the least. The little eggplant seeds are even another aspect of the experience. It was very hard to even get these two vegies to blend together. I would love to know what possessed Mr Birch to put these two things together. Was it a dream of these two vegetables jumping into a bowl and wake up to make yet another suffer this unique punishment? 
 
    
 
   Well, enough said about the squash and the eggplant mixture of seeds. The potato was a very basic food and I actually was quite thankful the potato was available. It was extremely bland but at least I thought of it as a semi-normal experience putting it into my mouth. The downright sadistic item to be discussed would have to be the squash water. This was the ultimate ending to an extremely gross meal. I can't even describe what it was like having to drink something with all those stringy things in it. I thought that because the other stuff was so pasty that anything wet would be a welcomed experience. Boy was I wrong about that! 
 
    
 
   I suppose if I could have washed down my squash, eggplant and potato with a glass of ice water it wouldn't have been quite so much fun, but it would have been nice to try. I think that since I started this essay, who knows how long ago, I have been consistently burping squash water. I think I would just about kill for a bottle of extra strength Mylanta or a pack of Tums or Rolaids right now. I also know that I am extremely anxious to finish this essay so that I can move off this chair. My buns are once again stuck to the chair and I have been unable to move for quite some time. Oh, don't worry; it's not that I have been quiet as a mouse - not by a long shot. But I have a husband proctor who knows that my legs are aching and my bun are aching and my back is aching and he is loving it. 
 
    
 
   He has a little notepad and every time I turn the page he grabs his notepad and makes a little notation. It is his little black book and as soon as my rough draft is done I will be required to assume that position for my noise making paddles. He must have about two hundred paddles accumulated by now and he keeps telling me that as soon as I count up my two thousand words I can come see him. Do you happen to know that it is impossible to turn the pages of a legal pad without making a sound? And I haven't even begun to start switching pens or drawing lines yet! I thought that eating the squash, eggplant and potato was difficult to do but this page turning is a nightmare of it's own. 
 
    
 
   Well, I suppose the big question is whether or not eating the squash was an appropriate deterrent? I guess that only time will tell, but I am extremely proud of the way my husband took control and followed through on his part of the deal. It will certainly make me think twice about messing up and having him tell me to send out for another Detention! 
 
    
 
   Mrs Birch I hope you won't be offended if I say that I don't care if we ever visit your website again! But if it is any consolation, every time I see a squash, I will think of you!
 
    
 
   
  
 

The End


 
   
  
 



STRICT
 
   By Mrs Birch
 
   
I thought I might share with you some thoughts on the word 'strict'. 
 
    
 
   The Dictionary defines strict as " fr. L strictus, fr. pp. of stringere to bind tight _ more at strain ] (15c) 1 archaic 
a : tight, close ; also : intimate 
b : narrow 2 
a : stringent in requirement or control <under ~ orders>  
b : severe in discipline <a ~ teacher>  3 
a : inflexibly maintained or adhered to <~ secrecy>  
b : rigorously conforming to principle or a norm or condition  4 : exact, precise <in the ~ sense of the word>  5 : of narrow erect habit of growth <a ~ inflorescence> syn see rigid _ strictly \'strik(t)-le\ adv _ strictness \-nes\ n "
 
    
 
   Unfortunately there are many slaves and maids who do not appreciate just what is meant by strict. The Thesaurus perhaps gives us a clearer idea: "austere, disciplinary, dour, draconian, exacting, forbidding, grim, hard, harsh, iron-fisted, no-nonsense, oppressive, picky, punctilious, rigid, rigorous, severe, stern, stringent, tough, unpermissive, unsparing, uptight exact, perfect, precise, uncompromising."
 
    
 
   Now let's treat those words literally and see if you would like to live in a 'strict' household.
 
    
 
   It means that the slightest infraction of a rule will result in a punishment. Look at some of those words, uncompromising, draconian, & harsh. So if the rule were ‘no fidgeting’ and you were placed 'hands on head', standing in the corner; what would you do if you had an itch? What if it were right next to your fingers? What if a fly landed on your nose? Well if you moved, just a fraction, in My strict household you will incur additional punishment! That is what being strict is all about.
 
    
 
   Do you see any mention of leniency above? No. Uncompromising is there, rigid is there. So if you moved you should expect punishment! I trust you can see how it helps you though. If the rules are clearly drawn you have security, you know exactly where you stand, what you can do and what you can't do. And you would be disappointed wouldn't you if I let you down, you would lose your security.
 
    
 
   What about if you got into trouble for something you didn't do, then can you expect leniency? What do you think?
 
    
 
   Well in my household there are some golden rules. One is 'once a punishment is announced it will be delivered without excuse'. There is another rule, 'as soon as a punishment is announced you must immediately thank Me for going to such trouble'. Another rule is 'no arguing'.
 
    
 
   So now what do you think with respect to my earlier question?
 
    
 
   Let Me give an example.
 
    
 
   I recently found a Male Maid’s (MM) towel lying on the bathroom floor, shortly after he had showered. This is against the rules. I called MM into the bathroom and told him to pick up the towel. "Don't you dare let Me find it on the floor again. It is pure laziness not to hang it up immediately after use." 
 
    
 
   "Please Mrs Birch, I didn't..."
 
    
 
   "MM, I do not want to hear your excuses. You have been told to pick it up and you know better than to leave it on the floor in the first place. You will have twelve strokes of the cane for leaving it on the floor and six strokes of the tawse for making excuses."
 
    
 
   "But... please Mrs Birch, I didn't leave it there. Honestly..."
 
    
 
   It was at this point that My houseguest entered the bathroom. "I am sorry Jennifer, I must admit I knocked the towel down, I was going to tell MM to pick it up and forgot."
 
    
 
   What should one do in such a situation? I have strict rules. MM had not left his towel on the floor. Perhaps I had reacted too quickly. Was I wrong? Should MM be forgiven and let off his punishments? What would you do if you ran a strict household?
 
   Well let Me answer those questions by advising how I dealt with the matter. But first let Me say, as the Mistress of the house, I can never be wrong!
 
    
 
   "MM," I said warmly and gently, "Melanie has let Me know what happened so I do not think ill of you. You obviously were not lazy. However you have breached some rules. You are to accept all punishments with a ‘thank you’ and not make excuses. So the six strokes of the tawse must be delivered for your breach of those rules. Now after I advised the punishment, did you say thank you, or did you continue to make excuses?"
 
    
 
   "I continued to make excuses Mrs Birch," he replied sheepishly.
 
    
 
   "That's right," I agreed, "so what should happen for that?"
 
    
 
   "I should be punished for breaking the rules again," he replied with a scared edge to his voice.
 
    
 
   "That's a good boy. And I won't let you down because it is important that you know where you stand. If I were to show you leniency you might expect it in the future and be disappointed, it is important that I am consistent isn't it? If you hadn't made excuses it would have all come out anyway and you wouldn't be facing these punishments. You see the rules are there to protect you."
 
    
 
   "Yes Mrs Birch."
 
    
 
   "Now in view of the circumstances I will not give the maximum punishment, you can have just twenty strokes of the New Zealander."
 
   "Thank you Jennifer," he gasped, the New Zealander is a very nasty paddle indeed.
 
    
 
   "Now what about the twelve strokes of the cane, what should I do there?"
 
   "I think you should consider letting me off Mrs Birch as I didn't leave the towel on the floor."
 
    
 
   "Do you MM," I replied softly, "but what about the rule that says that once a punishment is announced it must be delivered?'
 
    
 
   MM swallowed hard, " but please Mrs Birch, it wasn't my fault."
 
    
 
   "MM," I chided softly, "I hope you are not going to argue again?"
 
    
 
   "No Mrs Birch."
 
    
 
   "So you understand I must punish you for that too?"
 
    
 
   "Yes Mrs Birch, thank you," he replied bowing his head. 
 
    
 
   "That's a good boy." I said.
 
    
 
   "Right then MM, I think you had better remove your clothes and we'll get your punishment out of the way now shall we? Twelve strokes of the cane, six strokes of the tawse and twenty strokes of the New Zealand paddle."
 
    
 
   "Yes Mrs Birch, thank you."
 
    
 
   "And MM….” I said,  “I shall be laying them on as hard as I can."
 
    
 
   "Thank you Mrs Birch," he responded dutifully.
 
    
 
   You may think this was harsh, but MM knows the rules are there to help him. He realises they can never be broken and, as a consequence, he knows exactly where he stands, there is never any doubt, the rules provide him with his security. 
 
    
 
   That is what being strict is all about!
 
   
The End


 
   
  
 



More Tales from Growing up
 
   in the 1950’s and 1960’s
 
    
 
   By Jimmy Boy
 
    
 
   Another amusing story from Jimmy Boy recounting a tale of woe from his childhood growing up in Australia
 
    
 
   I was growing up in 1964. I was in second form, aged 13 and sweeping the world was what was called 'Beatlemania'. Canings were being dealt out to boys who had let their hair grow over their collars, but they took them in their stride because they were boys who were popular with the girls. I, of course, was not one of those boys, because I was so afraid of the canings and cried copiously when I got 'the cuts' making me the target of contempt and disgust from the other kids. 
 
    
 
   Anyway, Mum would have spanked my bare bum with the hairbrush if I even suggested having long hair. Mum was most displeased with the way the world was heading and especially with what she saw as the growing cult of the teenager. 
 
    
 
   I was 13, but as far as Mum was concerned I was a 'little boy' and would be so for a long time yet. Hair parted on the side, short pants and white ankle socks to wear, 2 hours of homework every school night, and Sunday school before Church on Sunday was my lot, but Mum still thought I didn't get enough discipline. 
 
    
 
   Mum wanted me to go to a private boys school but to do so I would have to earn a scholarship and that meant an entrance exam, which I had to obtain at least 90% in all subjects. Trouble was, I was only an average student in all but a few subjects. I was getting good marks in History and English Literature, average grades in French and Chemistry, and just passing marks in Maths and Geography. 
 
    
 
   One thing I learned to count on was that every term report day over Mum's knees I'd go for a long, agonising, bare bottomed spanking with her hairbrush, and boy did those spankings leave me howling! As I danced about rubbing and blubbing after my end of year Form 1 report she told me she was going to pay for a tutor for me for Form 2, so from now on for me there was to be no more Sunday afternoon playtime. That left only Saturday for my free, me-time. 
 
    
 
   I, of course, thought this was unfair and just another punishment for me because I couldn’t see that Mum was only doing what was good for me. 
 
    
 
    
 
   The End


 
   
  
 



A Visit to Mrs Dawson 

A Readers’s Chalkdust Memory
 
   My mother never spanked me herself. She didn't believe in it. She figured that if I needed to be disciplined she would have someone else do it in hopes that my anger and resentment would be directed toward them - not her. Don't get me wrong, my mother was no wimp. She paddled my older sister Carol once in front of all of us at the dinner table and she couldn't sit comfortably for a week. I think mainly she just couldn't deal with the guilt she felt afterwards. 
 
   She found this middle-aged woman through an ad in the newspaper that read: "Are your children too much for you to handle? Are they in desperate need of firm but caring discipline? Why not let a woman with 20 years of experience teaching and caring for children take care of your discipline needs? Mrs. Dawson has a proven record of improving the behaviour of almost any child, from lazy or unruly youngsters, to extreme behavioural problems often associated with older children. She is a firm believer in corporal punishment and is so experienced in its administration that you will see results from your very first visit!" 
 
   If we misbehaved we were going to visit Mrs. Dawson. My brother and sister and I thought it was just another of her attempts to threaten us and we secretly giggled and tried to picture what this Mrs. Dawson looked like. It didn't take long because Saturday my sister was discovered playing at a friend’s house before she had done any of her assigned housework. My mom packed me and my brother in the car and we proceeded to drive over to find Carol. Upon arriving, Carol looked surprised to see us but not nearly as surprised as when mom pushed her into the back seat and told her she was getting her first visit to Mrs. Dawson. 
 
   We were all very quiet until Mom pulled the car into the driveway of this very large, Victorian looking house. Carol suddenly started whining and pleading with my mom to change her mind. Mom's mind was set, and before long we were standing at the front door ringing the doorbell. Carol was really nervous now. And I was too - even though I knew I wasn't in any trouble. The door opened and a young woman in a grey and white maid's outfit ushered us down a very long hall and into a sitting room. "Make yourselves comfortable, Mrs. Dawson will be with you shortly," she said and left the room shutting the door behind her. There were paddles of assorted shapes and sizes hanging on the walls and in the corner an umbrella stand full of switches and bamboo canes. Carol went white and Johnny's eyes were huge as well all surveyed the room. Strangely I found this room fascinating. I didn't even know why. I wanted very badly to lift one of the leather paddles off the wall and look at it but I knew not to. 
 
   Suddenly the door swung open and there was this large, middle-aged woman standing in the doorway. She was younger and much more attractive than I had imagined but the stern look on her face made my blood run cold. Carol's whimpering increased to the point where she was almost in tears and Mrs. Dawson said, "You must be Carol." Carol nodded yes but kept on whimpering. She gently took Carol's hand and led her over to the leather sofa. "You see Carol," she said seating herself and patting the seat beside her, "I am not here just to discipline you. I am here to guide and encourage you. Young people these days are confronted with so many temptations and peer pressures that it is almost impossible to know right from wrong anymore. And, parents are either too busy or too stressed to spend the time and effort to discipline them properly. That is where I fit in."
 
   Carol was petrified and having a difficult time looking at Mrs. Dawson. "You think you have misbehaved, Carol?" she asked. "N-No, I mean Y-Yes," Carol stammered. "To allow your misbehaviour to go unpunished would only give you permission to continue your thoughtless antics.... do you understand?" Carol just hung her head and nodded yes. Mrs. Dawson began, "The first time you visit me, you will be spanked over my knees with your panties pulled down." Carol gasped and her eyes immediately filled up with tears. "No, please!! Not with my pants down...please!" she pleaded. 
 
   "Quiet!" shouted Mrs. Dawson and gave all of us a look that shut Carol up and made me all hot and cold at the same time. I was entranced and hanging on Mrs. Dawson's every word and movement. She continued, "After your first visit any subsequent session will be completely up to my discretion as to length, type and severity. You will be sent to a specific room to wait. Any misbehaviour during a session will require that I use restraints. If restraints are necessary you will be subjected to my care for a very lengthy amount of time, possibly even overnight. I suggest you think twice before misbehaving during a session." 
 
   Mrs. Dawson then turned her attention toward mother. "I have asked you to bring your other children along so they can witness how I handle a discipline session,” she stated. "It is important that they understand what will be in store for them if they choose to disobey you or misbehave in any manner. I also recommend discipline sessions simply as an attitude adjustment or to improve moody or surly demeanour,” she added. Mother nodded in agreement and rose to leave. Mrs. Dawson glanced at her watch and said, "Seeing as this is a first session it will be relatively short. You may pick them up in 45 minutes." We all looked stunned as mother shook hands with Mrs. Dawson and left. 
 
   "Well now," Mrs. Dawson said turning to Carol, "I suggest we get started". Carol was trying to be brave but this was all too much for her and she burst into tears. "Crying won't help my dear," she said matter of factly, "It will only annoy me and make things worse for you in the long run. I suggest you wait because shortly you will have a great deal more to cry about." Before any of us new what was happening, Mrs. Dawson lifted Carol from her seat, placed her face down over her lap, flipped up her skirt and grabbed both of Carol's wrists in her left hand, pinning them in the small of her back. 
 
   Carol was so surprised she actually stopped crying. Johnny was cowering behind me and I couldn't breathe or even move. It was like I was paralysed by fear and by anticipation too. I liked seeing my sister in this helpless position. In the very back of my mind I was almost wishing it was me laying face down over Mrs. Dawson's lap. Not for very long though because suddenly Mrs. Dawson began smacking Carol's upturned backside with slow but very strong, deliberate slaps. Carol's eyes flew open wide and every time Mrs. Dawson's hand connected with her rear end, Carol jerked. She looked like she was trying to say something but nothing except gasps came out of her mouth. 
 
   Mrs. Dawson kept up her rhythmic spanks. Her hand was so large it almost covered the whole backside of Carol's white cotton panties. It wasn't long before Carol started to whimper and squirm. "Stop your moving missy," Mrs. Dawson said. In a flash, Mrs. Dawson grabbed Carol's panties and stripped them off her fanny and down to her ankles. Without missing a beat she continued her rain of spanks across Carol's already pinkish cheeks. In no time Carol was pleading, 
 
   "No more...no more..pleeeaase! I'll be good! I promise! Please..ppleaase ... no more! It seemed like Mrs. Dawson didn't even hear her because the smacks kept getting louder and faster. Carol was sobbing and squirming and trying everything possible to get the spanking to stop. One of her hands slipped free and she immediately tried to cover her extremely red bottom with it. 
 
   "You will, under no circumstances, attempt to protect yourself when I am spanking you. That is a rule, and one I expect never to be broken again, understand?" Mrs. Dawson thundered. She glanced over to where Johnny and I were sitting to make sure we were paying attention. "That goes for both of you as well," she stated, then proceeded to reach into a drawer next to the sofa and pull and a very large, flat, wooden hairbrush. Carol began babbling, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, p-please don't use that…Please... Mrs. Dawson...Pleeaase…”
 
   "Too late," stated Mrs. Dawson, "I want to make sure you remember from now on." She started paddling Carol again and by the third smack with the hairbrush, Carol was squealing and blubbering and sobbing. Her bare legs were kicking and her now crimson bottom was moving back and forth so rapidly that the hairbrush kept landing on the soft tender skin of Carol's upper thighs. "I guess you want me to tan the back of your thighs as well," Mrs. Dawson exclaimed. 
 
   "NO! NO! NO! ...Mrs. Dawson, please not there…" Carol screamed. 
 
   "Then I suggest you stay still and stop this wriggling around," she said with a very loud crack of the brush across Carol's thighs. 
 
   Carol tried her best to be still but she was in so much pain her legs still fluttered at every smack. Her cries grew louder and more intense and her backside grew redder and redder. Finally, Mrs. Dawson stopped spanking Carol and waited until her sobbing subsided somewhat. She caressed Carol's flaming bottom in a slow circular motion with her open palm. "Well now," she said, inspecting her results, "I think we may have some problem sitting down for awhile." She gently lifted Carol back on to her feet, wiped away her tears with a handkerchief and helped her to reassemble her clothes. 
 
   "Now, I want all three of you children to listen to me and listen very carefully. This was a very mild disciplinary session. I chose to go a little easy on Carol because this was her first visit, but next time will be business as usual. Since the rest of you got to witness how things work when you are here you can be assured that any punishment session you earn will be similarly administered. I turned to Johnny and he was sucking on his thumb, which he tends to do when he is overwhelmed. I gently took his thumb from his mouth and sat him on my lap. 
 
   When I looked up Mrs. Dawson was looking directly at me. She wasn't frowning, but she wasn't smiling either. Her eyes seemed to bore right through me. She didn't say a word but she made my blood run cold and I was paralysed half by fear and half by an indescribable longing. I suddenly knew that I was different from Carol and Johnny, and that Mrs. Dawson somehow knew that too. I also knew on some subconscious level that Mrs. Dawson would play a very important part of my life, regardless of whether I wanted her to or not. 
 
    
 
   The End


 
   
  
 



A Chalkdust Memory from Scotia…
 
    
 
   I have included an anecdote passed onto me from Scotia about his earlier life
 
   and as I have mentioned, his inspiration behind his Brady series.
 
    
 
    
 
   Ma’am 
 
    
 
   Home at the time (1944) comprised my paternal Grandmother and three Aunts, sisters of my Father. I had gone to stay with them on the death of my Mother, when I was seven years old. They were always strict and that was said to be due to the fact that I was not their child but someone they were looking after and bringing up on behalf of someone else. At various times an Uncle came home on leave from India where he was a Jute Mill Manager. He was away for 18 months and then home for four months. My youngest Aunt was married to him and they had a son with whom they were far from strict. In fact he was spoiled rotten. They were strict with me and to have their spoiled child, though younger than me, in the same house was not nice either. 
 
    
 
   I left school at the age of 14, a month and a half before my 15th birthday and although I had been receiving private tuition I failed Arithmetic and Algebra but had the highest marks for English. Marks for other subjects were not failures but not remarkable either. The upshot was I did not receive a Leaving Certificate, nor could I get the Dux medal for English, which went to a girl with the next best marks. One cannot get a medal if one is an overall failure. Or so I was told. 
 
    
 
   Naturally I was punished. I got a dozen of the tawse one Sunday and a dozen of the cane a couple of weeks later. I had passed all subjects in the previous quarterly exam and now the Minister felt I had wasted both his tuition, my Aunt’s money and an opportunity to get a certificate. Often I felt at exams a certain nervousness due to the fact I knew I would be punished for failure. Which fact I think contributed to my having failures. Certainly in later life I had no difficulties because no black cloud of fearful anticipation hung over me. 
 
    
 
   However on the afternoon of the prize giving another lad, who had failed, and myself, had to stand in the main body of the hall and watch our fellow pupils collect prizes and certificates. We were dressed in our best clothes including long trousers, me for the first time in longs, to attend the presentations, although neither of us would be going onto the stage to receive a prize or certificate. Some pupils wore long trousers to school during the last six months there but I was not allowed to do so. 
 
    
 
   In the evening it was arranged that the whole class, who had left school for good that afternoon, would go to the cinema. I was going to work in the office at 9am next morning.    
 
    
 
   I went home and asked permission to go, adding that I would have to borrow sixpence from next week’s pocket money. My married Aunt, who dispensed my pocket money, gave permission and the others, whom I also had to ask, were in agreement. 
 
    
 
   Come the time to go I was dressed again in long trousers and smartly turned out and went to my Aunt to request the money. 
 
    
 
   She flatly refused to give it to me, having allowed me to get all ready to go out of the door, she had changed her mind. Now it required only one of my relations to say ‘No’ to anything and permission was not granted. Even though all of the others had agreed. 
 
    
 
   She said, and the words may not be exact after all this time:
 
   “No, I am not to give you the money. Do you know why? I shall tell you. In the first place you had pocket money on Saturday, of which you spent some. Knowing that this outing to the cinema was a possibility on Monday you should have kept your money intact and you would have been able to afford it without borrowing from me. Secondly you should be black burning ashamed of yourself for having made such a mess of your exams and you do not deserve either to go or to be mixing with those who were clever enough to pass. You have still part of your punishment to come from the Minister so you can just go and get changed and start the homework Miss Hardie gave you on Sunday. That will keep you busy and will do you more good than going to the cinema.”
 
    
 
   (When I left school and ceased to go to the Manse for tuition the Minister decreed that the Sunday School Mistresses give me homework. As I had him for an extra one hour period after the main Sunday School was over he gave me homework as well. I could also get lines and written tasks from Mistresses and the Minister. Also the tawse. So my travail was not over and the homework from each class had to be roughly three hours worth. Which from two teachers meant six hours each week.) 
 
    
 
   Anyway the story of ‘sixpence’ has stuck in my mind ever since. It was not that they did not have the money. My married Aunt was very well off and sixpence would not have been missed. She just did it to punish me but she could have told me originally that she had no intention of allowing me to go. There was no point in asking any of the others as once she had said ‘no’ that was that. 
 
    
 
   Very often I would get permission to do something or go somewhere from all except one of them. One denial of permission outweighed all of the others. Most unfair really. When my Uncle was at home he had to be asked also. Five people to ask and usually one of them would have some chore or something for me to do. Or did not think what I wished to do or wanted to go to was really necessary.   
 
    
 
   A long trousered suit I wore to the office, but on reaching home it was back into shorts straight away. Five minutes was allowed to be changed otherwise I would be up for punishment on Sunday. (I still do it, change from good clothes to older ones, as soon as I get home so ingrained is it.) My navy short trousered suit was also worn for Church and Sunday School until it no longer fitted. Clothes rationing was still on and so clothes had to be well worn but I feel it was to keep me a ‘boy’ as long as possible, especially for Sunday School. But the rationing excuse was there to cover the real intent. 
 
    
 
   The End
 
 
   If you enjoyed these classic tales of discipline and corporal punishment and wish to continue reading more classic tales be sure to check out 
 
   Volume 5 of Mrs Birch’s Classic Literature
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